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… It can be seen from the foregoing book,\fn{ A note reads: As the Introduction has indicated, the text translated here is but
part of a much larger work. The section immediately preceding the translated material was concerned with the Old Testament. It is
to this section that Reimarus refers } especially its last chapter, that the doctrine of the salvation and immortality of

the soul, which must be the essential element of a religion, especially a revealed religion, had not yet been expounded by the writers of the Old Testament and thus had been unknown to the Jews during the days of their
own prophets. Rather, later Jews had learned and accepted this important tenet through contacts with rational
heathens and their philosophers. The Pharisees maintained and advanced the doctrine principally in opposition to
the Sadducees, and since they were unable to prove it in the true, literal sense by Moses and the prophets they
employed an artificial, allegorical, and cabalistic\fn{ “Esoteric” or “fanciful” is meant:H } explanation.
Accordingly, even before Jesus’ time, the Pharisees had sought to relate to the proper intention of religion the
matters of the law found in the writings of their fathers. Indeed, they would not have been reproached too greatly
if, in attempting to avoid the appearance of creating an innovation among the people, they had applied Moses
and the prophets to this grand purpose, even when to do so contradicted truth. But to the extent that they seemed
to base the reason for religion on this one thing they ruined very nearly everything by prescribing almost no
other duties than those involving external ceremonies of the law. Indeed, they so refined and increased the latter
by their additions that genuine godliness and virtue were almost obscured and smothered, and it all came to sheer
hypocrisy and sanctimoniousness.\fn{ Reimarus’s view of the Pharisee, throughout this work does not conform to the
picture of them as the most liberal and progressive part of the late Jewish community that we find in recent research, as in
G. F. Moore, Judaism in the First Three Centuries of the Christian Era , 3 vols. (Cambridge: Harvard University Press,
1927) or the less technical paperback, The Pharisees, by R. Travers Herford (Boston Beacon, 1962; first published in
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1924). Reimarus, like many Christians, takes the portrait of the Pharisees in the [Received] Gospels, especially Matthew
23, at face value. It is now generally accepted that the harsh tone and distorted portrait is the result of Jewish-Christian
tensions in the closing decades of the first century and that the Pharisaism known to Jesus cannot be merely equated with
that known to the first evangelist because, for example, the Revolt of 66-70 brought fundamental changes in first-century
Judaism in Palestine. The recovery of the historical Pharisees is no less dif ficult than the recovery of the historical Jesus }

2
Now when Jesus began to teach he undertook primarily to castigate and reform the trifling matters and the
misuse committed by the Pharisees and to preach a better righteousness than theirs. From a reading of the New
Testament it can be obvious to everyone that a great portion of Jesus’ sayings is directed against the distorted
sanctimoniousness of the scribes and Pharisees in outward ceremonies. Nevertheless, he admitted the correctness
of their view concerning immortality and salvation, and not only defended this opinion against the Sadducees,
but impressed it diligently upon the people.
He introduces Abraham and Lazarus into his parables, representing them as living in abundant joy in the
realm of glory [Abraham: Matthew 8:11; Luke 13:28. Lazarus: Luke 16:23, 25]; he urges the people not to fear
those who can merely destroy the body and not the soul. Rather, they should fear God, who can plunge both
body and soul into hell; he speaks urgently of the kingdom of heaven and the last judgment that God shall
preside over, etc.
Consequently, his teaching had a considerable advantage not only over that of the Pharisees, but also over
that of the Old Testament, where such essential principles of religion were not even considered and where there
is mention only of earthly promises and rewards, all hope for man ending abruptly with his death. Thus Paul
correctly says of him that he did away with death and in its place brought to light life and immortality through
the gospel [2 Timothy 1:10].\fn{ Although it is now largely accepted that II Timothy—to say nothing of I Timothy and Titus—
was not written by Paul:H } For it was not the law that made perfect, but the introduction of a better hope, by means
of which we approach God. Augustine says, jam Christi beneficio etiam idiotis notam creditamque animae
immortalitalem vitamque post mortem futuram. [“It is Christ’s merit that he also taught the ignorant about the
immortality of the soul and life after death so that they believed in it."]
Thus it seems to be chiefly to the Christian doctrine that we must ascribe the fact that the Sadducees and
their followers from that time on almost completely lost ground among the Jews. I shall add to this advantage
of Jesus’ teaching the further fact that Jesus also invites the heathen into the kingdom of God and, unlike
Moses, does not command that they be despised and eradicated with fire and sword.
“Go,” he says, “and teach all heathen, preach the Gospel to all creatures” [Matthew 28:19, combined with
Mark 16:15] Indeed, he does not entirely exclude from this hope even those heathen who remain firmly
rooted in their imperfect understanding; he says that it shall go easier with Tyre and Sidon at the last
judgment than with many of the Jews [Matthew 11:22; Luke 10:14].
3
Hence, just as there can be no doubt that Jesus in his teaching referred man to the true great goal of religion,
namely, eternal salvation, we are concerned now with just this one question:
What sort of purpose did Jesus himself see in his teaching and deeds?
Jesus left us nothing in writing;\fn{For which we have Augustine of Hippo’s testimony, writing hundreds of years after the
events under discussion:H } everything that we know of his teaching and deeds is contained in the writings of his
disciples. Especially where his teaching is concerned, not only the evangelists among his disciples, but the
apostles as well undertook to present their master’s teaching.
However, I find great cause to separate completely what the apostles say in their own writings from that
which Jesus himself actually said and taught, for the apostles were themselves teachers and consequently
present their own views; indeed, they never claim that Jesus himself said and taught in his lifetime all the things
that they have written.
On the other hand, the four evangelists represent themselves only as historians who have reported the most
important things that Jesus said as well as did. If now we wish to know what Jesus’ teaching actu ally was, what
he said and preached, that is a res facti—a matter of something that actually occurred; hence this is to be
derived from the reports of the historians.
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Now since there are four of them and since they all agree on the sum total of Jesus’ teaching, the integrity
of their reports is not to be doubted, nor should it be thought that they might have forgotten or suppressed any
important point or essential portion of Jesus’ teaching. Thus it is not to be assumed that Jesus intended or
strove for anything in his teaching other than what may be taken from his own words as they are found in the
four evangelists.\fn{ Of course, this cannot now be assumed outright. Uncounted thousands of people heard the testimony of the
Son of God, and to limit critical judgment to the production of just four of them is to pare down the available sample to the level of
what could be controlled by those with a vested interest in the outcome—or, to put it another way, of course they agree: why would
those whose livelihood rests upon supposedly genuine written testimony tolerate anything else without making ceretain of such an
outcome? Then too, the existence of 536 separate and allegedly-apostolic gospels, acta, letters and apocalypsi was unknown to the
scholarship of Remaris’ time: it defies simple logic to baldly assume that such a vast quantity of information is entirely devoid of
genuine tradition, even if it was produced over a period of centuries. Nobody suspected that a literature this vast had been codified in
more than 50 languages over a period of 1000 years from the death and resurrection of the Messiah. Indeed, the existence of Q itself
only began to be professionally studied in 1776 (the date of the first paper on the subject), and by that time Reimarus himself had
been dead for eight years. His very assumption that the commonly-known gospels attributed to Matthew, Luke and John were actually
the unalloyed productions of the apostolic followers of Jesus has been proven by competent Biblical scholarship to be invalid—
particularly in the case of the Johannine gospel, where the differences in attitude and presentation of the Word between it and the
Synoptics are so great as to make it virtually certain that the gospel of John was not written by the son of Zebedee. He does not even
mention the idea that it was customary in apostolic times and long afterwards to circulate writings under the names of known
authorities so that they would gain a greater hearing among the populace at large. Fortunately we are not concerned with the validity
of what this author says, only that he says it. Far better for the individual Christian, I think, to practice the Faith, to live a life
dedicated to the practice of love and compassion, for certainly this is what Jesus intended should be done, irrespective about what is
reported He supposedly said about the matter—particularly when we, in our present time, are some 2000 years distant from the actual
historical times in question:H }

Everyone will grant, then, that in my investigation of the intention of Jesus’ teaching I have sufficient
reason to limit myself exclusively to the reports of the four evangelists who offer the proper and true record. I
shall not bring in those things that the apostles taught or intended on their own, since the latter are not
historians of their master’s teaching but present themselves as teachers. Later, when once we have discovered
the actual teaching and intention of Jesus from the four documents of the historians, we shall be able to judge
reliably whether the apostles expressed the same teaching and intention as their master.
4
Jesus’ discourses in the four evangelists can not only be read through quickly, but we also immediately
find the entire content and intention of his teaching expressed and summarized in his own words:
“Repent, and believe in the gospel” [Mark 1:15]. Or, in another place,
“Repent, for the kingdom of heaven is at hand” [Matthew 4:17]. And in another place he says,
“I have come to call sinners to repentance” [Mark 2:17; Matthew 9:13; Luke 5:32]. Further,
“I must preach the good news of the kingdom of God. for I was sent for this purpose” [Luke 4:43]. And it
is this very thing that impelled John, Jesus’ forerunner, to prepare the way for him,
“Repent, for the kingdom of heaven is at hand” [Matthew 3:2]
Both these things, the kingdom of heaven and repentance, are so connected that the kingdom is the goal,
while repentance is the means or preparation for this kingdom. By the kingdom that was at hand, announced to
the Jews by the gospel or “joyful news,” we understand (to use the Jewish expression) the kingdom of the
Christ or Messiah for which the Jews had so long waited and hoped. The matter is self-evident: Since Jesus had
come as the Messiah and since John specifically proclaimed this, it is expressed in the figure of speech actually
used among the Jews of that day so that, when they heard of the kingdom of heaven that was to come, they
understood nothing other than the kingdorn of the Messiah.
Since Jesus and John do not explain this term in any other way, they wanted to have it understood in the
familiar and customary meaning. Thus when it is said that the kingdom of heaven is near at hand, that means
the Messiah will soon reveal himself and establish his kingdom. When it says believe in the gospel, that is
another way of saying, believe in the joyful news of the imminent coming of the Messiah and his kingdom. The
people were thus to prepare and make themselves ready through repentance for this now imminent kingdom of
the Messiah, that is, by a change in thinking and spirit, in that they leave off wick edness and the tendency to
commit it and with all their hearts turn to good and godliness.
This demand was not only reasonable in all ages, but also was considered neces sary among the Jews for the
advent of the Messiah, just as they indeed believe to this present day that it is partic ularly the lack of
repentance and betterment that delays the Messiah’s advent, so that if they once were to do the proper
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penance the Messiah would come immediately. The person who reads and reflects upon all Jesus’ words will
find that their content applies collectively to these two things: either he describes the kingdom of heaven and
commands his disciples to proclaim it, or he shows how men must undergo a sincere repentance and not cling
to the sanctimonious nature of the Pharisees.
5
I shall first discuss in somewhat more detail the repentance which Christ preached; here I shall be aided
by the memories of my readers, who have heard the New Testa ment diligently from their youth on. That is,
each one will remember how all of Jesus’ teaching was concerned with meekness, gentleness, mercy,
peaceableness, reconciliation, generosity, the willingness to serve, uprightness, true love and faith in God,
prayer, renunciation of all hatred, even of one’s enemies, the avoidance of evil desires and vain speech, denial
of the self, and especially directed toward an inwardly active character.
Further, it will be recalled how Jesus declared all outward ceremonies to be a little thing compared with the
great commandments of love of God and of one’s neighbor, without which all other commandments are
useless and how he rebukes and castigates the hypocritical sanctimoniousness of the Pharisees, which they
boastfully sought after in outward trifles while ignoring love and the betterment of their own hearts. One need
but examine the beautiful Sermon on the Mount [Matthew 5-7], that most explicit of all Jesus’ speeches, and
he will be thoroughly convinced that Jesus’ sole intention is man’s repentance, conversion, and betterment,
insofar as these consist of a true inner and upright love of God, of one’s neighbor, and of all that is good.
Accordingly, when he elsewhere explains the moral law better than had ever been done, or castigates the
hypocrisy of the Pharisees, or defends his own neglect of the ceremonies of the law, it shows the most intimate
connection with his main teaching. He demonstrates how up until now the law “You shall not kill, you shall
not commit adultery, you shall not bear false witness” had been interpreted falsely and narrowly only in
respect to gross outward vices, and in part had even been misused to justify many wicked deeds. Or he shows
how unjustly the right of retaliation had been used as a pretense for hatred and revenge taken upon one’s
enemy; or how hypocritically alms had been bestowed when the giving of them was loudly trumpeted about.
He shows also how hypocritically prayer had been offered on street corners, or fasting, if one deliberately
distorted his demeanor and features. He squeezes open the festering sores of the Pharisees: they made their
phylacteries and fringes splendidly wide and large, uttered long prayers, carefully avoided touching unclean
things, vigorously washed face and hands, even paid tithes on mint and dill, and whitewashed the graves of
the prophets. Since, however, they were full of spiritual pride, they were ambitious for titles and ranks,
foreclosed widows’ mortgages, swore falsely and heedlessly, were given to theft and gluttony, and had no
scruples against killing the prophets and denying with vain pretense the love owed their parents.
Of all this Jesus rightly says that it is straining out gnats while swallowing camels, that is, being careful in
minutiae while ignoring the greatest commandments of meekness, love, and mercy—indeed, even annulling
God’s commandments with subtle and twisted human interpretations and embellishments.
Often the Pharisees themselves give Jesus an opportunity to demonstrate the great advantage of moral
duties over outward ceremonies. If he is called to account because his disciples do not wash themselves
before eating bread, he shows how man is contaminated not only by what goes into his mouth, but also by
what comes from his heart: murder, adultery, whoremongering, deceit, guile, and the like [Matthew 15:2;
11:17-19]. If people express amazement that he dines with publicans and sinners, he admonishes them to
learn that God has more joy in mercy and the repentance of sinners than in sacrifices. If he is attacked for
healing the sick on the Sabbath, or for his disciples’ plucking ears of grain on the Sabbath and thus
performing a type of manual labor (reaping, specifically), he instructs them that the Sabbath was decreed for
man’s sake and hence must yield to the law of necessity and love and not prevent man’s doing good to his
neighbor [Mark 3:2; 2:24, 25, 27; Matthew 12:10, 11, 12].
*
Thus the goal of Jesus’ sermons and teachings was a proper, active character, a changing of the mind, a sincere
love of God and of one’s neighbor, humility, gentleness, denial of the self, and the suppression of all evil desires.
These are not great mysteries or tenets of the faith that he explains, proves, and preaches; they are nothing other
than moral teachings and duties intended to improve man inwardly and with all his heart, whereby Jesus
naturally takes for granted a general knowledge of man’s soul, of God and his perfections, salvation after this
life, etc.
8

But he does not explain these things anew, much less present them in a learned and extravagant way. To the
same extent that he wished to see the law fulfilled and not done away with in respect to his own person, he
shows others how the whole law and the prophets hang on these two commandments [Matthew 22:37-40;
Mark 12:29-31; Luke 10:27]: that one love God with all his heart, and his neigh bor as himself, and that
consequently the repentance and improvement of man is contained in this essence of the whole Old Testament.
Jesus calls this to the attention of the people when they come to him and ask what they must do to be saved:
“Do that, and you shall live.”
He says that salvation depends simply upon one’s doing the will of his heavenly father, and he recognizes
as brothers all who do such. Even if on that day men would say, “Lord, Lord! did we not prophesy in your
name … and do many mighty works in your name?” Jesus will still say,
“Depart from me, you evildoers” [Matthew 7:22, 23].
Unlike these are the sheep that he will place on his right hand and the blessed who shall inherit the
kingdom, those who have fed the hungry, given drink to the thirsty, lodging to the stranger, clothing to the
naked, and who have visited those in prison [Matthew 25:32ff.]. When now he sends his disciples out into all
the world to teach he immediately explains what this teaching is to consist of:
“Teach them to observe all that I have commanded you” [Matthew 28:20]. The criterion that he also applies
to false prophets is not whether they entertain this or that mistaken opinion, or have a false system, or are
heterodox and heretical or cause others to be so, but “by their works you shall know them.”
In his view the false prophets are those who go about in sheep’s clothing but who are like ravenous wolves
beneath; that is, their sole intent, beneath the guise of love and innocence, is nothing more than to cause harm
to other men; further, those who produce such fruits as does a rot ten tree, or who fail to do the will of the
heavenly father, are evildoers [Matthew 7:15-23].
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I cannot avoid revealing a common error of Christians who imagine because of the confusion of the teaching
of the apostles with Jesus’ teaching that the latter’s purpose in his role of teacher was to reveal certain articles
of faith and mysteries that were in part new and unknown, thus establishing a new system of religion, while on
the other hand doing away with the Jewish religion in regard to its special customs, such as sacrifices,
circumcision, purification, the Sabbath, and other Levitical ceremonies.
I am aware, of course, that the apostles, especially Paul, worked at this and that later teachers in part forged
more and more mysteries and articles of faith and in part also aban doned the Jewish ceremonies more and
more, until eventually Moses’ laws were completely done away with and an entirely different religion had been
introduced.
But I cannot find the least trace of either of these things in all the teachings, sermons, and conversations of
Jesus.\fn{Here is the beginning of the Jesus-Paul problem that has in some form or other plagued the study of Christian origins ever
since Reimarus. The more of an orthodox Jew Jesus is portrayed to be, the more discontinuity is seen between Jesus and Paul .} He
urged nothing more than purely moral duties, a true love of God and of one’s neighbor; on these points he
based the whole content of the law and the prophets and commanded that the hope of gaining his kingdom and
salvation be constructed on them. Moreover, he was born a Jew and intended to remain one; he testifies that he
has not come to abolish the law, but to fulfill it. He simply points out that the most essential thing in the law
does not depend upon external things.
The further remarks that he makes about the immortality and salvation of the soul, the resur rection of the
body to face judgment, the kingdom of heaven and the Christ or Messiah who was promised in Moses and the
prophets, were both familiar to the Jews and in accord with the Jewish religion of that day, and were
especially aimed at his intention of establishing such a kingdom of heaven among them as their Messiah, thus
bringing about the blessed condition, both in religion and in external things, for which they had long since
been given cause to hope.
In order that this may be more clearly understood I shall show in more detail two aspects of Jesus’
teaching: (1) that he proposed no new mysteries or articles of faith, and (2) that he had no intention of doing
away with the Levitical ceremonial law.
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Now, as far as the first is concerned, that Jesus taught no new mysteries or articles of faith or undertook to
teach them, I can refer to a considerable extent to what has already been said, from which there is sufficient
evidence that Jesus considered the goal of all his work as a teacher to be repentance and the preaching of an
upright, active character. But it is also remarkable that when Jesus demands faith of a person he always
specifies certain precepts that one should believe in and accept as true. Of course, it would be an absurd and
blind faith that would refer to specific precepts with which believers themselves were un familiar. They would
be required to believe and would not know themselves what they were to believe.
The faith that Jesus demands is simply trust in him; thus in most passages of his discourses he refers to his
miraculous power:
“Do you believe that I am able to do this?” [Matthew 9:28].
“O woman, great is your faith!” [Matthew 15:28].
“Do not fear, only believe” [Mark 5:36; Luke 8:50].
“Not even in Israel have I found such faith … be it done for you as you have believed” [Matthew 8:10,
13; Luke 7:9].
Jesus saw their faith when they brought the paralytic to him [Matt. 9:2; Mark 2:5; Luke 5:20]. “Your
faith has made you well” [Matthew 9:22; Mark 5:34; Luke 8:48]. “If you have faith as a grain of mustard
seed, you will move mountains” [Matthew 17:201.]
At times this faith or this trust refers to Jesus as the Messiah. “When the Son of man comes, will he find
faith on earth?” [Luke 18:8], that is, that one may trust in him to establish the kingdom of the Messiah?
“Repent and believe in the gospel” [Mark 1:15], that is, hope and trust in the joyful news that the kingdom
of God, the kingdom of the Messiah, is near at hand. “Do you believe in the Son of man?” said Jesus to the
man who was born blind. “Sir,” he said, “who is he, that I may believe in him?” Jesus said, “It is he who speaks
to you" [John 9:35-37].
Hence, do not worry because you have been expelled from the synagogue: I shall soon found a different
kingdom, simply have faith. He who believes (in the gospel) and is baptized will be saved; but he who does not
believe will be condemned [Mark 16:16], that is, whoever hopes and trusts that the joyful news of the true
kingdom of the Messiah will soon be fulfilled and prepares himself for it by the baptism of repentance, will be
saved.
This trust is obviously the faith that Jesus demands; no other point of belief or precept is to be found in his
discourses. Thus it came about also that the catechism and the creed were so short in the first Christian
church. They needed only to believe the gospel or to have confidence that Jesus would soon found the
kingdom of God; if in addition they demonstrated repentance they were baptized and were full-fledged
Christians.
Now since there were many among the Jews who were waiting for the kingdom of God, it was no wonder
that several thousand became believers on one day, indeed in a few hours, people to whom nothing more had
been announced than that Jesus was the promised prophet and had been proved as such before all the people
through deeds and miracles and his resurrection.
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This catechism is very short, consisting of only one article. And yet we do not even find anywhere in Jesus’
discourses that he explains or demonstrates this one main article of the promised Messiah and his kingdom;
rather, he merely assumes a common knowledge of the Jews arising from the promises of the prophets
according to the interpretation then current.
Thus Jesus says as little as John about who or what Christ or Messiah is, or the king dom of God, the
kingdom of heaven, or the gospel. They say simply:
The kingdom of heaven or the gospel is near at hand.
Jesus sends his disciples out precisely to preach the gospel, but he says nothing about what the kingdom of
heaven is to consist of, what the promise was based on, or what the intention of the kingdom was; thus he
simply refers to the common belief and hope in such matters. And when Jesus elsewhere describes the kingdom
of heaven in parables (it is like a man who sowed good seed on his ground, a grain of mustard seed, leavened
dough, a hidden treasure, a merchant who sought fine pearls, a net, a king who would settle accounts with his
servant, a householder who employs workmen in his vineyard, a king who ar ranged a wedding for his son), it
certainly does not help make the picture much clearer; and if we did not know from the writings of the Jews
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something more about what then was the idea of the Messiah, the kingdom of heaven, or the kingdom of God,
this main article would still be very obscure and unintelligible to us.
At times Jesus explains his parables, especially to his disciples, and then adds that to them alone it is given
to know the secrets of the kingdom of God [Matthew 13:11; Mark 4:11; Luke 8:10]. But since these secrets
consist merely of an explanation of figurative concepts and the explanation, insofar as it is stripped of parable,
in turn contains nothing more than the common knowledge of the promised kingdom of God under the
Messiah, one must confess that no really new or incomprehensible precepts are to be found among these
secrets.
Take note from this, to what extent people let themselves be deceived by words! Today\fn{ This text was first
published in Germany between 1774 and 1779:H } we are accustomed to understanding by the word “faith” or “gospel”
the whole body of Christian doctrine that we are to believe, or all the articles of the Christian faith in their
interconnection, the entire catechism and the creed, and we particularly call “mysteries” those doctrines that
surpass understanding and that are neither to be understood or proved by reason alone. When a person later
comes to a reading of the New Testament with such catechetic con cepts of the words “faith,” “gospel,”
“mysteries,” and finds that Jesus demands belief in the gospel, the phrase makes him think of the whole body
of present-day Christian catechetic instruction with all its articles and mysteries that he learned as a child and
has become accustomed to, and then he thinks that Jesus meant such a body of doctrine and demanded that it
be believed if one wishes to be saved.
The above, however, demonstrates that by “faith in the gospel” Jesus simply meant a trusting in him and
in the news that he had proclaimed, that now under him the kingdom of the Messiah was to begin, and that
by “mysteries” he understood the parables about this kingdom, insofar as they were not immediately clear
to the common man, but needed some explanation.
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Since nowadays the doctrine of the trinity of persons in God and the doctrine of the work of salvation
through Jesus as the Son of God and God-man constitute the main articles and mysteries of the Christian faith, I
shall specifically demonstrate that they are not to be found in Jesus’ discourses. To this end I shall explain in
what sense he is called Son of God, what the Holy Spirit signifies, and finally, what it means when Father, Son,
and Holy Spirit are joined together during baptism.
In the first place, Jesus calls himself the Son of God and allows others, especially his disciples, to call him
by this term.\fn{Modern research does not sustain this judgment of Reimarus } We must determine what that means not
from our accepted catechetic meaning, but from passages of the Old Testament and the evangelists. But since a
good many people may yet be prejudiced in favor of the catechetic meaning of this ex pression I shall introduce
passages from the Old Testament so that it will be seen that the Hebrews understood some thing quite different
by the term, and that it means nothing more than “beloved of God (Jedidiah)” [2 Samuel 12:25].
According to the language of the Scripture God calls those whom he loves his sons, just as today we say
to a younger and lesser person, in a spirit of love, “my son.” God says to Moses, “And you shall say to
Pharaoh, ’Israel is my first-born son … Let my son go that he may serve me’” [Exodus 4:22-23]. Moses
reproaches the Israelites, saying that God has borne them in the wilderness just as a man bears his son
[Deuteronomy 1:31]. At God’s command Nathan must promise Solomon to King David, of whom God says, “I
will be his father, and he shall be my son. I will not take my steadfast love from him [2 Samuel 7:14, 15]. In
the same meaning of the word David says in another psalm that God has thus spoken to him, “You are my
son, today I have begotten you … kiss his feet, lest he [God] be angry” [Ps. 2:7, 12]. In another psalm the
author reproaches God with his [God’s] promise at a time when the Israelite people had been completely
destroyed: “Of old thou didst speak in a vision … He [David] shall cry to me, ‘Thou art my Father, my God,
and the Rock of my salvation.’ And I will make him the first-born … My steadfast love will I keep for him
for ever” [Psalms 89:19, 26-28]. Jeremiah presents God as saying of Israel, “I am a father to Israel, and
Ephraim is my firstborn … is Ephraim my dear son? Is he my darling child?” [Jeremiah 31:9, 20]. In the
Book of Wisdom the godless say of the just men in general, “Let us oppress the righteous poor man; let us
not spare the widow nor regard the gray hairs of the aged … Let us lie in wait for the righteous man, because
he is inconvenient to us … He professes to have knowledge of God, and calls himself a child of the Lord …
Let us see if his words are true, and let us test what will happen at the end of his life; for if the righteous man
is God’s son, he will help him, and will deliver him from the hand of his adversaries. Let us condemn him to a
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shameful death, for, according to what he says, he will be protected” [Wisdom of Solomon 2:10, 12-13, 17,
18, 20].
Here without any question are mere men who are called sons of God specifically, as anyone can see,
because God loves them, has pleasure in them, shows them his graciousness, and protects them. We shall
now see whether the term means anything different in the New Testament.
11
At the very beginning of the New Testament we have an angel who announces to Mary that the holy child
whom she shall bear is to be called Son of God [Luke 1:26-32]; later, during Jesus’ baptism and his
transfiguration on the mountain there is a voice from heaven that says, “This is my beloved Son, with whom I
am well pleased” [baptism: Matthew 3:17; transfiguration: Matthew 17:5].
Thus according to the divine voice Jesus is called a son of God because God loved him and had pleasure in
him, which consequently is on the same basis as when in the Old Testament David, Solomon, indeed the
whole of Israel are called sons of God. The temptation by Satan which follows immediately after Jesus’
baptism explains it fully, for here Satan speaks to Jesus as he hungered following long fasting in the desert, “If
you are the Son of God, command these stones to become loaves of bread” [Matthew 4:3; Luke 4:3]. That is,
if you are God’s beloved he will not let you go hungry, but will make you bread from stones if you ask him.
Further on Satan says, when he has led Jesus to the summit of the temple, “If you are the Son of God, throw
yourself down; for it is written, ‘He will give his angels charge of you,’ and ‘On their hands they will bear you
up, lest you strike your foot against a stone’” [Matthew 4:6; Luke 4:9-11; Psalms 91:11,12].
The words come from Psalm 91, where the subject is the pious men who are under the protection of the
Highest and who can put their trust in his keeping, in contrast to the godless. But the pious enjoy God’s special
care because of his love for them, so that in the Old Testament, to be sure, it is stated that God himself (as is said
by the angels) carried the Israelites as a man carries his son.
But what answer does Jesus give Satan? Does he perhaps say, “I was created by God my Father before all
time, I am God by substance and nature, equal to my Father, or one substance with him”?
No; to the first he says, “It is written, ‘Man shall not live by bread alone, but by every word that proceeds
from the mouth of God’” [Matthew 4:4; Luke 4:4].
The quotation, is from Deuteronomy, where Moses points out to the Israelites that God has let them go
hungry, to be sure, but has also fed them with manna [cf. Exodus 16:4, 14ff.; Deuteronomy 8:3, 5]. Then he
adds,
“Know then in your heart that, as a man disciplines his son, the Lord your God disciplines you”
[Deuteronomy 8:5].
Consequently, when Jesus wants to show that as a son of God he naturally could not seek bread from stones,
he shows that he is a human being who lives from the divine word and trusts in God’s promise, love, and care.
For just as a father occasionally lets his child go hungry and then at the proper time gives him as much bread as
he needs, and just as God in past ages occasionally let his beloved and first-born son Israel know want and
hunger, but then fed him with the bread of heaven or the bread of angels, so God will feed him too at the proper
time according to his love and care. Soon thereafter angels did come and serve him; that is, they brought him
food. Further, Jesus says in reply to the second point,
“Again it is written, ‘You shall not tempt the Lord your God’” [Matthew 4:7; Luke 4:12; cf. Deut. 6:16].
Again the words are from the same book of Moses, where he in general encourages the Jews to observe God’s
commandments as well as specifically warns them not to tempt him again as they had at Massah in the quarrel
over water.\fn{The reference is to the story of Israel’s murmuring against Moses in the wilderness because of the lack of water and to
the gift of water from the rock. Exodus 17:1-7, cf. Numbers 20:2ff. } Thus when Jesus is supposed to show that as a son of
God he must not leap off the temple, he proves it by the fact that he must not tempt his Lord God by demanding
miracles. A son of God thus acknowledges God as his lord, from whom he may demand no more extraordinary
proofs of his love than his wise providence permits.
Finally, when Satan demands that Jesus worship him, the latter answers,
“You shall worship the Lord your God and him only shall you serve” [Matthew 4:10; Luke 4:8; cf.
Deuteronomy 5:13-14]. The words are taken from the same book of Moses and contain the proof that Jesus as a
son of God must worship and serve him alone.
Thus it is shown by all three passages that neither Satan nor Jesus himself understands by the words “son of
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God” anything other than a human being who is loved by God. that is, especially loved and protected by him.
And Jesus particularly wants to show that he is a true son of God because he lives by God’s word of promise,
does not tempt God his Lord, and worships and adores him.
The Jews in general did not understand this term in any other way. For example, they said to Jesus when he
hung on the cross, “If you are the Son of God, come down from the cross … He trusts in God; let God deliver
him now, if he desires him; for he said, ‘I am the Son of God’” [Matthew 27:40, 43]. The term seems to refer to
the words in the Wisdom of Solomon that I cited previously. “He [the just man] professes to have knowledge of
God, and calls himself a child of God … and boasts that God is his father … if the righteous man is God’s
son, God will help him, and will deliver him from the hand of his adversaries” [Wisdom of Solomon 2:13,
16, 18].
And in this there is such a clear explanation of the Jews’ mockery of Jesus that I cannot state it better,
but there is also enough proof that by a son of God the Jews understood nothing other than a pious or just
man whom God loved particularly and whose part he would take in some miraculous manner. Just as the
centurion and those with him said, when they saw the earthquake and what ensued: “Truly this was the Son
of God!” [Matthew 27:54]—a pious man, beloved of God, at whose unjust death God expressed anger.
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From this we can understand clearly enough that the general meaning of the expression “son of God”
designated a person especially beloved of God, in the New Testament, among the Jews, and in Jesus’ own
words.
However, I must add that the word at times should be taken in an exceptional sense. To be sure, when this is
done it applies to many things of a particular type but then designates only a certain individual or an individual
thing of that type, distinguished from others of the type by superiority or degree of perfection. Thus a prophet,
or the prophet in the exceptional sense, is a greater prophet; the anointed one or Messiah thus is a greater king.
So also is the Son of God in its exceptional sense one who is beloved of God more than all others.
All three of these exceptional meanings were used by the Jews of those days concerning the re deemer of
Israel. For the more the poor nation was oppressed the more it sought to comfort itself with this consolation of
Israel, and everything that was great and pleasing in the Old Testament signified the expected re deemer. And
their allegorical method of interpretation led them to do this, by virtue of which they did not find it difficult to
discover anything they wanted to in all words and things.
Accordingly, they understood how to make out of the expected redeemer of Israel not only a great king but a
great prophet, one especially loved by God; thus David, Solomon, the entire people of Israel became proto types
of the Messiah, not only insofar as the two leaders were great kings and David simultaneously a great prophet,
but also insofar as God called all three his sons or beloved ones. In just such an allegorical way Moses’
statement, “Out of Egypt have I called my son,” although he is speaking only of the people of Israel, is applied
to Jesus’ return from Egypt merely to show that Jesus is the beloved of God or the Messiah.\fn{ These words are
found in Matthew 2:15 and refer to Hosea 11:1, not to Moses, as Reimarus incorrectly assumes }
And if there are not enough such places in the Old Testament to prove Jesus to be a son in this sense then
there comes a bath qol, a voice from heaven, which confirms it,
“This is my beloved Son, with whom I am well pleased” [Matthew 3:17].
At that time the Jews were accustomed to prove and decide everything that might be de batable in the
Scriptures by means of a bath qol or voice from heaven. In this voice an allusion may also be made to the
statement in Isaiah which the Jews customarily assumed to apply to the Messiah, where it says,
“Behold my servant, whom I uphold, my chosen, in whom my soul delights” [Isaiah 42:11].
Thus at that time the title of Messiah was introduced among the Jews in the sense that in the excep tional
meaning of the word he was the Son of God,\fn{ The Dead Sea Scrolls havre provided evidence that “Son of God” was used
as a Messianic title in pre-Christian Judaism. The way it was used, moreover, was very much as Reimarus argues } that is, the one
whom God especially loved and in whom he took pleasure.
Thus to be called “Son of God” and “Christ the Messiah” meant one and the same thing. This is appar ent in
Peter’s confession, where he says to Jesus, “You are Christ, the Son of the living God,” for Jesus thereupon
forbade his disciples to say to anyone that he was the Christ (the Messiah) [Matthew 16:16, 20]. Thus the high
priest puts Jesus upon his oath to say if he is Christ the Son of God [Matthew 26:63]. Thus also the mocking
question of the high priests and the other Jews is soon explained: “If you are the Son of God, then come down
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from the cross” means, if he is the King of Israel, let him come down now from the cross [Matthew 27:40, 42].
Just as now the original meaning of “prophet” is not lost or transformed whenever the word is applied in its
exceptional sense to the hoped-for redeemer of Israel, but actually implies that this redeemer will at the same
time be a great prophet, and just as the word “Christ,” “Anointed,” or “Messiah” also in the exceptional sense
says nothing more about the redeemer of Israel than that he will be a great king, so too in the expression “Son of
God” we cannot assume any strange or unheard-of meaning insofar as it is meant to refer to Israel’s promised
redeemer in its exceptional sense.
Rather, we must merely expand the customary meaning and understand that the Messiah is called such
because he is especially beloved of God.
This is clear from the heavenly voice which makes him God’s son insofar as he is a son of love and God takes
pleasure in him. It is clear from the symbols of the Old Testament, David, Solomon, the people of Israel, in
which symbols the Jews imagined their Messiah, in that they all were called God’s sons because God loved them
in a special way. It is clear also from the words of the centurion when he repeats in all seriousness what the high
priests had said in mockery,
“Truly this was the Son of God!” [Matthew 27:54; Mark 15:39].
For as the high priests took the absence of any help from God as proof that Jesus was not the Son of God (“If
you are the Son of God, come down from the cross”), the centurion concludes that he was the Son of God
because in the earthquake God gave a visible sign that he had loved Jesus.
Finally, it is clear from Jesus’ own conversation with Satan, in which Satan maintains that he could not be the
Son of God in the exceptional sense since otherwise God would demonstrate his special love by means of some
act of miraculous aid. However, Jesus shows by the example of the people of Israel who likewise are called
God’s sons that God may indeed love one even if he lets him hunger for a while, and that one beloved of God
must have confidence in God’s helping him at the appropriate time, but that he must not put God’s love to the
test by demanding unnecessary miracles.
*
This meaning is so obvious that any other interpretation is unscriptural, new, and unprecedented if it makes of
the Son of God a person whom God begot out of God’s being in eternity, and who in turn with the Father who
begot him produces yet a third divine person. The Old Testament, the Jews, the evangelists, do not know such a
Son of God, and Jesus himself does not present himself as such; it is, rather, the apostles who first sought
something greater in this term. The author of the Epistle to the Hebrews thus says:
“For to what angel did God ever say, ‘Thou art my Son, today I have begotten thee’? Or again, ‘I will be to
him a father, and he shall be to me a son’?” [Hebrews 1:5].
Accordingly, he concludes that this one must be higher than the angels.
Now, it is obvious that this title in Scripture is not given only to the angels, since they are called sons of God;
indeed, they are themselves called gods. Rather, the title is conferred upon mere men, especially the people of
Israel, which yet included so many godless people. How can we wrest from this the fact that when one is called
a son of God he must be of a higher nature and substance than the angels?
The writer of the epistle knew, of course, that the passages cited really speak of men, of David and Solomon,
and would be applied to the Messiah only by means of the traditional allegory. If now the appellation “son of
God” would merely say about men that they are especially loved by God, can this appellation mean something
else in allegory?
That would be a new method of creating allegory, by means of which one could make everything out of
anything. That is, an allegory is created when, instead of taking the subject that really is in his mind one takes a
different subject as the counterpart and applies to it the same predicate that was applied to the actual subject. If
in allegory one could also change the predicate or, what is the same thing, take it in a different sense, then it
would be indeed an uncontrollable sort of interpretation; and the emerging result would not have the least
relationship to the one in which it should be contained.
For instance, from the Old Testament Paul takes the sentence, “Hagar is the maid, Sarah is the free woman”
[Galatians 4:22 ff.]. He allegorizes when he interprets Hagar as the church of the Old Testa ment, Sarah as the
church of the New Testament.
But in his allegory he still leaves untouched the meaning of the predicates, that the former church was in
slavery and the latter church free. If he had wished to change the predicate it would have ceased to be an
allegory; it would be a sentence with absolutely no connection with the former one, and thus there would be no
reason for its being sought in this sentence rather than in another. For if I but said the sentence this way: “Hagar
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is the maid” means that the church of the Old Testament was a theocracy, “Sarah is the free woman” means that
the church of the New Testament had to suffer ten great persecutions, what would be the sense of such an
extravagant exegesis?
Since the allegory that substitutes a different subject for the one that it really has in mind, is in itself a
plaything of the imagination, such an allegory whose predicate also is completely changed would turn into a
dream. If the author of the Epistle to the Hebrews wanted to create an allegory he might have put it this way:
David is God’s son [or beloved], Solomon is God’s son [or beloved]; we have another David and Solo mon, the
Messiah, who thus also is God’s beloved. In so doing he would leave untouched in his allegory the predi cate of
the prototype and would apply it to the counterpart. But since he says, “Thus he is higher than the angels,” he
changes the meaning of the predicate as well, since it is obvious that the expression concerning David and
Solomon does not mean that they were higher than the angels.
Thus the author’s allegory deviates completely from all rules of allegory and has even less basis in the
passages cited. …
274.145 Excerpts from Jerusalem And Other Jewish Writings: 1. “A Religion Without Dogma?” 2. “On The
Immortality Of The Soul” 3. “On The Limitations Of Religious Authority” 4. “On Tolerance” (145) 5. “On
The Meaning Of The Law” 6. “On Revelation” 7. “On Miracles”\fn{by Moses Mendelssohn (1729-1786)} Dessau,
Saxony-Anhalt State, Germany (M) 5
1
We have no doctrines that are contrary to reason. We added nothing to natural religion save commandments and
statutes. But the fundamental tenets of our religion rest on the foundation of reason. They are in consonance with the
results of free inquiry, without any conflict or contradiction.\fn{From a letter to Elkan Herz, a wealthy merchant and relative of
Mendelssohn’s, July 23, 1771}
*
The sole purpose of the divine word was to single Israel out from among all other nations as God’s special
possession, to become holy unto Him before all other nations. With regard to the teachings of reason, however, there is
no distinction between Israel and any other people.\fn{Biur to Exodus 20}
*
Contemporary Judaism, like Judaism in earlier times, actually has no symbols of faith. Very few doctrines or tenets
are prescribed for us. Maimonides counts thirteen of them, Albo only three; yet no one will accuse him\fn{Albo} of
heresy for that reason. We are free with regard to our doctrines. Where the opinions of the rabbis are divided, every
Jew, whether uneducated or a scholar, is free to agree with the one or the other. Elu v’elu divrei elohim chayim\fn{These
as well as those are the words of the living God }, say our rabbis wisely in such cases, even though this dictum is ridiculed by
some who do not grasp its meaning and believe it denies the [validity of the] principium contradictionis.\fn{The Principle
of Contradiction: that contradictory statements cannot both be true in the same sense at the same time, e.g. the two propositions “ A is B” and
“A is not B” are mutually exclusive.W This is the first of the three so-called Classic Laws of Thought. “Generally,” says W, “they are taken
as laws that guide and underlie everyone’s thinking, thoughts, expressions, discussions, etc.” The first of them is the so-called Law of
Identity, i.e, “that every thing is the same with itself and different from another: A is A and not ~A.” The second is termed the Law of the
Excluded Middle, or Excluded Third: i.e., “for every proposition, either its positive or negative form is true:W/H }The Christians have

now begun to realize how much bloodshed could have been avoided had they been guided by this saying at all times.
The spirit of Judaism is conformity in deeds and freedom of thought in doctrinal matters—save for a few doctrines
which are fundamental, on which all our teachers are in agreement and without which the Jewish religion simply could
not exist.\fn{From a letter to Abraham Nathan Wolf (1751-1784, author of a text on Jewish religion and a commentary on the Book of Job) July
11, 1782}
2
I am deeply convinced that I cannot reject the doctrine of the immortality of the soul and of retribtdon after death . . .
without rejecting what I have always considered to be true and good. If our soul is mortal, then reason is a dream sent
to us by Jupiter in order to deceive us poor mortals; then virtue is deprived of the radiance which makes it divine in our
eyes; then all that has beauty and grandeur, be it moral or physical, is no longer the image of God’s perfection, for
nothing that is finite and transitory can refract the radiation of God’s perfection. Then we have been degraded to the
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lowly status of animals destined only to seek food and to perish. Then it does not matter whether my life was beautiful
or shameful, whether I tried to increase the number of happy people or made people miserable.\fn{ From Phädon, Second
Dialogue, Part I}
3
I find it difficult to understand how a writer of Mr. von Dohm’s keen judgment could say, “Since all other religious
groups have the right to expel members either temporarily or permanently, the Jewish group should have this right, too.
And if there is resistance to the rabbis’ edict, it should be supported by the civil authorities.”\fn{In 1779 the Jews of Alsace
were attacked in a pamphlet written by a French judge. They asked Mendelssohn to draft a petition to the French government for relief from their
intolerable conditions. Mendelssohn persuaded von Dohn to undertake this defense of alsatian jewry; and in response he wrote Über die
bürgerliche Verbesserung der Juden (Concerning the Civil Imnprovement of the Jews) in 1781 and 1782, the first systematic argument by a nonJew in favor of Jewish emancipation. However, his proposal, quoted above, Mendelssohn believed incompatible with Mendelssohn’s concept of
religions freedom. “For him, pure religion could not be coercieve. Jews should be as free to believe and act as Christians were. In his passionate
dissent, Mendelssohn put the responsibility where he felt it belonged: upon the prejudices and cruelty of the world”:H/Ed.} All societies may

have the right to expel members; religious groups do not. For it is diametrically opposed to their nature and aim, which
is communal edification, the joint outpouring of the heart to manifest our thankfulness to God for the numerous
bounties He bestows upon us, the expression of our filial trust in His goodness and mercy. On what grounds, then, can
we deny admission to dissenters, separatists, disbelievers, or sectarians and deprive them of the benefit of this
edification? For people who riot or disturb the peace, there is a law, and there are the police to enforce it. Disorderliness
can and should be restrained by the secular powers. But quiet and inoffensive attendance at a religious meeting should
not be forbidden even to an offender unless we deliberately want to bar him from every road to self-improvement …
Mr. von Dohm claims for the Jewish religion the same privileges that are granted to all other religions. As long as
these still possess the right of expulsion, he considers it an inconsistency to impose greater restrictions upon the Jewish
religion. But if, as I am firmly convinced, “religious claims to worldly things,” “power and compulsion in religious
affairs” are meaningless phrases—and if expulsion, generally, must be considered irreligious—then let us rather be
inconsistent than multiply abuses.
I do not find that the wisest of our forefathers ever claimed to possess the right to exclude individuals from religious
practices.
When King Solomon had completed the Temple, he included, in his dedicatory prayer, even “strangers,” a term that
was synonymous with idolators in his days. He lifted his hands to heaven and said, “Moreover, concerning the stranger
who is not of Thy people Israel, when he shall come out of a far country for Thy name’s sake—for they shall hear of
Thy great name and of Thy mighty hand and of Thine outstretched arm—when he shall come and pray toward this
house; hear Thou in heaven, Thy dwelling-place, and do according to all that the stranger calleth to Thee for; that all the
peoples of the earth may know Thy name, to fear Thee, as doth Thy people Israel, and that they may know that Thy
name is called upon this house which I have built.” In the same manner, our rabbis directed that the gifts and votive
offerings of idolators be accepted in the Temple. The sacrifice even of an offender could not be rejected as long as he
had not positively renounced his religion.\fn{From the Preface to the German translation of Manasseh ben Israel’s Vindiciae Judaeorum,
Berlin, March 19, 1782}
4
The spirit of conciliation as well as of love demand that the stronger party should take the first step. He must waive
his claim to superiority and make the overture if the weaker party is to gain sufficient confidence to respond. If it be the
design of Providence that brethren shall love each other, it is evidently the duty of the stronger to make the first move,
open his arms and cry out, like Augustus,
“Let us be friends.”
Previous writings and arguments about tolerance have been, however, concerned only with the three major
denominations favored in the Roman empire, at best including some of their denominational branches. Pagans, Jews,
Mohammedans, and deists are either not mentioned at all or only for one purpose: to question the arguments presented
in favor of tolerance.
“According to your premises,” the opponents argue, “we must not merely tolerate Jews and deists but actually
permit them to share fully in the rights and obligations of mankind …
It is a strange experience to observe the different forms which prejudice has assumed through the ages in order to
oppress us and frustrate our civil emancipation. In former times, rife with superstition, it was sacred things that we were
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said to defile wantonly; crucifixes that we stabbed and caused to bleed; children whom we secretly circumcised and
mutilated to feast our eyes on their tortures; Christian blood that we used for Passover; wells that we poisoned; heresy,
intractability, witchcraft, the practice of fiendish magic—these were the things of which we were accused, for which
we were martyred, robbed of our property, driven into exile, if not actually slain.
Now times have changed. Those calumnies no longer have the desired effect. Now we are accused of superstition
and ineptitude; of lack of moral sensitivity, taste, and good manners; of being unfit for the arts, sciences, and useful
trades, especially as far as they may be required for military and government service; of an irresistible disposition to
fraud, usury, and the evasion of taxes. These charges are now used instead of the former cruder accusations in order to
exclude us from the ranks of useful citizens and to deny us the motherly protection of the state. Formerly, people made
every conceivable effort not to make us useful citizens but to make us—Christians. But since we were obstinate and
stubbornly refused to be converted, they considered our refusal sufficient reason to treat us as an unwanted and useless
burden on society and to ascribe to this detestable monster every infamy under the sun in order to expose us to the
hatred and contempt of the rest of mankind.
Today the zeal to convert us has abated. Now we are completely neglected. We continue to be barred from the arts,
the sciences, the useful trades and occupations of mankind; every avenue to improvement is blocked, while our alleged
lack of refinement is used as a pretext for our further oppression. They tie our hands and then reproach us for not using
them …
Until now, all the nations of the earth seem to have suffered from the delusion that religion can be maintained by
iron force; that doctrines of holiness can be inculcated by unholy persecution; that true notions of God who, as we all
acknowledge, is love itself, can be communicated by hatred and ill will. You have probably permitted yourselves to be
misled and to adopt the same views. The power to persecute others seems to have become the most important privilege
that your persecutors could bestow upon you.
Thank the God of your fathers, who is the God of all love and mercy, that this delusion is gradually vanishing.
Nations are now tolerating one another; they show a measure of kindness and forbearance toward you—an attitude
which, with the help of Him who fashions the hearts of men, may ultimately grow into genuine brotherly love.
Oh, my brethren, follow the example of love, just as you formerly followed that of hatred. Emulate the virtues of the
nations whose vices you had previously felt impelled to imitate. If you would desire protection, tolerance, and
sufferance from others, then protect, tolerate, and suffer each other. Love, and you will be loved.\fn{Italics in the text. From
the Preface to the German translation of the Vindiciae Judaeorum of Manasseh ben Israel, 57 Berlin, March 19, 1782}
*
With regard to tolerance, which is so strongly advocated in all newspapers, I have by no means the same favorable
opinion that you have evidenced. As long as [the desire to establish] a systematic union of faiths is lurking hidden in the
background, this tolerance is a sham that seems to me more dangerous than open persecution. Montesquieu, if I am not
mistaken, in his Lettres peranes, has already expressed the destructive view that the best method of conversion is not
harshness and persecution but kindness and tolerance; and I have the impression that this principle, and not wisdom
and love of one’s fellowman, is seeking to become the dominant approach. In this case, it would be even more
necessary for the small band of those who do not wish to convert others or be converted themselves to keep together
and close ranks—and by what means? I am once again led to [affirm] the necessity of the ceremonial law, lest doctrines
will be transformed into laws … \fn{From a letter to Herz Homberg (1749-1784, a friend of Mendelssohn, the teacher of his son, and the
collaborator on Mendelssohn’s translation of the Pentateuch, becoming later Superintendent of all Jewish schools in Galicia), March 1, 1784}
5
I realize that we do not agree on the necessity of ritual laws. They may have lost their significance and usefulness as
script or sign language. But their necessity as a unifying bond of our people has not been lost. And this unifying bond
will, I believe, have to be preserved in the plans of Providence as long as polytheism, anthropomorphism, and religious
usurpation are rampant in the world. As long as these tormentors of reason are united against us, genuine theists must
also create some kind of unifying bond among themselves lest the others gain the upper hand completely.
But of what should this bond consist? Of principles and beliefs? We would then get articles of faith, symbols,
doctrinal formulas—all shackling our reason. It is of acts that the bond must consist, and of meaningful acts at that—
i.e., ceremonies. All our efforts should actually have only one goal: to eliminate the far-reaching abuses of the
ceremonies and to endow them with genuine and real meaning.\fn{From a letter to Herz Homberg, September 22, 1783}
*
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God has given us many commandments without revealing their purpose to us. However, it should be sufficient for
us to know that they were commanded by Him. Inasmuch as we have to take the yoke of His dominion upon us, we are
obligated to do His will. Their value lies in their practice, not in the understanding of their origin or purpose.\fn{Thur to
Exodus 23:19}
*
As far as popular religious notions are concerned, it seems to me that the pleasant emotions they evoke from us are
largely founded on some underlying truths dimmed through false accretions … Therefore, I adhere to the popular
religious notions as long as my reason is unable to provide a substitute for these pleasant emotions.\fn{ From a letter to
Sophie Becker, a daughter and sister of clergymen, and traveling companion of Elisa von der Recke, a member of the German aristocracy,
December 27, 1785}

6
As people gradually become more civilized and enlightened, reasoned judgments take the place of previous
prejudices [and preconceived notions]. The atheist who demolishes a prejudice that undergirds some practical truth
commits an unworthy act. Nevertheless, even such an unworthy act often makes it possible to replace the hollow
and crumbling pillars of superstition with more enduring supports. And once the degree of a people’s
enlightenment permits it, all truths that are indispensable to mankind's salvation can be based upon rational
insights.
Is revelation then unnecessary? Yes—for all peoples that did not receive any. The supreme Being would
certainly have revealed Himself to them if they were unable to realize the purpose of their existence without
revelation. He gave a revelation to the Israelites not because human beings, as such, could not be saved without a
revelation, but because it was His wise intent to bestow some particular grace upon this particular people.
According to the teachings of Judaism, all other peoples on earth can and ought to live by their natural insights and
thus attain salvation. However, the Creator considered it wise, for quite specific reasons, to reveal to this particular
people alone special laws by which they are to live and to be governed and by which they are meant to attain
salvation.
Since then, it is true, this people has no longer been permitted to seek its salvation on any path other than that
prescribed by God. Since then, this people must bear any disgrace, oppression, derision, and persecution it
encounters on this path, with patience, in submission to the divine will, and without sidestepping an inch.
But no one not born under the Mosaic law is obligated to shoulder this burden.
Anyone upon whom God has not imposed these difficult obligations should live according to the law of na ture,
assured that man, qua man,\fn{As man; i.e., simply because he is human:H} is innately capable of attaining salvation
through righteous living.
The Jew does not claim to be the only creature singled out by God for salvation. What he does claim is that he is
the only one who can attain salvation in no other way.
He also feels, of course, that he may expect a special reward for his obedience in fulfilling the divine command.
Else God would not have granted him this special revelation.
One could be perfectly satisfied if the Nazarenes,\fn{I.e., the Christians in general, in the sense of all those who follow the
teachings of Jesus of Nazareth, as opposed to the Christian sect so-called in my day (though, of course, including it as well, had it in fact
existed when Maimonedes was alive):H } on their part, were to claim that God had revealed to them, too, the doctrine of

immortality by a special act of grace and in an extraordinary way. They are going too far, however, when they
consider this revelation as absolutely indispensable and thus deny that God’s concern and dominion extend to all
peoples.
Salvation is the goal of our existence. If God had given the exclusive means for its attainment only to one
people—what then should we think of His reign?\fn{From Bonnet’s Palingenesis: A Counterinquiry. Charles Bonnet (17201793) was a French philosopher and psychologist, and the author of La paligéné philosophique, ou idées sur l’était passé et sur l’était futur
des êtres vivants (1789), who wrote to Mendelssohn asking for his critical comments on this treatise}

7
Insofar as every revelation presupposes a historical fact, the truth of that revelation can be substantiated in
no other way than by tradition, testimonies, and monuments. But you, Sir, together with other apologists for
Christianity, consider miracles to be an infallible criterion of truth. You believe there can be no doubt of the
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divinity of a prophet’s mission if there is evidence that he has performed miracles. And then you proceed to
prove—in fact, by very sound logic—that miraculous events are not impossible by definition and that
testimonies\fn{I.e., verifying their occurrence} can indeed be credible.
I referred to this argument when I said that with it one can defend any religion one pleases. Don’t you know,
Sir, that we—I am referring to my coreligionists—also possess accounts of unprecedented miracles performed
by extraordinary men of our faith long after the time of Jesus of Nazareth? Obviously, these accounts are as
credible and as venerable to us as yours are to you. Hence we simply have testimony versus testimony!
Would I attempt to defend the religion of Mohammed or that of Confucius with this kind of argument? I do
not know whether Confucius claimed that he performed miracles; and his moral teachings do not need my
defense. But if Mohammed “condescended,” as he himself put it, to perform miracles, and if the Moslems
perpetuated the evidence of these miracles by tradition and monuments—how can we refute them? Were we to
cast suspicion on the facticity of their primary evidence or on the tradition by which it is perpetuated, they
could respond in kind.
It is difficult, immensely difficult, to maintain one’s own impartiality in such matters. How then can we
expect others to accept our judgment when we ourselves are partisans?
The miracles of Christians, Jews, and Moslems contradict each other. Moreover, within each religion itself
differing sects proclaim the existence of miracles that are at variance. Where, then, are the criteria by which we
can distinguish between truth and error in so crucial a matter?
I, for my part, do not think that miracles were, in biblical times, considered to be infallible evidence of a
prophet’s divine mission. False prophets were able to perform miracles too—whether by magic, occult powers,
or perhaps an abuse of the extraordinary talents given to them for better use, I do not dare decide.
The point is that the ability to perform miracles was never accepted as infallible evidence of truth. The
lawgiver of the Jews expresses himself unequivocally in this matter\fn{ Deuteronomy 13:1-4: “If a prophet arises among
you or a dreamer of dreams and gives you a sign or a wonder, and the sign or wonder which he tells you comes to pass, and if he says,
“Let us go after ther gods,” which you have not known, “and let us serve them,” you shall not listen to the words of that prophet or to
that dreamer of dreams; for the Lord your God is testing you, to know whether you love the Lord your God with all your heart and with
all your soul.”}, and the Nazarene himself speaks just as explicitly and perhaps even more emphatically of the

unreliability of miracles: “For there shall arise false Christs, and false prophets, and shall show great signs and
wonders”\fn{Matthew 24:24: “For false Christs and false prophets will arise and show great signs andw onders, so as to lead astray,
if possible, even the elect.” }. Inasmuch as these two lawgivers teach that false prophets, too, can perform miracles, I
do not understand how their successors and defenders, contrary to the unequivocal text of Scripture, can claim
that miracles are an infallible source of tradition.
The Mosaic legislation presents a different case. It is an event that is not vouched for solely by miracles. For
I repeat: Miracles are delusions and were termed “delusions” by Moses himself. His mission rests on a much
more secure foundation. The entire people to whom the message was directed beheld the divine manifes tation
with their own eyes, heard with their own ears that God had appointed Moses as His messenger and herald.
Therefore, all Israelites were eye- and ear-witnesses when the prophet received his sublime commission and
required no further evidence or proof. This is why it is written, “And the Lord said unto Moses, ‘Lo, I come
unto thee in a thick cloud, that the people may hear when I speak with thee and believe thee forever.’”\fn{ Exodus 19:9: “And the Lord said to Moses, “Lo, I am coming to you in a thick cloud, that the people may hear when I speak with you, and
may also believe you forever.” } and, in another passage, “and this shall be a token unto thee that I have sent thee:
when thou hast brought forth the people out of Egypt, ye shall serve God upon this mountain.”\fn{ Exodus 3:12b:
“and this shall be the sign for you, that I have sent you: when you have brought forth the people out of Egypt, you shall serve God upon
this mountain.”}

The fact that the law was given publicly was the strongest proof of Moses’ mission. It stilled all the doubts
and uncertainty that miracles cannot allay. True, Moses performed great miracles. However, once the law had
been given, he no longer performed them as proof of his mission’s authenticity but only as circum stances and
the nation’s needs demanded them. And he always referred to God’s self-disclosure rather than to his own
wondrous deeds when he wanted to chastise the nation for its unfaithfulness.
It is true, of course, that the Israelites were told by God through Moses to obey a prophet who performed
miracles while he proclaimed God’s commandments to them. However, this is merely a positive commandment
according to our religious laws, similar to the law which decrees that a legal decision must be based upon the
testimony of two witnesses. The testimony of two witnesses is not absolutely conclusive. Nor is the evidence
deduced from miracles. In such cases the positive commandment serves to limit our doubts. It provides us with
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a definite criterion which is determined by law and thus not subject to the arbitrary interpretation of every
individual.
According to the teachings of our religion, any belief in miracles must itself be founded on law and not on
subjective conviction. Anyone referring to miracles must take as his basis the law authorizing this belief. But
when someone attempts to impose upon us, by logic, the belief that miracles are a conclusive evi dence of truth
or when someone, out of an unlimited trust in the infallible proof of miracles, wishes to annul our law and to
replace it with a new one, we shall be justified in falling back upon our disbelief. We then compare the miracles
of which numerous religions boast, contrast each with the other, and deny all of them our approval. \fn{From a
letter to Charles Bonnet, February 9, 1770. The elucidation of the Scriptural passages are found in Metzger and May, The Oxford
Annotated Bible: Revised Standard Version , 1977:H}

275.29 Excerpt from The History Of Lady Sophia Sternheim\fn{by Marie Sophie von LaRoche (1731-1807)}
Kaufbeuren, Bavaria State, Germany (F) 12
1\fn{This is a textual division extant in the manuscript, corresponding for me to that indicating a chapter; but I am responsible for the
subdivisions indicated by [*]: H}
You need not thank me, my dear friend, for copying so much for you. You know that I had the good fortune to
be brought up with the excellent lady from whose biography I send you excerpts and copies of letters that my
Lord Seymour gathered from his English friend and from my Emilia. Believe me, it is a heartfelt pleasure that I
can occupy myself with something that renews in me the sacred memory of the virtue and goodness of a per son
who has brought honor to our sex and to mankind.
The father of my beloved Lady Sidney was Colonel von Sternheim, only son of a professor at W——, who
provided him with the most careful education. Magnanimity, greatness of mind, and goodness of heart were the
basic traits of his character. At the University of L——, friendship united him with the somewhat younger Baron
von P—— so closely that he not only accompanied him on all his travels but for love of him also entered into
military service with him. By associating with him and through his example, the formerly unruly mind of the
baron became so pliant and well-meaning that his whole family was grateful to the young man who had led their
beloved son to the paths of goodness.
An unforeseen event separated them: Upon the death of his elder brother, the baron had to leave military
service and prepare to take over administration of the estates. Sternheim, deeply revered and loved by officers and
common men, remained in the service and was given a colonel’s commission and ennobled by the prince.
“Your merit, not fortune, has elevated you,” said the general, when in the name of the prince and in the
presence of many persons he handed him the colonel’s commission and the patent of nobility. According to
general testimony, all his campaigns occasioned the full exercise of magnanimity, charity, and bravery.
*
Upon the declaration of peace, his first desire was to see the friend with whom he had continuously
exchanged letters. His heart knew no other bond. He had already lost his father long before, and as the latter had
himself been a stranger in W——, his son was left with no close relatives. Colonel von Sternheim therefore
traveled to P—— to enjoy the quiet pleasures of friendship.
Baron P——, his friend, had married an amiable lady and lived happily with his mother and two sisters on the
beautiful estates his father had left him. The von P—— family, one of the most respected in those parts, was often
visited by the numerous members of the neighboring nobility. Baron P—— alternately gave parties and small
fêtes. The solitary days were spent in reading good books, proper management of the domain, and genteel and
decent conduct of the household.
At times he held small concerts as well because the younger of the two young ladies played the piano, while
the older played the lute and sang beautifully, accompanied by her brother and some of his men. The latter lady’s
state of mind disturbed this quiet scene. She was the only child of Baron P—— and his first wife, a Lady
Watson, whom he had married during an ambassadorial mission in England. In addition to all the gentle amiabil ity of an Englishwoman, this young lady seemed to have inherited from her mother the melancholy which
distinguishes that nation. A secret sorrow suffused her countenance. She loved solitude, which she put to use in
diligently reading the best books, without, however, neglecting any opportunities of sequestering herself with the
members of her family without outside company.
Her brother, the baron, who loved her tenderly, was troubled by the state of her health. He tried his best to
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divert her and discover the cause of her sadness. On several occasions he begged her to open her heart to her
faithful, loving brother. She looked at him, thanked him for his solicitude, and with tear-filled eyes begged him to
let her keep her secret and merely to love her.
This disquieted him. He feared that some past error might be at the root of this sadness. He observed her
closely at all times but discovered nothing that provided him with the slightest confirmation of his fear. She was
always under his or her mother’s eyes, talked with none of the household, and avoided every kind of conversation.
Then, for a time, she forced herself to remain in society, and a quiet cheerfulness gave hope that the attack of
melancholy had passed.
*
The family’s joy over this recovery was increased by the unexpected arrival of Colonel von Sternheim, of
whom the whole family had heard so much and whose excellence of mind and heart they had admired in his
letters. He surprised them one evening in their garden. The baron’s delight and the eager attention paid him by
the others cannot be described. It did not take long before his nobility and kindness spread the same joy through
the whole household. The colonel was presented as a special family friend to all the nobility of their
acquaintance and was included in all their gatherings.
In the baron’s house he gave an account of his life, recounting, with grace, without prolixity, and in that manly
tone which characterizes the man of wisdom and the friend of mankind, the remarkable and useful things he had
seen. For him, in turn, they painted the picture of country life, with now the baron speaking of the benefits that
the master’s constant presence confers on those who serve him, now the old lady of that part of the rural
economy which concerns the family matriarch, now the two young ladies of the pleasant diversions that life in
the country offers at each season of the year. After this description followed the question,
“My friend, would you not wish to spend the remaining days of your life in the country?”
“Yes, my dear baron, but it would have to be on my own lands and in the neighborhood of yours.”
“That is quite possible, for only a mile from here there is an agreeable estate to be purchased. I have
permission to go there whenever I wish; tomorrow we shall inspect it.”
On the following day, both gentlemen rode there, accompanied by the pastor of P——, a very worthy man
from whom the ladies obtained a description of the moving scene that took place between the two friends. The
baron showed the colonel the entire estate and conducted him into the pleasantly situated house adjacent to the
garden. Here they took their breakfast. The colonel expressed his satisfaction with all that he had seen and asked
the baron whether it were true that one might purchase this estate.
“Yes, my friend; do you like it?”
“Entirely; it would separate me from nothing that I love.”
“Oh, how happy I am, my dear friend,” said the baron as he embraced him; “I bought this estate these three
years ago in order to offer it to you. I restored the house and have often, in this very cabinet, prayed for your
preservation. Now I shall have the guide of my youth for my life’s witness.”
The colonel was extraordinarily moved. He could not sufficiently express his gratitude and his delight in the
noble heart of his friend. He assured him that he would spend the rest of his life in this house, but at the same time
he demanded to know what the estate had cost. The baron was obliged to reveal it and also to prove it by means of
the bills of sale. The revenue was higher than seemed indicated by the purchase price, but the baron insisted upon
accepting no more than he had spent.
“My friend,” he said, “for three years I have done nothing but apply all the revenues of the estate to its
improvement and beautification. I delighted myself with the thought, ‘you are working for the retirement days of
the best of men; here you will see him and relive in his company the happy times of your youth; his counsel and
his example will add to the satisfaction of your soul and to the betterment of your family,’—these thoughts were
my reward.”
When they came home, the baron presented the colonel to his mother and sister as a new neighbor. All rejoiced
to know that they would permanently enjoy his pleasant company.
The colonel took up residence immediately upon assuming ownership of the small domain consisting of only
two villages. He also gave a banquet for the close neighbors, and thereafter he immediately began to build, add ing
two beautiful wings to the sides of the house, planting avenues of trees and a pretty grove for recreation, all in the
English taste. He pursued this work with the greatest zeal.
Nevertheless, from time to to time his face was clouded. The baron observed this without, at first, showing that
he did so, but in the following autumn he felt certain that the colonel’s temper had altered and could then no
longer remain silent. Sternheim came less frequently, talked less, and soon departed again. His servants regretted
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the strange melancholy afflicting their master.
The baron was the more troubled as his heart was also oppressed by the renewed sadness of his elder sister. He
went to the colonel, found him alone and, engrossed in thought, embraced him with tender sadness, exclaiming,
“Oh, my friend! How vain are even the noblest, the purest joys of our hearts! For long I lacked nothing but
your presence; now that I see you, now that I hold you in my arms, I find you sad! Your heart, your confidence,
are no longer mine. Have you perhaps yielded too much to the demands of friendship in making your home here?
Dearest, best of friends, do not torture yourself! Your happiness is dearer to me than my own. I shall take back the
estate; it will be precious to me because every part of it will renew for me your treasured memory and your
image.”
Here he paused; tears filled his eyes as they fastened on his friend’s face. In it he saw mirrored a soul in the
greatest agitation. The colonel stood up and embraced the baron, saying,
“Noble P——, never believe that my friendship, my trust toward you, are diminished; even less believe that I
regret the decision to spend my days close to you. Oh, your nearness is dearer to me than you can imagine! I find
that I must fight a passion which has attacked my heart for the first time. I had hoped to be sensible and
magnanimous, but I have not yet become so to the extent which the state of my soul necessitates. But it is
impossible for me to speak to you of that; my heart and solitude are the only confidants I can have.”
The baron pressed him to his breast.
“I know you to be truthful in all things,” he said. “Thus I do not doubt your assurances of your undiminished
friendship. But why do you come so rarely to see me? Why do you hurry away again so coldly?”
“Coldly, my friend! Coldly I hurry from your house? Oh P——, if only you knew the burning longing that
draws me to you, that keeps me for hours at my window, from which I see the dear house where all my desires, all
my felicity dwell. Oh, P——!”
The baron became alarmed because the thought occurred to him that his friend might perhaps love his wife,
and that he might be avoiding his house because he sought to gain control of himself. He determined to be
watchful and more reserved.
The colonel sat quietly and the baron, too, sought to regain his composure. At last the latter began thus:
“My friend, I hold your secret inviolable; I will not force it from your bosom; but you have given me cause to think that
at least part of that secret concerns my house. May I not inquire after that part?”
“No, no! Ask me nothing and leave me to myself!”
The baron fell silent and departed, sad and pensive.
*
The following day, the colonel came, asked the baron’s pardon for having let him return home so unfeelingly the previous
day, and said that it had distressed him the whole evening.
“Dear baron,” he added, “honor and magnanimity tie my tongue. Do not doubt my heart and love me!”
He remained the whole day in P——. Lady Sophia and Lady Charlotte were asked by their brother to do all they could to
cheer his friend. But the colonel stayed for the most part near the old lady and the baron’s wife. In the evening, Lady
Charlotte played the lute, the baron and two of the servingmen accompanied her, and Lady Sophia was entreated so earnestly
to sing that in the end she complied.
The colonel placed himself in a window where, with the curtain half drawn, he listened to the little family concert, and
became so entranced that he failed to notice his friend’s wife standing so close as to hear him say,
“Oh, Sophia, why are you my friend’s sister? Why do the advantages of your birth oppose the lofty, the tender inclination
of my heart?”
The lady was dismayed. To avoid the embarrassment he would have felt had he thought she overheard him, she withdrew,
happy to be able to allay the uneasiness that plagued her husband because of the colonel’s melancholy. As soon as all had gone
to bed, she spoke to him of her discovery. The baron now understood what the colonel had meant when he defended himself on
account of the supposed coldness of which he had been accused.
“Would the colonel be as dear to you as a brother, as he is as my friend?” he asked his wife.
“Certainly my dearest! For should not the deserts of this upright man have as much value as the advantages of
name and birth?”
“Worthy, noble half of my being,” cried the baron; “then help me overcome the prejudices of my mother and
Sophia.”
“I fear their prejudices less than I fear a prior inclination which our dear Sophia may nurture in her heart. I do not know its
object, but she loves and has loved for long already. Attempts at writing down her observations, laments against fate, against
parting, which I have found in her escritoire, have convinced me of it. I have watched her, but have been able to discover
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nothing further.”
“I shall speak with her,” said the baron, “and see whether there may not be a chink through which her heart
might be espied.”
*
On the next morning, the baron went to see Lady Sophia, and after many kind inquiries about her health, he took her
hands in his.
“Dear, precious Sophia,” said he, “you assure me of your well-being; why then this sorrowful face? Why the tone of grief?
Why the fondness for solitude? Why do so many sighs escape this noble and kind heart? Oh, if you knew how much concern
you have caused me during your long period of melancholy, you would not have closed your heart to me.”
Here she was overwhelmed by her affection for him. She did not withdraw her hands; she pressed her brother’s to her breast
and laid her head on his shoulder.
“Brother, you break my heart! I cannot bear the thought that I have caused you sorrow. I love you as my own life. I am happy.
Bear with me and never talk to me of marriage.”
“Why, my child? You would make a worthy man so happy!”
“And a worthy man would make me happy too; but I know—” Tears prevented her from saying more.
“Oh Sophia, do not obstruct the honest emotion of your soul. Pour out its sentiments into the faithful bosom of your
brother. Child, I believe there is a man whom you love, with whom your heart has an alliance.”
“No brother, my heart has no alliance—”
“Is this true, my Sophia?”
“Yes, my brother, yes.” Here the baron folded her in his arms.
“Oh, that you had the resolute, the beneficent soul of your mother!” She was surprised.
“Why, my brother? What do you mean? Have I done aught that is wrong?”
“Never my dear, never. But you could come to that if prejudice mattered more to you than virtue and reason.”
“Brother, you confuse me. In what event would I renounce virtue and reason?”
“You must not take it thus. The case of which I am thinking is not contrary to virtue and reason, and yet they could both lose
their claims with you.”
“Brother, talk plainly; I am determined to answer according to my innermost sentiments.”
“Sophia, the assurance that your heart is without alliance permits me to ask you what you would do if a man of wisdom
and virtue were to love you and ask for your hand, but were not of ancient nobility.”
At these last words she became frightened; she trembled and could not compose herself. The baron did not wish to torture
her heart for long, but rather continued,
“If this man were the friend to whom your brother owes the goodness and felicity of his heart—Sophia, what would you
do?”
She did not speak but became thoughtful and by turns blushed and grew pale.
“I alarm you, my sister. The colonel loves you. This passion accounts for his sadness, for he is doubtful of
being accepted. I confess to you freely that I wish I could recompense him, through you, for all the favors he has
shown me. But if your heart is against it, then forget all I have said to you.”
The young lady struggled to find courage but was silent a good while. Finally she asked the baron,
“Brother, is it certain that the colonel loves me?”
Then the baron told her all he had learned of the colonel’s love through conversations with him and finally
through the longings which his wife had overheard.
“My brother,” said Sophia, “I am of a candid nature, and you so well deserve my entire trust that I shall not
defer telling you that the colonel is the only man on earth whose wife I wish to become.”
“The disparity of birth then is not objectionable to you?”
“Not at all; his noble heart, his learning, and his friendship for you make amends for his deficiency of birth.”
“Noble-minded maiden! You gladden me by your decision, dearest Sophia. But why did you ask me to say
nothing of marriage to you?”
“Because I feared you were talking of another,” said she softly, while her burning face lay on her brother’s
shoulder. He embraced her and kissed her hand.
“This hand,” he said, “will be a boon to my friend. From me he will receive it. But, my child, Mama and
Charlotte will oppose you; will you remain steadfast?”
“Brother, you shall see that I have an English heart. But as I have answered all your questions, I must pose one,
too: What did you think of my sadness, seeing that you asked me about it so often?”
“I thought there might be a secret love, and I feared its object because you were so secretive.”
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“Then my brother did not believe that the letters of his friend which he read to us, and all else which he told us
of that excellent man, could make an impression on my heart?”
“Dear Sophia, was it then my friend’s merit that troubled you so? Fortunate man, whom a noble maiden loves
for his virtue! God bless my sister for her candor! Now I can cure my friend’s heart of its consuming grief.”
“Do all that can content him, only spare me in doing so; you know that a woman may not love unbidden.”
“Calm yourself, my child; your honor is my own.”
*
Here he left her and went to his wife, to inform her of the joyful discovery. Then he hastened to the colonel,
whom he found sad and grave. Various attempts at conversation met but with brief response. A fatal rest lessness
was in all his gestures.
“Did I disturb you, colonel?” the baron asked in a voice that expressed the tenderest friendship of a young man
toward his mentor, while he took the colonel’s hand.
“Yes, dear baron, you have interrupted my decision to go away for a while.”
“Travel? And—alone?”
“Dear P——, I am in a frame of mind which makes my company unpleasant; I want to see what diversion may
do.”
“My dearest friend, may I not look into your heart? Can I do nothing for your peace of mind?”
“You have done enough for me. You are the joy of my life. What I lack now must be supplied by good sense
and time.”
“Sternheim, you spoke lately of a passion which you must overcome. I know you; your heart can nurture no indecent, no
evil passion. It must be love that makes your days a torment.”
“Never, P——, never shall you know what causes my present grief.”
“Worthy friend, I shall deceive you no longer. I know the object of your love. Your affection has found a witness; I am
indeed fortunate: You love my Sophia.” The baron put his arms around the colonel who was quite beside himself; he tried to
disengage himself; he was uneasy.
“P——, what are you saying? What are you asking me?”
“I want to know whether the hand of my sister is the felicity you desire.”
“Impossible, for it would be a misfortune for you all.”
“I have then your confession; but wherein lies the misfortune?”
“Yes, you have my confession. Your sister is the first woman toward whom my whole soul inclines, but I shall overcome
that inclination. You shall not be accused of sacrificing to your friendship a proper respect for your forebears. Lady Sophia
shall not on my account lose any claim to happiness and privilege. Swear to me that you will not say one word of this to her,
or you see me today for the last time.”
“You think nobly, my friend, but you must not become unjust. Your departure would sadden not only me, but
Sophia and my wife. You shall be my brother!”
“P——, you torture me more with this encouragement than does the impossibility which counters my wishes.”
“Friend, you have the voluntary, tender consent of my sister. You have my wife’s and my own best wishes. We have
thought of all that you can think of. Shall I beg you to become the husband of Sophia von P——?”
“Oh God, how severely you judge my heart! You believe then that it is stubborn pride that makes me
irresolute?”
“I shall not answer. Embrace me and call me brother. Tomorrow you shall be so. Sophia is yours. Do not look upon her
as Lady P—— but rather as an amiable and virtuous young woman whose possession will felicitate all your days to come
and joyfully accept this boon from the hand of your faithful friend.”
“Sophia mine? Mine in free affection? Enough! You bestow all; I can do nothing other than freely renounce
all.”
“Renounce? After being assured that you are loved?—Oh my sister, how badly have I served your excellent
heart!”
“What are you saying, P——? And how can you tear my heart with such a reproach? If you are high-minded,
shall I not be so, too? Shall I close my eyes to the disapproving looks of the neighboring nobility?”
“Yes, you shall—when your joy and happiness is in question.”
“What then would you have me do?”
“Let me return home with the request that I speak with my mother of my wish, and come to us when I send
you word.”
*
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The colonel could say no more. He embraced the baron, who returned home and went directly to his mother,
who was attended by the two young ladies and his wife. He conducted the older young lady to her room because
he wanted to give her the account of his visit in private, and asked her to leave him for a while with their lady
mother and Charlotte. On rejoining them, he made a formal proposal on behalf of his friend. The old lady was
taken aback; he observed it and said,
“Dearest mother, all your concerns are well-founded. The noble class must be perpetuated through noble
alliances. But Sternheim’s virtues have been the foundation of all great families. People are not wrong in thinking
that great attributes of the soul could be inherited by daughters and sons and that every father should, therefore,
seek the daughter of a nobleman for a noble son. I, too, do not really wish to advocate that marriage outside one’s
condition become the custom; but here is a special case, a case which rarely occurs: Sternheim’s merits, together
with the character of a genuine colonel, a title which should itself be considered noble, justify the hope I have
given him.”
“In truth, my son, I have scruples. But the man has earned my entire esteem. I should like to see him happy.”
“My wife, what say you?”
“That in the case of a man such as this one, a justifiable exception may be made. I shall gladly call him
brother.”
“Not I,” said Lady Charlotte.
“Why not, my dear?”
“Because this fine match is being made at the expense of my happiness.”
“How so, Charlotte?”
“Because who will seek out our house for a marriage if the elder daughter has been thus thrown away?”
“Thrown away? On a man of virtue and honor, on a friend of your brother’s?”
“Perhaps you have another university friend of like virtue who will apply for me in order to reinforce his
budding honor, and you will then once again have ready reasons for your consent.”
“Charlotte, my daughter, what language!”
“I must use it because no one in the whole family thinks of me and our forefathers.”
“I see, Charlotte; and when one thinks of one’s ancestors, one may insult one’s brother and a noble-minded
gentleman?” said the young Baroness P——
“I have already heard the exception you make on behalf of the ‘noble-minded gentleman.’ Other families will
also make exceptions if a son of theirs should want Charlotte for a wife.”
“Charlotte, he who renounces you because of Sternheim is not worthy of your hand or of a connection with
me. You see that I am proud of the ‘wicked’ younger sister, even though I ‘throw away’ the ‘good’ older one on a
university friend.”
“The younger sister must certainly be wicked if she does not want to be used to repay a debt.”
“How unreasonably malicious my sister can be! You have nothing to fear from my proposals. I shall speak for
no one but a Sternheim, and for him a character like yours is not sufficiently noble, even if you were a princess.”
“Gracious Mama, do you hear how I am mistreated because of that miserable fellow?”
“You have abused your brother’s patience. Can you not advance your objections more calmly?” She was about
to speak, but her brother interrupted her:
“Charlotte, say no more; the expression ‘miserable fellow’ has cost you your brother! The affairs of my house
no longer concern you. Your heart dishonors the forebears of whom you are so proud. Oh, how few would be the
nobility if only those could call themselves noble who could prove their claims by possessing the virtues of the
noble souls which the founders of their houses had.”
“Dear son, do not become too zealous. It really would be unfortunate if our daughters were so easily inclined
to marry below themselves.”
“There is no danger of that. Rarely does there exist a Sophia who loves a man merely because of his good
sense and magnanimity.”
Lady Charlotte here withdrew.
“But did not you yourself once cite your beloved English, who are less forgiving of daughters who marry
outside their condition than of sons, because a daughter must give up her name and bear that of her husband,
consequently demeaning herself?”
“That is quite true, but in England my friend would have been exempted a thousand times from conforming to
this principle, and the maiden who loved him would have been renowned as a high-minded young
woman.”
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“I well see, my son, that this alliance is a closed question. But have you considered that people will say you are
sacrificing your sister to an exaggerated friendship and that I am acting the stepmother in consenting?”
“Dear Mama, let it be so! Our motive will console us; and the happiness of my sister, together with the merits
of my friend, will be so apparent that people will cease to condemn us.”
*
Lady Sophia was then brought in by her brother. She prostrated herself before her mother. The good lady
embraced her.
“Dear daughter,” said she, “your brother has assured me that this bond accords with your wishes; otherwise I
should not have consented. It is true, the man lacks nothing but a gentle birth. But—God bless you both!”
In the meantime, the baron had left to find the colonel, who entered the room almost beside himself; but he
went straight to the old lady, kissed her hands on bended knee, and said with manly grace,
“Madam, ever believe that I look upon your consent as a condescending goodness; be as sured also that I shall
never prove unworthy of that goodness.” She was kind enough to say,
“I am pleased, colonel, that your merits have found a reward in my house.” Then he kissed the hands of his
friend’s wife.
“How much gratitude and reverence do I owe to the generous first advocate of my heart’s desire!”
“Not at all, colonel. I am proud to have contributed to the felicity of your heart; your brotherly friendship shall
be my reward.”
He wanted to speak to his friend who, however, motioned him toward Lady Sophia. He knelt silently by her,
and finally the noble man spoke:
“Madam, my heart was created to reverence virtue. How was it possible to see an excellent soul like yours,
attended by all external charms, without my feelings being enlivened into wishes? I would have smothered those
wishes, but your brother’s faithful friendship emboldened me to hope for your affection. You have not spurned
me. May God reward your loving heart and let me never lose these virtues that have gained me your respect!”
Lady Sophia replied only with a bow and gave him her hand with a sign to rise. Thereupon the baron
approached them and, holding both by the hand, led them to his mother.
“Gracious Mama,” he said, “in me, nature has given you a son by whom you are entirely honored and loved;
in my friend, fate has given you a second son who is deserving of all your esteem and kindness. You have often
wished that our Sophia might be happy. Her union to this brilliant, worthy man will fulfill that maternal wish.
Lay your hands on the hands of your children; I know that your maternal blessing is sacred and precious to
their hearts.” The lady placed her hands on theirs and said,
“My children, if God vouchsafe you as many blessings and pleasures as I shall ask of Him, you will lack
nothing.”
Now the baron embraced the colonel as his brother, and also the happy bride, whom he thanked tenderly for
the sentiments she had shown to his friend. The colonel dined with them. Lady Charlotte did not come to the
table. The wedding took place without ostentatious display.
*
Several days after the ceremony, a letter was written by Lady Sternheim to her mother:
Although the bad weather and a slight indisposition prevent me from attending my gracious Mama in person, I
shall not deny my heart the great pleasure of conversing with you by letter.
The company of my dear husband and the consideration of the duties assigned to me within the circle of my
new life truly compensate me for the loss of all other amusements and pleasures, but they also vividly renew all
the noble sentiments my heart has ever nurtured. Among these belongs the grateful love which your goodness has
deserved from me for these many years, during which I have found in your excellent soul all the faithful and
tender care that I could have received from my real mother.
And yet I must confess that your gracious consent to my union with Sternheim is the greatest kindness you
have shown me. This has secured my life’s whole happiness, which I neither seek nor recognize elsewhere than in
circumstances wherein one can live according to one’s character and inclinations. Such was my wish, and
Providence has granted it to me: a man whose mind and heart are worthy of my entire admiration; a moderate but
independent fortune whose amount and income suffice to maintain our household in noble moderation, yet
agreeably to our rank, and that further affords our hearts the joy of succoring many families of industrious
peasants and of encouraging them with small gifts.
Permit me to recount to you a conversation I had with the dear man whose name I bear.
After my gracious Mama, my brother, sister, and my sister-in-law were gone, I realized, so to speak for the
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first time, the whole significance of my union. The change in my name indicated to me the change in my duties
which I saw ranged before me. These reflections, which wholly occupied my mind, were, I think, made more
vivid by external matters: a different home, the absence of all those with whom I had lived from my childhood,
the first agitation at their departure, etc. All this gave me I know not what grave appearance, which my husband
noticed. With an expression of gentle joy he came to me as I sat thoughtfully in my closet, stopped in the middle
of the room, looked at me with tender solicitude, and said,
“You are thoughtful, dearest wife, may I disturb you?” I could not answer, but gave him my hand. He kissed it;
and after he had pulled up a chair close to me, he began:
“I revere your whole family; but I must say that I welcome this day, from whence I can dedicate all the
sentiments of my heart solely to my wife. Give me your trust as you have given me your esteem, and
believe that you will never be unhappy with the man whom you have so generously preferred to all others.
Your father’s house is not far from us, and here in this one your magnanimous heart will take pleasure in
making me, our servants, and our tenants happy.
“I know that for many years you had charge of the economy of your mother’s house. Let me ask you to
keep that office and all that pertains to it in this house also. You will greatly oblige me by doing so, since I
intend to employ all my leisure for the good of our little domain. I view that employment not only as the
exercise of benevolence and justice, but I intend also to determine whether the circumstances of my
dependants might be improved by a different distribution of the farms, by better management of the
schools, tillage, and animal husbandry.
“I have acquired some knowledge of all these matters; for in the for tunate middle class of human
society into which I was born, the enlargement of the mind and the exercise of most virtues are considered
not only as duties but also as the basis for our prosperity. I shall always gratefully remember these
advantages because it is to them that I owe the inestimable felicity of your love. Had I been born to the
rank and fortune that I now possess, perhaps my eagerness to make a name for myself would not have been
so great. But the most valuable gift which Providence bestowed on me in the past years of my life was the
father it gave me, because in other circumstances I certainly would have lacked the faithful and wise guide
that he was to me in my youth.
“Because of his prudence and his knowledge of my mind, and perhaps of the human heart generally, he
concealed from me the greatest part of his wealth, first to prevent the negligence with which only sons of
the rich apply themselves to learning, and further to avoid the temptations to which this kind of young
person is exposed, and because he thought that, when once I had learned to employ well the powers of my
soul for myself and others, in times to come I would also know how to make wise and noble use of these
earthly goods.
“Therefore, my father sought to make me good and happy through vir tue and knowledge before he gave
me the means by which I could gain for myself and distribute to others all the varieties of material wealth
and pleasure. The love and exercise of virtue, he said, bestow on their possessor a happiness that is
independent of fate and men. At the same time through the example of his noble actions and through the
instruction and delight that his counsel and companionship afford, he becomes a moral benefactor of his
fellow men.
“Through such principles and an education founded upon them, he made me a worthy friend for your
brother and, as I flatter myself, a worthy possessor of your heart. Half of my life is now over. Thank God it has
been marked neither by extraordinary misfortunes nor by transgressions against my duties! The blessed moment
when the kind and noble heart of Sophia P—— was moved to favor me was the moment when the design for the
true happiness of my remaining days was complete. Tender gratitude and reverence for you will be the constant
inclination of my soul.”
Here he paused, kissed both my hands, and asked my pardon for talking so much.
I could do no less than assure him that I had listened with pleasure, and I asked him to continue because
I believed he wished to say more to me.
“I do not want to tire you, dearest wife; but I wish you to see my whole heart. Since you seem to wish it, I
shall touch on just a few more points.
“At each step of my studies and military service, I have made it a habit to inquire carefully into all the duties to
myself, my superiors, and others that I was obligated to fulfill there. According to the understanding thus gained, I
apportioned my attention and time. My ambition urged me to do promptly and thoroughly all that was required of
me. When it was done, I also considered the diversions which were best suited to my disposition. I have applied
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similar reflections to my present circumstances, and now I find myself charged with four kinds of obligations.
“The first, to my amiable wife, is easy for me because my whole heart will always be ready to fulfill it. The
second is to your family and the rest of the nobility, whom I will show through my actions—without flattery or
servility—that I was not unworthy of the hand of Sophia P—— and of being accepted into the baronial class. The
third obligation is to the persons of the class from which I was raised. I will never give them cause to think that I
have forgotten my origin. They shall see neither pride nor base humility in me. Fourth, there are the duties to my
subordinates, for whose well-being I shall take care in all ways, so that the subjection into which fate has placed
them is not only tolerable but pleasant to their hearts; and I shall strive to conduct myself in a way that they shall
gladly accede to the distinction that temporal fortune has made between me and them.
“The worthy pastor in P—— has undertaken to provide me with a young man to be curate of my parish, with
whose help I would like to fulfill a desire I have long cherished for several changes in the usual way of instructing
the people.
“I am thoroughly convinced of the worth and value of the great truths of our religion; but the fact that their
recitation has little effect on the hearts of most listeners has made me doubt the method of instruction, rather than
making me suspect that the human heart is so absolutely inclined to evil as some believe. How often, after hearing
the sermon of a famous man, have I compared the moral profit I derived from it and that which the common man
might have gained, and found it in truth empty for the latter. Those parts that the preacher dedicated to the glory
of learning or to the detailed but not too intelligible exposition of various speculative propositions were useless
for the improvement of most persons, and certainly not from any lack of good will on their part. For if I, who
from early youth had exercised the powers of my intellect and acquainted myself with abstract ideas, had trouble
finding useful applications for those parts of the sermon, how then would the workman and his children fare with
them?
“Because I am far removed from that ungracious sort of pride that has caused persons of fortune and rank to
believe that the common man must neither be given enlightened concepts of religion nor must his understanding
be broadened, it is my wish that my pastor, out of genuine kindness toward his neighbor and the recognition of the
whole extent of his obligations, shall impart to the congregation entrusted to him that measure of understanding
that they need for the joyful and eager discharge of their duties toward God, their superiors, their neighbors, and
themselves.
“The humble man is born with the same desire for happiness and pleasure as the great man and like him is
often led astray by that desire. Therefore, I also wish them imbued with proper concepts of happiness and
pleasure. The way to their hearts, I believe, can best be found through observations about the physical world,
which are most likely to move them, as every glance of their eyes, every step of their feet, lead them in that
direction. Once their hearts are opened through recognizing the benevolent hand of their Creator and made
content through historical comparisons of their homes and circumstances with those of other people who are, like
them, children of God, then one can also show them the moral side of the world and the obligations that they must
fulfill to achieve a tranquil life for themselves and their loved ones and to assure their eternal well-being.
“Should my pastor be satisfied merely with a show of good behavior during the final days of his
parishioners, I shall be very dissatisfied with him. And if he intends to safeguard the improvement of their
souls merely with so-called fire-and-brimstone sermons without opening and convincing their minds, he will
not remain my pastor for long. If he directs his notice more to their diligence in church attendance than their
actions in daily life, I shall not consider him to be a true friend of mankind nor a good shepherd.
“I shall take great care with the school to ensure that it is well-appointed and that the schoolmaster receives
proper compensation as well as possesses the forbearance that the weakness of childhood necessitates.
“A twofold catechism shall be taught there, namely the one on the established duties of a Christian and with
each article a clear, simple application to their daily lives; and in addition a ‘catechism’ of thorough knowledge of
farming and gardening, of animal husbandry, and the management of woodlands and forests, and such things as
the obligations of their calling and of benevolence toward their offspring. In general, I wish to see my dependants
act kindly toward their neighbors before they lay claim to a reputation for piety.
“I shall leave to the official whom I found here his salary and the management of the accounts. But to
administer justice, to superintend compliance with the laws, and to supervise the police and the people’s industriousness, I shall use the valiant young man whose acquaintance I made in P——. I shall seek to obtain my
subjects’ trust in him and myself, in order to learn their circumstances and manage all their affairs like a true
father and guardian. Good counsel, friendly admonition, and reprobation aimed at improvement not oppression
shall be the means I employ; and the generous hopes of my heart would be sadly betrayed if my careful exercise
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of the master’s duties and an equal effort by the pastor and officials, in addition to the example of goodness and
benevolence, did not have a beneficial effect on my subordinates’ hearts.”
Here he ceased and asked my pardon for having spoken so much and so long.
“You must be tired, dearest Sophia,” said he, while putting his arm around me.
What could I do in the fullness of my heart but embrace him with tears of joy.
“Tired, my dearest husband? How could I be tired by the happy prospect of future days marked by your virtue
and charity.”
Dearest Mama, how blessed is my lot! God keep you long to witness it!
2
There was no one happier than Sternheim and his wife, whose very footprints were revered by their subjects.
Justice and beneficence were practiced in equal measure within the boundaries of their small domain. Agricultural
experiments were first conducted on the master’s lands, then taught to the people; and the first peasant to show
himself willing to change was given the means necessary to do so. Sternheim was well aware that without such
inducements the peasants would never undertake even the most useful change if it called for the loss of money or
land.
“What I gave them at first,” he said, “will later be returned to me through the increased tithe, and the
experience will best convince the good people that I meant them well.”
Though it takes me yet farther from the main subject of my narrative, I must give you news of the poorhouse at
S—— (to my mind a good institution), as an example of the universally useful and beneficent acts which the
worthy pair derived part of their felicity from planning and executing. I can do this no better than by sending you
an extract from a letter by Baron P—— to his mother:
*
How faithfully does my friend fulfill the promise which I made you of the happiness of our Sophia! How
pleasant is one’s entrance into this house, where the noblest simplicity and natural order give an air of grandeur to
the whole establishment! The servants are intent upon the discharge of their duties with cheerful deference and
industry; the master and mistress wear a blissful expression that springs from kindness and sagacity—both of them
blessing me for my resolute intercession in favor of their union.
And how great a contrast there is between my brother’s two small villages and all those larger and more
populous ones that I saw on my return journey from the court! Through the cheerful and diligent industry of their
inhabitants, they both resemble two well-organized beehives; and Sternheim is amply rewarded for his care in
distributing the acreage more equitably, by means of which each of his subordinates received exactly as much as
he can cultivate with his own strength and means. But the newly purchased seat of the Count of A——, situated
exactly between the two villages, is intended for the execution of a still more blessed inspiration.
It has been converted into a poorhouse for his subjects. On one side, downstairs, lives a valiant schoolmaster
who has become too old to supervise effectively the instruction of the children and is now appointed to maintain
good order and oversee the work. Upstairs is the apartment of the physician charged with caring for the sick of the
poorhouse and the two villages. In the summertime, all must work, as their strength permits, in an adjacent seed
nursery and the vegetable garden that belongs to it. The yield of both is intended for the poor. On rainy days and
in winter, the women must spin flax, and suitable men, wool, both of which will be used for their own and other
needy persons’ linen and apparel. They will receive well-prepared, healthful food.
The master of the house will pray with them in the mornings and evenings. The women will work in one and
the men in the other room, both of which will be heated by one stove. The meals will be taken in the women’s
room. It is the larger one, because they must set the table and do the sewing and laundering. That poor widow or
elderly spinster who has the best reputation for industry and good conduct in the village shall be the first overseer
and director, as the poor man of like reputation shall be among the men.
For their sleeping quarters, the upper story of the house has been divided by a solid wall into two parts, each of
which has five rooms with two beds each and everything necessary for each person. On one side, towards the
garden, are the men; on the other, towards the village, the women. There will be two persons to each room, so
that if one should meet with a mishap, the other can render or seek aid. From the middle of the window a
wooden partition will run from the ceiling to the floor, several feet beyond the length of the bedsteads, so that
both can, in a manner, be private; and also, so that if one grows ill, the other may better preserve his portion of
wholesome air. Two separate stairs will lead to the two parts, so that no impropriety may occur.
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The workmen who must attend to the cultivation of the fields will also be set under the worthy master, and
since it is intended that they shall receive better wages than elsewhere, the best and most knowledgeable workers
in farming matters will be selected, with preference given to those of good reputation.
Modest alms shall be dispensed to the vagrant poor, wages for the employment offered them, and they shall be
permitted to stop working an hour earlier than is customary, so that while it is still daylight they can reach the
nearest village outside the domain—an hour and a quarter removed. At his own expense, Sternheim has built a road
to it, straight as an arrow and with trees planted along its sides, as he has done also from one of his villages to the
other. During the night, the appointed watchmen of the two localities must walk all the way to the poorhouse by
turns and call out the hours.
My sister intends to establish a small foundling home for poor orphans nearby, to earn grace for the child she
carries under her loving, benevolent heart. My thought, gracious Mama, is to create such an almshouse within my
larger and more far-flung domains, and, if possible, to encourage several other noblemen to do likewise.
Vagrant or local beggers receive nothing from any of the farmers. As their means and free will dictate, the
latter merely give alms to the house after each harvest, and in this manner all the poor are cared for humanely and
without abuse of their benefactors. Drunkards, gamblers, profligates, and idlers are assessed a fine—partly in
forced labor and partly in money—which is used for the benefit of the poorhouse. Next month, four men and five
women will take up residence in the house. My sister goes there each day to make the final preparations.
In his Sunday sermon, the pastor will preach on the subject of true charity and the worthy poor, and will read
to the whole congregation the particulars of the endowment and the duties of those who will be admitted there.
Then he will call those who have been admitted by their names before the altar and will admonish them,
particularly regarding the proper use of this benefit and regarding their conduct toward God and their neighbor in
the final and quiet days of their lives. Likewise, he will admonish the physician, the master of the house, and the
housekeeper as to their duties. I am certain we will all come from P—— for this event.
3
The neighboring nobility respected and loved Colonel Sternheim so much that they asked him to be host to
several young noblemen who had returned from their travels and were now to be married in order to carry on their
line. It was desired, therefore, that they observe and learn the actual management of a nobleman’s estates. Among
them was the Young Count Loebau, who had the opportunity to meet Lady Charlotte P——now at last contented
—at the Sternheims’ and to unite with her in marriage.
Sternheim accepted quite gladly the noble task of instructing these young gentlemen in the proper governance
of one’s dependents. His humanity lightened his labor with the thought that he was perhaps instilling into them the
necessary compassion for the lowly and unfortunate, whose hard and toilsome lives are so often burdened and
embittered by the harshness and pride of the great.
Convinced that example is more effective than lengthy conversations, he took the young men everywhere with
him and conducted himself before them as the occasion demanded. He explained why he had ordered this,
forbidden that, or had made this or that other decision; and, according to his knowledge of each one’s estate, he
added little applications for them individually.
They witnessed all his employments and shared in his amusements. During the latter, he often earnestly
implored them never to seek amusement at the expense of their poor dependants, for which the hunt offered
especially ample opportunity. He called it a decent diversion which, however, a benevolent and humane master
should always seek to combine with his people’s well-being.
He sought also to imbue them with the love of reading; and history in particular afforded him the opportunity
to speak of the moral world, its evils and mutability, and to explain to them the duties of service at Court and in
the wars, and to exercise their mind in reflection and judgment.
“The history of the moral world,” said he, “fits us to associate with human beings—to improve them, support
them, and be content with our lot; but the observation of the physical world makes us good creatures, according to
the will of our Creator. By showing us our weakness, while on the other hand teaching us to admire His greatness,
goodness, and wisdom, we learn to love and revere Him nobly. Furthermore, these observations console and
divert us in the various troubles and vexations which—in the moral world—are often heaped more copiously on
the heads of the great and wealthy than on the cottage of the peasant who is oppressed by few other cares than for
his sustenance.”
Thus he alternated between discourse and example. In his house they saw how happy is the union of a worthy
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man with a virtuous woman. They saw them show affectionate and gentle regard toward each other, and observed how the
servants revered them and stood ready to lay down their lives for their gracious as well as grave master and mistress.
Sternheim was also pleased that all these young gentlemen became grateful and devoted friends who, in their letters to him,
always sought his advice. The association with the admirable Baron P——, who often gave little fêtes for them, had
contributed much to their perfection.
*
His wife had presented him with a daughter, who grew up very prettily and—as Sternheim had the misfortune of losing her
mother in childbed together with a newborn son—she was from her ninth year her father’s consolation and his sole joy on
earth. This was the more true after Baron P——, whose health had been weakened through a fall from his horse, died a few
months later without issue. In his last will he had not only provided well for his excellent wife, but had also, in accordance with
the law of the land, named as his heirs the Countess of Loebau, his younger sister, and the young Sophia von Sternheim, the
daughter of his elder sister. This seemed unjust to the count and countess but was valid nevertheless.
Almost completely bowed by grief over the untimely death of her son, the old Baroness of P—— took up residence with
Sternheim and undertook to supervise the young lady. The colonel comforted her soul through his respectful affection and the
example he set in his patient submission to fate. The high-minded parson and his daughters were almost the only company in
which they took pleasure.
Nevertheless, young Sophia enjoyed the most excellent education of her mind and heart. A daughter of the pastor who was
of the same age was given her for a companion, partly to excite competition in their learning and partly to prevent the young
lady from gathering only somber impressions in her early youth, which might easily have occurred in the company of her
grandmother and father. For both of them often wept over their losses; and then Sternheim would lead the twelve-year-old lady
to the picture of her mother and would speak of her virtue and goodness of heart with so much emotion that the young lady,
kneeling by his side, sobbed and often wished to die in order to be with her mother. This made the colonel fear that her
sensitive soul might develop an overly strong inclination toward melancholy tenderness and, through overirritability of the
nerves, might become unable to bear pain and sorrow. Thus he sought to control himself and show his daughter how to bear
the misfortunes which usually wound the best persons most deeply.
Because the young lady displayed a fine talent for learning, he cultivated it with the study of the several parts of philosophy,
history, and languages, among which she learned English to perfection. In music she achieved perfection on the lute and in
singing. Dancing—as much as a lady should know of it—was an art that rather received perfection from her than gave it to
her, for as everyone said, the indescribable grace which the young lady showed in all her movements gave to her
dancing that distinction which the highest degree of art could not otherwise have attained.
Besides these daily exercises, she learned with uncommon ease all womanly tasks; and from her sixteenth year
she was given the management of the entire household, her mother’s diaries and account books being given to her
as models. An innate love of order and the active life, heightened by an enthusiastic devotion to the memory of
her mother, whose likeness she wanted to recreate in herself, brought her to the utmost perfection in this endeavor
as well. When anyone mentioned her industry and accomplishments, her modest reply was:
“Willing faculties, good example, and loving guidance have made me as accomplished as a thousand others
could be, too, if only all circumstances had united for their good as they did for mine.”
Incidentally, in her soul was a particular inclination toward everything English, and her one wish was that
sometime her father might make a journey to England and present her to her grandmother’s relations.
Thus Lady Sophia blossomed forth until after her nineteenth year, when she had the misfortune of losing her
worthy father to a consuming illness. With a sorrowful heart he commended her to Count Loebau and the
excellent pastor in S—— as her guardians. He addressed the following letter to the pastor a few weeks before his
demise:
*
Soon I shall be reunited with the best half of me. My house and my Sophia’s fortunes are provided for; that
was the last task left for me to do for her. Her good and fruitful education, the first and most important duty of a
faithful father, I have—as I can testify—never neglected. Her soul’s innate love of virtue makes me certain that
you, as the paternal friend who will take my place, will not be exposed to the worries and annoyances that
common-thinking girls cause their families. Despite all the tenderness that she has inherited from her mother, love
in particular will gain little power over her unless destiny were to bring her a man who was as virtuous as she
could imagine.
I ask you, dear friend, to ensure that the dear girl’s high-minded heart will not be conquered by seeming virtue.
She seizes on the good in her fellow man with such eagerness and glides over the defects with so much
forbearance that I am concerned for her solely on that account. No human soul will be made unhappy by her, for I
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know that she would sacrifice her own good a thousand times to that of her neighbor, before burdening others
with even a minute’s discomfort, even if she could purchase her whole life’s happiness by doing so. But as she is
all sensibility, many have the terrible power to wound her.
I have until now concealed my fears about Countess Loebau’s character, but I tremble at the thought that my
Sophia will be with her. The outward meekness and kindness of that woman do not reside in her heart; the
charmingly engaging wit, the refined, obliging tone which the court gave her hide many moral faults. I never
wanted to teach my daughter distrust of this lady because I thought it ignoble and, as long as I enjoyed good
health, unnecessary. But if under the burden of age and sorrow my dear mother-in-law should succumb, too, then
take my Sophia into your protection! God will help lighten this care for you, because I hope He will hear the last
prayer of a father who implores no riches and greatness but virtue and wisdom for his child.
I can no longer anticipate or prevent anything. Thus I commend her to Divine Goodness and to the faithful
hand of a tried friend. And yet I part more easily from the whole world than from the thoughts of my daughter. I
remember a conversation between us about the power of the impressions we receive in our youth. I am certainly
sensible of one of them, with all the force that circumstance adds to it. My father had deeply impressed upon me
two things: namely, the certainty of retribution and the beneficence of our example. The arguments he employed
in this were so sublime, his instruction so loving, that they were necessarily fixed in my sensitive soul.
Of the first I have long been convinced because he often told me that I would be punished or rewarded through
my own children for the sorrow or delight I caused him. Thank God that my conduct toward my venerable father
has earned me the blessing of an obedient, virtuous child which lets me, near my life’s end, remember with
pleasure that I too crowned my father’s last days with the most perfect delight a father’s heart can feel, namely
to be able to say:
“You have never grieved me through any act of disobedience; your love of virtue, your diligence in exercising
your intellect and making it useful have filled my heart with joy whenever I looked on you. God bless you for that
and reward your heart for the comfort the sight of you gives your father through the certainty that, in my son, I
leave to my fellow men a worthy member of society.”
I, too, feel this delight now, my friend, because I can give the same testimonial to my daughter in whom I
have enjoyed yet another sad felicity. I say “sad felicity” because as the true likeness of my sainted wife, she
renewed in me—each time I beheld her—the memory of my happiest days and the pain of her mother’s loss.
How often misery snatched me away from table or company when during the last two years, in which she had
atained the full stature of her mother and wore the clothes that I preferred, I preferred in her the singular tone of
voice, the gestures, and all the kidness and amiable cheerfulness of her mother!
May God grant that this example of Divine justice will be passed down by my daughter to her remotest
descendants, for I have spoken of this as often to her as my father did to me. …
58.129 Excerpt from Wilhelm Meister: “The New Melusina”\fn{by Johann Wolfgang von Goethe (1749-1832)}
Frankfurt-am-Main, Hesse, Germany (M) 9
… “Respected gentlemen! Being aware that preliminary speeches and introductions are not much to your taste,
I shall without farther talk assure you, that in the present instance, I hope to fulfill your commission moderately
well. From me has many a true history gone forth already, to the high and universal satisfaction of hearers: but,
today I may assert, that I have one to tell, which far surpasses the former; and which, though it happened to me
several years ago, still disquiets me in recollecting it, nay still gives hope of some farther development.
“By way of introduction, let me confess, that I have not always so arranged my scheme of life as to be certain
of the next period in it, or even of the next day; in my youth, I was no first-rate economist and often found myself
in manifold perplexity. At one time I undertook a journey, thinking to derive good profit in the course of it: but the
scale I went upon was too liberal; and after having commenced my travel with extra post, and then prosecuted it
for a time in the diligence, I at last found myself obliged to front the end of it on foot.
“Like a gay young blade, it had been from of old my custom on entering any inn, to look round for the
landlady, or even the cook, and wheedle myself into favor with her; whereby, for most part, my shot was
somewhat reduced.
“One night at dusk, as I was entering the post-house of a little town, and purposing to set about my customary
operations, there came a fair double-seated coach with four horses rattling up to the door behind me. I turned
round; and observed in it a young lady, without maid, without servants. I hastened to open the carriage for her,
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and to ask if I could help her in anything. On stepping out, a fair form displayed itself; and her lovely
countenance, if you looked at it narrowly, was adorned with a slight shade of sorrow. I again asked if there was
aught I could do for her.
“‘O yes!’ said she, ‘if you will lift that little box carefully, which you will find standing on the seat, and bring it
in: but I beg very much of you to carry it with all steadiness, and not to move or shake it in the least.’
I took out the box with great care; she shut the coach door; we walked upstairs together, and she told the
servants that she was to stay here for the night.
“We were now alone in the chamber: she desired me to put the box on the table, which was standing at the
wall; and as, by several of her movements, I observed that she wished to be alone, I took my leave, reverently but
warmly kissing her hand.
“‘Order supper for us two,’ said she then: and you may well conceive with what pleasure I executed the
commission; scarcely deigning, in my pride of heart, to cast even a side-look on landlady and menials. With
impatience I expected the moment that was to lead me back to her. Supper was served; we took our seats opposite
each other; I refreshed my heart, for the first time during a considerable while, with a good meal; and no less with
so desirable a sight beside me; nay it seemed as if she were growing fairer and fairer every moment.
“Her conversation was pleasant; yet she carefully waved whatever had reference to affliction and love. The
cloth was removed: I still lingered, I tried all sorts of maneuvers to get near her, but in vain; she kept me at my
distance, by a certain dignity which I could not withstand; nay against my will, I had to part from her at a rather
early hour.
“After a night passed in waking or unrestfully dreaming, I rose early; inquired whether she had ordered horses;
and learning that she had not, I walked into the garden, saw her standing dressed at the window, and hastened up
to her. Here, as she looked so fair and fairer than ever, love, roguery and audacity all at once started into motion
within me: I rushed towards her, and clasped her in my arms.
“‘Angelic, irresistible being,’ cried I, ‘pardon! But it is impossible—!’
With incredible dexterity she whisked herself out of my arms, and I had not even time to imprint a kiss on her
cheek.
“‘Forbear such outbreakings of a sudden foolish passion,’ said she, ‘if you would not scare away a happiness
which lies close beside you, but which cannot be laid hold of till after some trials.’
“‘Ask of me what thou pleasest, angelic spirit!’ cried I: ‘but do not drive me to despair.’ She answered with a
smile:
“‘If you mean to devote yourself to my service, hear the terms. I am come hither to visit a lady of my friends,
and with her I purpose to continue for a time: in the meanwhile, I could wish that my carriage and this box were
taken forward. Will you engage with it? You have nothing to do, but carefully to lift the box into the carriage and
out; to sit down beside it, and punctually take charge that it receive no harm. When you enter an inn, it is put upon
a table, in a chamber by itself, in which you must neither sit or sleep. You lock the chamber door with this key,
which will open and shut any lock, and has the peculiar property, that no lock shut by it can be opened in the
interim.’
“I looked at her; I felt strangely enough at heart; I promised to do all, if I might hope to see her soon, and if she
would seal this hope to me with a kiss. She did so; and from that moment, I had become entirely her bondman. I
was now to order horses, she said. We settled the way I was to take; the places where I was to wait, and expect
her. She at last pressed a purse of gold into my hand, and I pressed my lips on the fair hand that gave it me. She
seemed moved at parting; and for me, I no longer knew what I was doing or was to do.
“On my return from giving my orders, I found the room-door locked. I directly tried my master-key, and it
performed its duty perfectly. The door flew open: I found the chamber empty; only the box standing on the table
where I had laid it.
“The carriage drove up: I carried the box carefully down with me, and placed it by my side. The hostess asked:
“‘Where is the lady, then?’ A child answered:
“‘She is gone into the town.’
I nodded to the people: and rolled off in triumph from the door, which I had last night entered with dusty
gaiters. That in my hours of leisure I diligently meditated on this adventure, counted my money, laid many
schemes, and still now and then kept glancing at the box, you will readily imagine. I posted right forward; passed
several stages without alighting; and rested not till I had reached a considerable town, where my fair one had
appointed me to wait. Her commands had been pointedly obeyed: the box always carried to a separate room, and
two wax candles lighted beside it, for such also had been her order. I would then lock the chamber; establish
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myself in my own, and take such comfort as the place afforded.
“For a while I was able to employ myself with thinking of her: but by degrees the time began to hang heavy on
my hands. I was not used to live without companions: these I soon found, at tables-d’hôte, in coffee-houses and
public places, altogether to my wish. In such a mode of living my money began to melt away; and one night, it
vanished entirely from my purse, in a fit of passionate gaming, which I had not had the prudence to abandon. Void
of money; with the appearance of a rich man, expecting a heavy bill of charges; uncertain whether and when my
fair one would again make her appearance, I felt myself in the deepest embarrassment. Doubly did I now long for
her; and believe that, without her and her gold, it was quite impossible for me to live.
“After supper, which I had relished very little, being forced for this time to consume it in solitude, I took to
walking violently up and down my room: I spoke aloud to myself, cursed my folly with horrid execrations, threw
myself on the floor, tore my hair, and indeed behaved in the most outrageous fashion.
“Suddenly, in the adjoining chamber where the box was, I heard a slight movement, and then a soft knocking
at the well-bolted door, which entered from my apartment. I gather myself, grope for my master-key; but the doorleaves fly up of themselves; and in the splendor of those burning wax-lights enters my beauty. I cast myself at her
feet, kiss her robe, her hands; she raises me; I venture not to clasp her, scarcely to look at her; but candidly and
repentantly confess to her my fault.
“‘It is pardonable,’ said she; ‘only it postpones your happiness and mine. You must now make another tour in
the world before we can meet again. Here is more money,’ continued she, ‘sufficient if you husband it with any
kind of reason. But as wine and play have brought you into this perplexity, be on your guard in future against
wine and women, and let me hope for a glad meeting when the time comes.’
“She retired over the threshold; the door-leaves flew together: I knocked, I entreated; but nothing farther
stirred. Next morning, while presenting his bill, the waiter smiled, and said:
“‘So we have found out at last, then, why you lock your door in so artful and incomprehensible a way, that no
master-key can open it. We supposed you must have much money and precious ware laid up by you: but now we
have seen your treasure walking downstairs; and in good truth it seemed worthy of being well kept.’
“To this I answered nothing; but paid my reckoning, and mounted with my box into the carriage. I again rolled
forth into the world, with the firmest resolution to be heedful in future of the warning given me by my fair and
mysterious friend. Scarcely, however, had I once more reached a large town, when forthwith I got acquainted with
certain interesting ladies, from whom I absolutely could not tear myself away. They seemed inclined to make me
pay dear for their favor: for while they still kept me at a certain distance, they led me into one expense after the
other; and I, being anxious only to promote their satisfaction, once more ceased to think of my purse, but paid and
spent straightforward, as occasion needed.
“But how great was my astonishment and joy, when, after some weeks, I observed that the fullness of my store
was not in the least diminished, that my purse was still as round and crammed as ever! Wishing to obtain more
strict knowledge of this pretty quality, I set myself down to count; I accurately marked the sum; and again
proceeded in my joyous life as before We had no want of excursions by land, and excursions by water; of dancing,
singing and other recreations.
“But now it required small attention to observe that the purse was actually diminishing; as if by my cursed
counting I had robbed it of the property of being uncountable. However, this gay mode of existence had been once
entered on; I could not draw back; and yet my ready money soon verged to a close. I execrated my situation;
upbraided my fair friend, for having so led me into temptation; took it as an offence that she did not again show
herself to me; renounced, in my spleen, all duties towards her; and resolved to break open the box, and see if
peradventure any help might be found there. I was just about proceeding with my purpose; but I put it off till
night, that I might go through the business with full composure; and, in the meantime, I hastened off to a banquet,
for which this was the appointed hour. Here again we got into a high key; the wine and trumpet-sounding had
flushed me not a little, when by the most villainous luck it chanced, that during the dessert, a former friend of my
dearest fair one, returning from a journey, entered unexpectedly, placed himself beside her, and, without much
ceremony, set about asserting his old privileges. Hence very soon arose ill-humor, quarrelling and battle: we
plucked out our spits; and I was carried home half-dead of several wounds.
“The surgeon had bandaged me and gone away: it was far in the night; my sick nurse had fallen asleep; the
door of the side-room went up; my fair mysterious friend came in, and sat down by me on the bed. She asked how
I was: I answered not, for I was faint and sullen. She continued speaking with much sympathy: she rubbed my
temples with a certain balsam, whereby I felt myself rapidly and decidedly strengthened, so strengthened that I
could now get angry and upbraid her.
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“In a violent speech I threw all the blame of my misfortune on her; on the passion she had inspired me with; on
her appearing and vanishing, and the more and more vehement, as if a fever had been coming on; and I swore to
her at last, that if she would not be mine, would not new abide with me and wed me, I had no wish to live any
longer; to all which I required a peremptory answer. As she lingered and held back with her explanation, I got
altogether beside myself, and tore off my double and triple bandages, in the firmest resolution to bleed to death.
But what was my amazement, when I found all my wounds healed, my skin smooth and entire, and this fair friend
in my arms!
“Henceforth we were the happiest pair in the world. We both begged pardon of each other, without either of us
rightly knowing why. she now promised to travel on along with me: and soon we were sitting side by side in the
carriage; the little box lying opposite us on the other seat. Of this I had never spoken to her, nor did I now think of
speaking, though it lay there before our eyes; and both of us, by tacit agreement, took charge of it, as
circumstances might require; I, however, still carrying it to and from the carriage, and busying myself, as
formerly, with the locking of the doors.
“So long as aught remained in my purse, I had continued to pay: but when my cash went done, I signified the
fact to her.
“‘That is easily helped,’ said she, pointing to a couple of little pouches fixed at the top, to the sides of the
carriage. These I had often observed before, but never turned to use. She put her hand into the one, and pulled out
some gold pieces, as from the other some coins of silver; thereby showing me the possibility of meeting any scale
of expenditure which we might choose to adopt. And thus we journeyed on from town to town from land to land;
contented with each other and with the world: and I fancied not that she would again leave me; the less so, that for
some time she had evidently been as loving wives wish to be, a circumstance by which our happiness and mutual
affection was increased still farther.
“But one morning, alas, she could not be found: and as my actual residence, without her company, became
displeasing, I again took the road with my box; tried the virtue of the two pouches, and found it still unimpaired.
My journey proceeded without accident. But if I had hitherto paid little heed to the mysteries of my adventure,
expecting a natural solution of the whole, there now occurred something which threw me into astonishment, into
anxiety, nay into fear.
“Being wont, in my impatience for change of place, to hurry forward day and night, it was often my hap to be
traveling in the dark: and when the lamps, by any chance, went out, to be left in utter obscurity. Once in the dead
of such a night, I had fallen asleep; and upon awakening I observed the glimmer of a light on the covering of my
carriage. I examined this more strictly, and found that it was issuing from the box; in which there seemed to be a
chink, as if it had been chapped by the warm and dry weather of summer, which was now come on.
“My thoughts of jewels again came into my head; I supposed there must be some carbuncle lying in the box,
and this point I forthwith set about investigating. I postured myself as well as might be, so that my eye was in
immediate contact with the chink. But how great was my surprise, when a fair apartment, well lighted, and
furnished with much taste and even costliness, met my inspection, just as if I had been looking down through the
opening of a dome into a royal saloon! A fire was burning in the grate; and before it stood an arm-chair.
“I held my breath and continued to observe. And now there entered from the other side of the apartment a lady
with a book in her hand, whom I at once recognized for my wife, though her figure was contracted into the
extreme of diminution She sat down in the chair by the fire to read; she trimmed the coals with the most dainty
pair of tongs; and in the course of her movements, I could clearly perceive that this fairest little creature was also
in the family way. But now I was obliged to shift my constrained posture a little; and the next moment, when I
bent down to look in again, and convince myself that it was no dream, the light had vanished, and my eye rested
on empty darkness.
“How amazed, nay terrified I was, you may easily conceive. I started a thousand thoughts on this discovery,
and in truth could think nothing. In the midst of this, I fell asleep; and on awakening, I fancied that it must have
been a mere dream; yet I felt myself in some degree estranged from my fair one; and though I watched over the
box but so much the more carefully, I knew not whether the event of her reappearance in human size was a thing
which I should wish or dread.
“After some time she did in fact reappear: one evening, in a white robe, she came gliding in; and as it was just
then growing dusky in my room, she seemed to me taller than when I had seen her last: and I remembered having
heard that all beings of the mermaid and gnome species increased in stature very perceptibly at the fall of night.
She flew, as usual, to my arms; but I could not with right gladness press her to my obstructed breast.
“‘My dearest,’ said she, ‘I now feel by thy reception of me what, alas, I already knew too well. thou hast seen
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me in the interim: thou art acquainted with the state in which, at certain times, I find myself; thy happiness and
mine is interrupted, nay it stands on the brink of being annihilated altogether. I must leave thee; and I know not
whether I shall ever see thee again.’
“Her presence, the grace with which she spoke, directly banished from my memory almost every trace of that
vision, which indeed had already hovered before me as little more than a dream. I addressed her with kind
vivacity, convinced her of my passion, assured her that I was innocent, that my discovery was accidental; in short,
I so managed it that she appeared composed, and endeavored to compose me.
“‘Try thyself strictly,’ said she, ‘whether this discovery has not hurt thy love, whether thou canst forget that I
live in two forms beside thee, whether the diminution of my being will not also contract thy affection.’
“I looked at her: she was fairer than ever; and I thought within myself: Is it so great a misfortune, after all, to
have a wife who from time to time becomes a dwarf, so that one can carry her about with him in a casket? Were it
not much worse if she became a giantess, and put her husband in the box? My gaiety of heart had returned. I
would not for the whole world have let her go.
“‘Best heart,’ said I, ‘let us be and continue ever as we have been. Could either of us wish to be better? Enjoy
thy conveniency; and I promise thee to guard the box with so much the more faithfulness. Why should the
prettiest sight I have ever seen in my life make a bad impression on me? How happy would lovers be, could they
but procure such miniature pictures! And after all, it was but a picture, a little sleight-of-hand deception. Thou art
trying and teasing me: but thou shalt see how I will stand it.’
“‘The matter is more serious than thou thinkest,’ said the fair one: ‘however, I am truly glad to see thee take it
so lightly; for much good may still be awaiting us both. I will trust in thee; and for my own part do my utmost:
only promise me that thou wilt never mention this discovery by way of reproach. Another prayer likewise I most
earnestly make to thee: Be more than ever on thy guard against wine and anger.’
“I promised what she required; I could have gone on promising to all lengths: but she herself turned aside the
conversation; and thenceforth all proceeded in its former routine. We had no inducement to alter our place of
residence: the town was large, the society various; and the fine season gave rise to many an excursion and garden
festival.
“In all such amusements the presence of my wife was welcome, nay eagerly desired, by women as well as
men. A kind of insinuating manner, joined with a certain dignity of bearing, secured to her on all hands praise and
estimation. Besides, she could play beautifully on the lute, accompanying it with her voice; and no social night
could be perfect, unless crowned by the graces of this talent.
“I will be free to confess that I have never got much good of music; on the contrary, it has always rather had a
disagreeable effect on me. My fair one soon noticed this, and accordingly, when by ourselves, she never tried to
entertain me by such means: in return, however, she appeared to indemnify herself while in society, where indeed
she always found a crowd of admirers.
“And now, why should I deny it, our late dialogue, in site of my best intentions, had by no means sufficed to
abolish the matter within me: on the contrary, my temper of mind had by degrees got into the strangest tune,
almost without my being conscious of it. One night, in a large company, this hidden grudge broke loose, and by its
consequences produced to myself the greatest damage.
“When I look back on it now, I in fact loved my beauty far less, after that unlucky discovery: I was also
growing jealous of her; a whim that had never struck me before. This night at table, I found myself placed very
much to my mind beside my two neighbors, a couple of ladies, who, for some time, had appeared to me very
charming. Amid jesting and soft small talk, I was not sparing of my wine: while, on the other side, a pair of
musical dilettanti had got hold of my wife, and at last contrived to lead the company into singing separately, and
by way of chorus. This put me into ill-humor. The two amateurs appeared to me impertinent; the singing vexed
me; and when, as my turn come, they even requested a solo-strophe from me, I grew truly indignant, I emptied
my glass, and set it down again with no soft movement.
“The grace of my two fair neighbors soon pacified me, indeed; but there is an evil nature in wrath, when once
it is set a-going. It went on fermenting within me, though all things were of a kind to induce joy and
complaisance. On the contrary, I waxed more splenetic than ever when a lute was produced, and my fair one
began fingering it and singing, to the admiration of all the rest. Unhappily, a general silence was requested. So
then, I was not even to talk any more; and these tones were going through me like a toothache. Was it any wonder
that, at last, the smallest spark should blow up the mine?
“The songstress had just ended a song amid the loudest applause, when she looked over to me; and this truly
with the most loving face in the world. Unluckily, its lovingness could not penetrate so far. She perceived that I
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had just gulped down a cup of wine, and was pouring out a fresh one. With her right forefinger she beckoned to
me in kind threatening.
“‘Consider that it is wine!’ said she, not louder than for myself to hear it.
“‘Water is for mermaids!’ cried I.
“‘My ladies,’ said she to my neighbors, ‘crown the cup with all your gracefulness, that it be not too often
emptied.’
“‘You will not let yourself be tutored?’ whispered one of them in my ear.
“‘What ails the dwarf?’ cried I, with a more violent gesture, in which I overset the glass.
“‘Ah, what you have spilt!’ cried the paragon of women; at the same time, twanging her strings, as if to lead
back the attention of the company from this disturbance to herself. Her attempt succeeded; the more completely as
she rose to her feet, seemingly that she might play with greater convenience, and in this attitude continued
preluding.
“At sight of the red wine running over the tablecloth, I returned to myself. I perceived the great fault I had
been guilty of; and it cut me through the very heart. Never till now had music spoken to me; the first verse she
sang was a friendly good-night to the company, here as they were, as they might still feel themselves together.
With the next verse they became as if scattered asunder; each felt himself solitary, separated, no one could fancy
that he was present any longer. But what shall I say of the last verse? It was directed to me alone; the voice of
injured love bidding farewell to moroseness and caprice.
“In silence I conducted her home; foreboding no good. Scarcely, however, had we reached our chamber, when
she began to show herself exceedingly kind and graceful, name even roguish; she made me the happiest of all
men. Next morning, in high spirits and full of love, I said to her:
“‘Thou has so often sung, when asked in company; as, for example, thy touching farewell song last night.
Come now, for my sake, and sing me a dainty gay welcome to this morning hour, that we may feel as if we were
meeting for the first time.’
“‘That I may not do, my friend,’ said she seriously. ‘The song of last night referred to our parting, which must
now forthwith take place: for I can only tell thee, the violation of thy promise and oath will have the worst
consequences for us both thou hast scoffed away a great felicity, and I too must renounce my dearest wishes.’ As I
now pressed and entreated her to explain herself more clearly she answered:
“‘That, alas, I can well do; for at all events, my continuance with thee is over. Here, then, what I would rather
have concealed to the latest times.
“‘The form, under which thou sawest me in the box, is my natural and proper form: for I am of the race of
King Eckwald, the dread sovereign of the dwarfs, concerning whom authentic history has recorded so much. Our
people are still as of old laborious and busy, and therefore easy to govern. Thou must not fancy that the dwarfs are
behindhand in their manufacturing skill. Swords which followed the foe, when you cast them after him; invisible
and mysteriously binding chains; impenetrable shields, and such like ware in old times, formed their staple
produce. But now they chiefly employ themselves with articles of convenience and ornament; in which truly they
surpass all people of the earth. I may well say, it would astonish thee to walk through our workshops and
warehouses. All this would be right and good, were it not that with the whole nation in general, but more
particularly with the royal family, there is one peculiar circumstance connected.’
“She paused for a moment; and I again begged farther light on these wonderful secrets; which accordingly she
forthwith proceeded to grant.
“‘It is well known,’ said she, ‘that God so soon as he had created the world, and the ground was dry, and the
mountains were standing bright and glorious, that god, I say, thereupon, in the very first place, created the dwarfs;
to the end that there might be reasonable beings also, who, in their passages and chasms, might contemplate and
adore His wonders in the inward parts of the earth. It is farther well known, that this little race by degrees became
uplifted in heart, and attempted to acquire the dominion of the earth; for which reason God then created the
dragons, in order to drive back the dwarfs into their mountains.
“‘Now, as the dragons themselves were wont to nestle in the large caverns and clefts, and dwell there; and
many of them, too, were in the habit of spitting fire, and working much other mischief, the poor little dwarfs were
by this means thrown into exceeding straits and distress, so that not knowing what in the world to do, they humbly
and fervently turned to God, and called to him in prayer, that he would vouchsafe to abolish this unclean dragon
generation. But though it consisted not with his wisdom to destroy his own creatures, yet the heavy sufferings of
the poor dwarfs so moved his compassion, that anon he created the giants, ordaining them to fight these dragons,
and if not root them out, at least lessen their numbers.
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“‘Now, no sooner had the giants got moderately well through with the dragons, than their hearts also began to
wax wanton; and, in their presumption, they practiced much tyranny, especially on the good little dwarfs, who
then once more in their need turned to the Lord; and he, by the power of his hand, created the knights, who were
to make war on the giants and dragons, and to live in concord with the dwarfs. Hereby was the work of creation
completed on this side: and it is plain, that henceforth giants and dragons, as well as knights and dwarfs, have
always maintained themselves in being. From this, my friend, it will be clear to thee, that we are of the oldest race
on the earth; a circumstance which does us honor, but, at the same time, brings great disadvantage along with it.
“‘For, as there is nothing in the world that can endure forever, but all that has once been great, must become
little and fade, it is our lot also, that ever since the creation of the world we have been waning and growing
smaller; especially the royal family, on whom, by reason of their pure blood, this destiny presses with the heaviest
force to remedy this evil, our wise teachers have many years ago devised the expedient of sending forth a princess
of the royal house from time to time into the world, to wed some honorable knight, that so the dwarf progeny may
be reflected, and saved from entire decay.’
“Though my fair one related these things with an air of the utmost sincerity, I looked at her hesitatingly; for it
seemed as if she meant to palm some fable on me. As to her own dainty lineage I had not the smallest doubt: but
that she should have laid hold of me in place of a knight, occasioned some mistrust; seeing I knew myself too well
to suppose that my ancestors had come into the world by an immediate act of creation. I concealed my wonder
and skepticism, and asked her kindly:
“‘But tell me, my dear child, how hast thou attained this large and stately shape? For I know few women that
in richness of form can compare with thee.’
“‘Thou shalt hear,’ replied she. ‘It is a settled maxim in the council of the dwarf kings, that this extraordinary
step be forborne as long as it possibly can; which, indeed, I cannot but say is quite natural and proper. Perhaps
they might have lingered still longer, had not my brother, born after me, come into the world so exceedingly
small, that the nurses actually lost him out of his swaddling-clothes, and no creature yet knows whither he is gone.
On this occurrence, unexampled in the annals of dwarfdom, the sages were assembled; and without more ado, the
resolution was taken, and I sent out in quest of a husband.’
“‘The resolution!’ exclaimed I: ‘that is all extremely well. One can resolve, one can take his resolution: but to
give a dwarf this heavenly shape, how did your sages manage that?’
“‘It had been provided for already,’ said she, ‘by our ancestors. In the royal treasury lay a monstrous gold ring.
I speak of it as it then appeared to me, when I saw it in my childhood: for it was this same ring, which I have here
on my finger. We now went to work as follows: I was informed of all that awaited me; and instructed what I had
to do and to forbear. A splendid palace, after the pattern of my father’s favorite summer residence, was then got
ready: a main edifice, wings, and whatever else you could think of. It stood at the entrance of a large rock-cleft,
which it decorated in the handsomest style. On the appointed day, our court moved thither, my parents also and
myself. The army paraded; and four-and-twenty priests, not without difficulty, carried on a costly litter the
mysterious ring. It was placed on the threshold of the building, just within the spot where you entered. Many
ceremonies were observed; and after a pathetic farewell, I proceeded to my task. I stepped forward to the ring;
laid my finger on it; and that instant began perceptibly to wax in stature. In a few moments I had reached my
present size; and then I put the ring on my finger.
“‘But now, in the twinkling of an eye, the doors, windows, gates flapped to; the wings drew up into the body of
the edifice; instead of a palace, stood a little box beside me; which I forthwith lifted and carried off with me; not
without a pleasant feeling in being so tall and strong; still indeed, a dwarf to trees and mountains, to streams and
tracts of land; yet a giant to grass and herbs; and above all to ants, from whom we dwarfs, not being always on the
best terms with them, often suffer considerable annoyance. How it fared with me on my pilgrimage, I might tell
thee at great length. Suffice it to say I tried many; but no one save thou seemed worthy of being honored too
renovate and perpetuate the line of the glorious Eckwald.’
“In the course of these narrations, my head had now and then kept wagging, without myself having absolutely
shaken it. I put several questions; to which I received no very satisfactory answers; on the contrary, I learned, to
my great affliction, that after what had happened, she must needs return to her parents. She had hopes still, she
said, of getting back to me: but for the present it was indispensably necessary to present herself at court; as
otherwise, both for her and me, there was nothing but utter ruin. The purses would soon cease to pay; and who
knew what all would be the consequences? On hearing that our money would run short, I inquired no farther into
consequences: I shrugged my shoulders; I was silent, and she seemed to understand me.
“We now packed up, and got into our carriage; the box standing opposite us; in which, however, I could still
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see no symptoms of a palace. In this way we proceeded several stages. Post-money and drink-money were readily
and richly paid from the pouches to the right and left; till at last we reached a mountainous district; and no sooner
had we alighted here, than my fair one walked forward, directing me to follow her with the box. She led me by
rather steep paths to a narrow plot of green ground, through which a clear brook now gushed in little falls, now
ran in quiet windings. She pointed to a little knoll; bade me set the box down there, then said:
“‘Farewell! Thou wilt easily find the way back; remember me; I hope to see thee again.’
“At this moment, I felt as if I could not leave her. She was just now in one of her fine days, or if you will, her
fine hours. Alone with so fair a being, on the greensward, among grass and flowers, girt in by rocks, waters
murmuring round you, what heard could have remained insensible! I came forward to seize her hand, to clasp her
in my arms: but she motioned me back; threatening me, though still kindly enough, with great danger, if I did not
instantly withdraw.
“‘Is there no possibility, then,’ exclaimed I, ‘of my staying with thee, of thy keeping me beside thee?’
These words I uttered with such rueful tones and gestures, that she seemed touched by them, and after some
thought confessed to me that a continuance of our union was not entirely impossible. Who happier than I! My
importunity, which increased every moment, compelled her at last to come out with her scheme, and inform me
that if I too could resolve on becoming as little as I had once seen her, I might still remain with her, be admitted to
her house, her kingdom, her family. The proposal was not altogether to my mind; yet at this moment I positively
could not tear myself away; so, having already for a good while been accustomed to the marvelous, and being at
all times prone to bold enterprises, I closed with her offer, and said she might do with me as she pleased.
“I was thereupon directed to hold out the little finger of my right hand: she placed her own against it; then with
her left hand, she quite softly pulled the ring from her finger, and let it run along mine.
“That instant, I felt a violent twinge on my finger: the ring shrunk together, and tortured me horribly. I gave a
loud cry, and caught round me for my fair one, but she had disappeared. What state of mind I was in during this
moment, I find no words to express; so I have nothing more to say, but that I very soon, in my miniature size,
found myself beside my fair one in a wood of grass-stalks. The joy of meeting after this short yet most strange
separation, or, if you will, of this reunion without separation, exceeds all conception. I fell on her neck; she
replied to my caresses, and the little pair was as happy as the large one.
“With some difficulty, we now mounted a hill: I say difficulty, because the sward had become for us an almost
impenetrable forest. Yet at length we reached a bare space; and how surprised was I at perceiving there a large
bolted mass; which, ere long, I could not but recognize for the box, in the same state as when I had set it down.
“‘Go up to it, my friend,’ said she, ‘and do but knock with the ring: thou shalt see wonders.’
“I went up accordingly; and no sooner had I rapped, then I did, in fact, witness the greatest wonder. Two wings
came jutting out; but at the same time there fell, like scales and chips, various pieces this way and that; while
doors, windows, colonnades, and all that belongs to a complete palace at once came into view. If ever you have
seen one of Röentgen’s desks—how, at one pull, a multitude of springs and latches get in motion, and writingboard and writing-materials, letter and money compartments, all at once, or in quick succession, start forward—
you will partly conceive how this palace unfolded itself, into which my sweet attendant now introduced me.
“In the large saloon, I directly recognized the fireplace which I had formerly seen from above, and the chair in
which she had then been sitting. And on looking up, I actually fancied I could still see something of the chink in
the dome, through which I had peeped in. I spare you the description of the rest: in a word, all was spacious,
splendid, and tasteful. Scarcely had I recovered from my astonishment, when I heard afar off a sound of military
music. My better half sprang up; and with rapture announced to me the approach of his majesty her father.
“We stepped out to the threshold, and here beheld a magnificent procession moving towards us, from a
considerable cleft in the rock. Soldiers, servants, officers of state and glittering courtiers, followed in order. At last
you observed a golden throng, and in the midst of it the king himself. So soon as the whole procession had drawn
up before the palace, the king, with his nearest retinue, stepped forward. His loving daughter hastened out to him,
pulling me along with her. We threw ourselves at his feet; he raised me very graciously; and on coming to stand
before him, I perceived, that in this little world I was still the most considerable figure. We proceeded together to
the palace; where his majesty, in presence of his whole court, was pleased to welcome me with a well-studied
oration, in which he expressed his surprise at finding us here; acknowledged me as his son-in-law, and appointed
the nuptial ceremony to take place on the morrow.
“A cold sweat went over me as I heard him speak of marriage; for I dreaded this even more than music, which
otherwise appeared to me the most hateful thing on earth. Your music makers, I used to say, enjoy at least the
conceit of being in unison with each other, and working in concord; for when they have tweaked and tuned long
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enough, grating our ears with all manner of screeches, they believe in their hearts that the matter is now adjusted,
and one instrument accurately suited to the other.
“The band-master himself is in this happy delusion; and so they set forth joyfully, though still tearing our
nerves to pieces. In the marriage-sate, even this is not the case: for although it is but a duet, and you might think
two voices, or even two instruments, might in some degree be attuned to each other, yet this happens very seldom;
for while the man gives out one tone, the wife directly takes a higher one, and the man again a higher; and so it
rises from the chamber to the choral pitch, and farther and farther, till at last wind-instruments themselves cannot
reach it. And now, as harmonical music itself is an offence to me, it will not be surprising that disharmonical
should be a thing which I cannot endure.
“Of the festivities in which they day was spent, I shall and can say nothing; for I paid small heed to any of
them. The sumptuous victuals, the generous wine, the royal amusements, I could not relish. I kept thinking and
considering what I was to do. Here, however, there was but little to be considered. I determined, once for all, to
take myself away and hide somewhere.
“Accordingly, I succeeded in reaching the chink of a stone, where I entrenched and concealed myself as well
as might be. My first care after this was to get the unhappy ring off my finger; an enterprise, however, which
would by no means prosper, for, on the contrary, I felt that every pull I gave the metal grew straiter\fn{ Tighter} and
cramped me with violent pains, which again abated as soon as I desisted from my purpose.
“Early in the morning I awoke (for my little person had slept, and very soundly): and was just stepping out to
look farther about me, when I felt a kind of rain coming on. through the grass, flowers and leaves, there fell as it
were something like sand and grit in large quantities: but what was my horror when the whole of it became alive,
and an innumerable host of ants rushed down on me! No sooner did they observe me, than they made an attack on
all sides; and though I defended myself stoutly and gallantly enough, they at last so hemmed me in, so nipped and
pinched me, that was glad to hear them calling to surrender.
“I surrendered instantly and wholly; whereupon an ant of respectable stature approached me with courtesy, nay
with reverence, and even recommended itself to my good graces. I learned that the ants had now become allies of
my father-in-law, and by him been called out in the present emergency, and commissioned to fetch me back. Here,
then, was little I in the hands of creatures still less. I had nothing for it but looking forward to the marriage; nay, I
must now thank Heaven, if my father-in-law were not wroth, if my fair one had not taken the sullens.
“Let me skip over the whole train of ceremonies; in a word, we were wedded. Gaily and joyously as matters
went, there were nevertheless solitary hours, in which you were led astray into reflection; and now there happened
to me something which had never happened before: what, and how, you shall learn.
“Everything about me was completely adapted to my present form and wants; the bottles and glasses were in a
fit ratio to a little toper, nay, if you will, better measure, in proportion, than with us. In my tiny palate, the dainty
tit-bits tasted excellently; a kiss from the little mouth of my spouse was still the most charming thing in nature;
and I will not deny that novelty made all these circumstances highly agreeable.
“Unhappily, however, I had not forgotten my former situation. I felt within me a scale of bygone greatness; and
it rendered me restless and cheerless. Now, for the first time, did I understand what the philosophers might mean
by their ideal, which they say so plagues the mind of man. I had an ideal of myself; and often in dreams I
appeared as a giant. In short, my wife, my ring, my dwarf figure, and so many other bonds and restrictions, made
me utterly unhappy; so that I began to think seriously about obtaining my deliverance.
“Being persuaded that the whole magic lay in the ring, I resolved on filing this asunder. From the courtjeweler, accordingly, I borrowed some files. By good luck, I was left-handed, as indeed, throughout my whole
life, I had never done aught in the right-handed way. I stood tightly to the work: it was not small; for the golden
hoop, so thin as it appeared, had grown proportionably thicker in contracting from its former length. All vacant
hours I privately applied to this task: and at last, the metal being nearly through, I was provident enough to step
out of doors. This was a wise measure; for all at once the golden hoop started sharply from my finger, and my
frame shot aloft with such violence, that I actually fancied I should dash against the sky; and, at all events, I must
have bolted through the dome of our palace; nay, perhaps, in my new awkwardness, have destroyed this summerresidence altogether.
“Here, then, was I standing again; in truth, so much the larger, but also, as it seemed to me, so much the more
foolish and helpless. On recovering from my stupefaction, I observed the royal strong-box lying near me, which I
found to be moderately heavy, as I lifted it, and carried it down the footpath to the next stage; where I directly
ordered horses, and set forth. By the road, I soon made trial of the two side-pouches. Instead of money, which
appeared to be run out, I found a little key: it belonged to the strong-box, in which I got some moderate
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compensation.
“So long as this held out, I made use of the carriage: by and by I sold it, and proceeded by the diligence. The
strong box too I at length cast from me, having no hope of its ever filling again. And thus in the end, though after
a considerable circuit, I again returned to the kitchen-hearth, to the landlady and the cook, where you were first
introduced to me.” …
58.138 The Sport Of Destiny: A Fragment Borrowed From Real History\fn{by Johann Christoph Friedrich Schiller
(1759-1805)} Marbach, Baden-Württemberg, Germany (M) 4
Aloysius von G—— was the son of a commoner of some note in the —— Company’s service, and the germs
of his naturally happy genius were early unfolded by a liberal education. While yet young, but well grounded in
the principles of knowledge, he entered into the military service, under his native Prince, to whom he soon made
himself known as a young man of great merit, and still greater expectations.
G—— was now in the full glow of youth, and the Prince about the same age. G—— was rash and enterprising;
while the Prince, of a similar disposition, was fondly attached to such characters. Endued with a rich vein of wit,
as well as information, which gave a zest to their intercourse, G—— became an agreeable addition to every circle
in which he moved, from the evenness of his good humor and the charm and spirit which he infused into every
subject. The Prince had, likewise, good sense enough to appreciate his virtues, virtues which he himself possessed
in no ordinary degree. Indeed, all he attempted, even his recreations, bore a lofty character: difficulties deterred
him not, and no disappointment could vanquish his spirit of perseverance. The value of this last quality was
heightened by a very pleasing figure, an appearance of blooming health and Herculean power, animated by the
eloquent play of a spirit which shone in his eye, in his carriage, and even in a natural dignity, relieved by a due
share of modesty of manner.
If the Prince was charmed with the spirit of his new associate, his seductive exterior appealed no less
powerfully to his approbation and his taste. Similarity of age, of inclination, and of character shortly led to a
degree of intimacy, which to all the warmth of friendship added all the fervor and sympathy of early youth. G——
stepped from one promotion to another, although these proofs of favor still appeared, in the eyes of the Prince, to
leave him far behind what his deserts entitled him to. His good fortune rapidly advanced, for the author of it was
his greatest admirer and his warmest friend. Not yet twenty-two years of age, he already saw himself placed upon
an eminence formerly attained only by the most fortunate at the close of their career.
But his active spirit was incapable of reposing long in the lap of ease and idle vanity, or contenting itself with
the glittering trappings of a large fortune, for the application of which, however, as well as its enjoyment, he by no
means wanted either inclination or power. Often when the Prince was engaged in parties of pleasure his young
favorite would seek the calm oak or beechen shade, and devote himself with unwearied assiduity to affairs, in
which he at length became so skilful and judicious that no opportunity of employing him was omitted in which
the talent of a single individual was required. From the mere companion of his pleasures, he soon became first
counselor and Minister, and finally the director of his Prince. In a short time there was no way to obtain the royal
favor but through him. He had the disposal of all rank and offices, all rewards and remunerations were received
through his hands.
Still G—— was far too young and inexperienced, and had risen by too rapid strides, to enjoy his vast influence
with moderation. The height on which he contemplated himself made his ambition giddy, and all modesty forsook
him when he achieved the last honors which he had in view. The respectful humility and attentions shown him by
the first nobles of the land, by all who, in birth, fortune, and reputation, among the oldest and most experienced of
their age, so far surpassed him, excited the slumbering embers of pride and tyranny, while his unlimited power
produced an evident hardness of character, which thenceforth, throughout all the variations of his fortune,
remained. There was no service, however painful or great, which his friends might not venture to solicit; but woe
be to his enemies! For, in proportion as his favors exceeded all due limits, his revenge was bitter and fatal. He was
less solicitous to enrich himself than a number of his creatures; such as were most eager to do him fealty, and
obey him as the author of their fortunes, while sheer whim, not justice, dictated his choice of them. Yet by
exacting too much, by the haughtiness of his commands and whole demeanor, he soon weaned from him the
hearts even of those who were most bounden to him; while his rivals and secret enviers of his power were quickly
converted into his deadliest enemies.
*
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Among others, who kept the most jealous eye upon all his motions, and with the quick, steady hand of hate
were collecting the materials for his future accusation and slowly undermining the pillars of his greatness, was a
Piedmontese Count, named Joseph Martinenzo, belonging to the Prince’s suite. G—— himself had promoted him,
as a poor harmless obedient creature, to his present post—that of supplying his own place in attending upon the
pleasures of his princely master, which he began to find too irksome, and which he willingly exchanged for some
more important occupation.
Viewing this man merely as the work of his own hands, which he might, at any period he best pleased, again
consign to its original nothingness, he felt assured, from equal motives of fear and gratitude, of the fidelity of his
creature. He thus fell into the same error as was committed by Richelieu, in entrusting Lewis the Thirteenth to the
care of the young Le Grand,\fn{The future Louis XIV, surnamed Louis Le Grand} as one of his playthings. Without
Richelieu’s ability, also, of repairing so great a mistake, he had moreover to deal with a far bitterer enemy than the
French Minister had to encounter.
Instead of boasting of his good fortune, or allowing his patron to feel that he could venture to dispense with his
farther patronage, Martinenzo was only the more cautious to maintain the show of dependence, and to bind
himself with affected humility in closer alliance with his benefactor. Meanwhile, he did not omit to avail himself
of the advantage afforded him by his office to ingratiate himself by every means in his power personally with the
Prince; until from being useful, he became indispensable to him. In a very short period he made himself master of
the Prince’s mind—he discovered all the avenues to his confidence and favor, in both which he then gradually
usurped a place. All those arts which pride and a natural elevation of character had taught the Minister to hold in
contempt were brought into play by the Italian, who was not any way scrupulous in the attainment of his object,
about the means employed, however vile and despicable.
He was well aware that mankind never stand so much in need of a guide and companion as in the career of
vice, and that nothing so much conduces to unreserved confidence as participation in common foibles. With this
knowledge he proceeded to play upon the Prince, to excite passions which had hitherto lain dormant, and direct
them, as his confidential adviser and accomplice, to the worst of purposes. By a train of the most seductive arts he
plunged him into excesses which admitted of no participation and no witness, and thus finally became master of
secrets which were to be entrusted to no third person. Upon the progressive degradation of the Prince’s character
he now began to lay the foundation of his own fortunes; the secrets which rendered him so formidable soon
obtained for him complete dominion over the Prince’s feelings, before G—— even suspected that he had a rival.
It may appear strange that so important a change should escape the Minister’s sagacity; but he had, unluckily,
too high an opinion of his worth to suspect that a man like Martinenzo would venture to start up as an opponent;
while the latter was himself too cautious to commit the least error which might tend to rouse him from his proud
security. The same overweening confidence which had caused the downfall of so many of his predecessors from
the slippery summit of royal favor was fast preparing the Minister’s ruin. The confidential terms upon which he
saw his own creature Martinenzo with his master gave him no uneasiness; he was glad to resign a species of favor
which he despised, and which had never offered itself to him as the goal of his ambition: it was only as it
smoothed his path to power that he had ever valued the Prince’s friendship, and having ascended the summit of
his wishes, he inconsiderately threw down the ladder by which he had risen.
Martinenzo was not the man to play a subordinate part. At each step in the Prince’s favor his hopes, too, rose
higher, and his ambition, in so friendly a soil, began to strike deeper and stronger roots. His artful game of
humility towards his benefactor became daily more hateful to him, in proportion as the growth of his reputation
excited haughtier feelings. The Minister’s deportment towards him, on the other hand, so far from becoming more
delicate with his rapid rise in the Prince’s favor, evidently aimed at humbling his grown pride by wholesome
admonitions reminding him of his dependence—a species of tyranny which finally grew so intolerable that he
eagerly laid a plot to end it at a single blow, and aimed boldly at the destruction of his rival. Under an
impenetrable veil of dissimulation he brought his plan to full maturity.
Still he did not venture to enter into open competition with his rival: although the first glow of the Minister’s
favor was at an end, it had commenced too early, and spread too deep roots, to be torn rudely from the bosom of
the Prince. The slightest circumstance might restore it to all its former vigor, a truth which convinced the Italian
that the blow which he was about to strike must either fail or prove fatal. The ground which the Minister had lost
in the Prince’s affections was perhaps compensated by the degrees of respect and awe acquired in its place, with
which he held both his mind and councils in control—a control arising out of his political skill and fidelity, not
easily shaken off. Dear as he had once been to his master as a friend, he was now equally powerful as a Minister.
By what means the Italian actually succeeded in his object remains a secret with the few who aided him in
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directing and in striking the blow. It was reported that he had detected a secret correspondence of a treacherous
nature, carried on by the Minister with a neighboring Court; but whether his proposals had been listened to or
rejected, remained matter of doubt. Whatever degree of truth there might be in the accusation, it fully answered
the end proposed. The Prince viewed G—— in the light of one of the most ungrateful and treacherous of
mankind, whose delinquencies were fully proved, and only awaited their due punishment. This was arranged
secretly between the new favorite and his master; G—— was unconscious of the gathering storm, and continued
wrapped in this fatal security, until the last startling and terrific moment, which precipitated him from the summit
of princely honors—the envy and the gaze of all eyes—into the lowest depths of obloquy and contempt.
On the appointed day, G—— appeared as usual upon the parade, no longer an ensign, as he had commenced
not many years before, but as an officer of distinguished rank. Even this was only meant as a modest veil for the
exercise of his political power, which, in fact, placed him above the foremost of the land. The parade was his
favorite place of indulging all the pride of patronage, of receiving the obsequious attentions of his creatures, and
thus rewarding himself for the laborious exertions of the day. his chief dependents, all men of rank, were seen
gathering round him, eager to offer their obeisance, yet evidently anxious as to the kind of reception they might
meet with. The Prince himself, as he passed by, beheld his chief Minister with a relenting eye; he felt how much
more dangerous it would be to dispense with the services of such a man than with the friendship of his rival. Yet
this was the spot where he was flattered, and almost adored like a god, which had just been cruelly selected for the
revolting scene of his disgrace; but the Prince rejoined the Italian, and the affair was suffered to proceed.
G—— mingled carelessly in the well-known circle, quite as unsuspicious of the bursting storm as their
honored patron, offering their distant and most flattering respects, and awaiting his commands. Shortly appeared
Martinenzo, accompanied by some State officers, no longer the same meek, cringing, smiling, courtling; the
presumption and insolence of a lackey suddenly elevated into a master were visible in his quick, haughty step and
his fiery eye. He marched straight up to the Prime Minister, and confronted him, with his hat on, for some
moments, without uttering a word; then in the Prince’s name he required his sword. This was handed to him with
a look of silent, terrific emotion; and, thrusting the naked point into the ground, he split it into shivers with his
foot; the fragments lay at G——’s feet.
At this signal the two adjutants likewise seized him; one strove to tear the order of the cross from his breast,
the other pulled off the shoulder knots, the facings of his uniform, and even the plume of feathers from his hat.
During this cruel and unmanly proceeding, which passed almost in an instant, not a single voice was raised; a
breathless silence reigned throughout the immense throng. Yet more than five hundred persons of rank were
present; but all, with pale cheek and beating heart, stood motionless around him, the most painful expression of
surprise visible in every quivering lip and every muscle of their face.
At this trying juncture, while thus bereaving him of his honors, G—— presented a singular, but no despicable
picture to the eye; he laughed, but with difficulty could conquer his surprise; it was a laugh such as can only be
heard at the gallows tree, in spite of nature and of death. Thousands in his place would have sunk powerless to the
earth; his firmer nerves, his unflinching spirit, bore him through, and supported him, while he drained the cup of
poison to the dregs. When this procedure ended, he was conducted, through rows of numberless spectators, to the
very extremity of the parade, where a covered carriage was in waiting for him. He was motioned to ascend, an
escort of hussars being ready mounted to attend him. Meanwhile, the report of this transaction was spread on all
sides: windows were opened, the streets were filled with throngs of curious people pursuing the carriage, and
whose mingled cries of triumph, of scorn, or of indignation at what had passed were echoed far and wide—all
connected with his name.
At length, however, he escaped the hideous din, though a no less fearful trial now awaited him. The carriage
turned out of the high road into a narrow, unfrequented byway, towards the place of judgment, whither, by
command of the Prince, he is borne along at a slow pace. Here, after he had suffered all the torture of anticipated
execution, tenfold embittered by its manner, the carriage turned off intro a more public path. Exposed to the sultry
summer heat, without hearing any accusation, without attendance or consolation, he passed seven heavy and
afflicting hours, before he arrived at his place of destination. Late in the evening the carriage stopped; when,
deprived of all consciousness, his gigantic strength having at length yielded to twelve hours’ fast and consuming
thirst, G—— was dragged like a felon from his seat.
On again returning to life, he found himself consigned to a subterranean dungeon, dimly lighted by the rising
moon, which cast its sickly rays from a height of nineteen fathoms through a few grated openings, admitting also
the cold air from above. Near him he finds a portion of coarse bread, with a vessel of water, and a heap of straw
for his couch. He endured this situation without any interruption, until noon the ensuing day, when he heard a sash
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of one of the iron windows in the center of the tower drawn aside; two hands were visible, lowering down a
basket, like that which he found containing his food the day before. For the first time since the frightful revolution
of his affairs he felt some inclination to inquire into the cause and into the nature of his future destiny. But he
received no answer from above; the hands disappeared, and the sash was closed.
Thus, without beholding the face, or hearing the voice of a fellow-creature; without the least light thrown upon
his destiny, left in utter ignorance both as to the future and the past; never feeling the warmth of the sun nor the
freshness of the air; remote from human aid and human compassion, he numbered in this frightful abode four
hundred and ninety long and heavy days, sustained upon a small allowance of coarse bread. The last, too, was
provided with that sorrowful monotony on the noon of each day, which, while it sustains life, only renders it more
sensible of its utter wretchedness.
Yet this was not enough. He one day made a discovery which filled up the measure of his calamity. He
recognized the place: it was the same which, in his rage of vengeance against a worthy officer who had had the
misfortune to displease him, he himself ordered to be constructed only a few months before, and had even
suggested the manner in which it might be rendered more revolting and terrific. He had likewise visited the place
only shortly before, in order to witness its completion. What added the last bitter sting to his punishment was that
the same officer who had been destined to occupy it, an aged and meritorious colonel, had just succeeded the late
commandeer of the fortress, and, by a short of retributive justice, was made the master of his enemy’s destiny. He
was deprived, as it were, of the last poor comfort, the right of compassionating himself. He knew he did not
deserve it; he was to himself an object of disgust and the bitterest self-contempt—a feeling of all others the
hardest to support by a haughty mind—to depend wholly upon the magnanimity of a foe to whom he had shown
none.
His gaoleer was, fortunately for him, a man of noble feeling, who scorned to take a mean revenge. He felt
sorry at the idea of fulfilling the part assigned him; yet, as a faithful subject and an old soldier, he did not think
himself justified in departing from the usual rules, and he feared to swerve from his instructions. Still he pitied
him, and pointed him out to a benevolent assistant, the preacher of the prison, who, having been able to ascertain
nothing beyond mere report against the prisoners, resolved, as far as possible, to mitigate his sufferings. This
excellent man, whose name I unwillingly suppress, believed he could in no way better fulfill his pious charge than
by bestowing his spiritual support and consolations upon a being deprived of all other hopes of mercy.
As he could not obtain permission from the commandant himself to visit the prisoner, he cheerfully proceeded
to the capital, in order to visit the prisoner, he cheerfully proceeded to the capital, in order to solicit personally the
Prince’s consent. He fell at his feet appealing for some mitigation of the poor captive’s sufferings; destitute of the
aids of religion, never denied to the worst of felons, pining in solitude, and perhaps on the brink of madness or
despair. With perfect confidence and sincerity, he then insisted, in the name of his pious calling, on free
admittance to the prisoner, whom he claimed as a penitent, and for whose soul he was responsible. His subject
made him eloquent; and he already began to make some impression upon the Prince, who at first had refused his
request. Nor did the pious man relinquish his efforts until he had extorted full permission to visit the wretched
prisoner and administer to his spiritual wants.
The first human face G—— saw, after a lapse of sixteen months, was that of his new benefactor. He was
eloquent in his gratitude, for he was the only friend he had in the world: in all his prosperity he had never boasted
one. The good pastor’s was like an angel’s visit: it would be impossible to describe his feelings; but from this day
forth his tears flowed more freely; he had found a being who sympathized with and compassionated him.
The pastor was filled with horror and astonishment on entering the frightful vault. His eyes sought a human
form, and beheld, creeping towards him from one corner, a white and wild-looking living skeleton, his couch
resembling rather the den of a beast of prey than a human resting place. All vital signs seemed fled from his
countenance; grief and despair had traced deep furrows there; his beard and nails were grown to a frightful length;
his raiment had fallen from about him in tatters; and, for want of water and all means of cleanliness, the air was
contaminated around. In this state he found the favorite of fortune; his iron frame had stood proof against the
severity of his trial.
Almost terrified at the sight, the pastor soon hastened back to the Governor, in order to solicit a second
alleviation of his sufferings, without which the first would prove of little avail. This, however, being in opposition
to the strict letter of the Governor’s instructions, the noble-minded being resolved on a second journey to the
capital, in the hope of obtaining some further concessions from the Prince. He declares that he cannot, without
violating the sacred character of the sacrament, administer it to a wretch who has been deprived of the exterior
resemblance of a human being. In this object, too, the good man succeeded; and, from that day forth, for the first
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time, the prisoner might be said to receive a new existence.
Many years, however, subsequent, G—— was condemned to languish in captivity, though of a less revolting
character than what he had previously suffered; more especially after the short summer of the new favorite’s reign
was passed, and others succeeded in his place, who either possessed more humanity or had no motive for revenge.
Yet ten years expired before the hour of his delivery approached, without any judicial investigation or any formal
acquittal. He was presented with his freedom as a sort of princely gift; being, at the same time, requested to banish
himself forever from his native country.
But here the oral traditions, which I have been able to collect respecting his history, begin to fail; and I find
myself compelled to omit an intervening period of about twenty years. During the interval he entered upon his
military career afresh, in foreign service; which at last brought him, by combined industry and skill, to a pitch of
greatness equal to what he had formerly attained in his native land. Time, likewise, finally a friend to the
unfortunate, which ever makes slow but sure approaches to decrees of justice, took some retributive acts upon
itself.
The Prince’s days of passion and of pleasure were over; humanity gradually resumed its sway over him, and
when his hair became blanched and he trembled over the brink of the grave, the friend of his early youth appeared
to him and constantly haunted his rest. In order to repair, as far as he yet could, the injuries which he had heaped
upon him, the Prince, with friendly expressions, invited the banished man to revisit his native land, which for
some time past he had eagerly longed to do.
The meeting was extremely trying, though apparently warm and cordial, as if they had only separated a few
days before. The Prince looked earnestly, as if trying to recall features so well known and yet so strange to him;
he appeared as if numbering the deep furrows which he had himself so cruelly traced there. But nowhere in that
aged, grief-worn countenance, could he recognize the features of his early companion and friend. The welcome
and the look of mutual confidence were evidently forced on both sides; mutual shame and dread had virtually
separated their hearts—to meet no more. A single look, which brought back to the Prince’s soul the full sense of
his guilty precipitancy and violence, hurt the Prince; while G—— felt that he could no longer entertain any regard
for the author of his misfortunes.
Yet in a short time G—— was reinstated in all his ancient honors and authority, the Prince attempting to salve
his conscience by vanquishing his dislike and showering upon him the most splendid favors, as some
remuneration for what had passed. Never, however, could he win back the sincere good will and attachment which
had once distinguished him; his heart was closed to all the enjoyments of life. Could he restore him the years of
hope and happiness of which he had deprived him, or bestow the shadow of pleasure on old age, which only
seemed to mock the real energies and delights of life which he had formerly extinguished?
G—— continued in possession of this clear, unruffled evening of his days during nineteen years: neither had
fate nor time quenched the fire of passion, nor wholly obscured the lively humor and spirit of his character. In his
seventieth year he was still in pursuit of the shadow of a blessing which he really possessed when he was only
twenty. He at length died, being then governor of a fortress for the confinement of State prisoners.
One would have naturally expected that he would have conducted himself with humanity, the value of which
he had so sensibly experienced, towards his unfortunate fellow creatures. Nothing of the kind! He treated them
with harshness and ill-temper; so much so, that in his eightieth year a sudden fit of passion into which he threw
himself against one of his prisoners deprived him of his existence.
268.66 Excerpt from Florentin. A Novel\fn{by Dorothea Mendelssohn von Schlegel (1764-1839)} Berlin, Germany (F) 11
1
It was on one of the first beautiful spring mornings. Traces of the past winter and of the severity with which it
had raged so long were visible everywhere, in the fields, on the meadows, and in the woods. Once more winter
had erupted in a powerful storm, but it was the last time. The clouds were driven away by the storm, the sun broke
through, and a half-hearted, mild warmth streamed through the air. Young blades of grass were pushing their way
upwards; violets and sweet primroses were carefully lifting their small heads; the earth was freed from its chains
and was celebrating its wedding day.
A mounted traveller trotted bravely up the hill. Absorbed in the enjoyment of the splendor surrounding him and
in fantasies that tugged him now forwards, now backwards, he had missed the right path. He suddenly found
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himself before a forest through which he had to travel if he didn’t want to turn around again and ride back. No
other path could be found. For a long time he was uncertain.
“It would be useless to turn back again. Have I gotten to this point for naught? I came to this forest in about
the same way I came into life … On the whole I’ve probably taken the wrong path. And how? What if the
return were impossible for me here as well as there? … Let my trip be like my life, and like all of nature,
unceasingly forward! What will meet me on this trip of life, or on the life of travel? … I boast of being a free
man. This sunshine, this warm embrace, the young buds, the anticipation of things which surround me is to
blame for my anticipation also … and of what? … Had not hope and anticipation fled from me a long time ago
with all this colorful bauble! It would be foolish enough if this path ultimately led me to the right place just as
life leads to the inevitable goal.”
Amidst these reflections and self-derision, he rode on quickly. Finally he felt his horse growing weary; he
himself was soaking wet from the night rain. He now wished to find some shelter soon in order to be able to rest a
little.
“Take heart, white horse! We must both go on. But it is reasonable that you not have it worse than I.”
With this he jumped down, loosened the straps and buckles on the saddle and bridle, and led the horse on the
reins. The white horse whinnied and pawed the ground as if he wanted to give a sign of his satisfaction. His
master turned around to face him, stood still, put both hands on the horse’s head, and looked at him gravely.
“Let me embrace you, white horse,” he said, “you are a regal animal! An animal for kings! To be eternalized in
history—you as a model of loyalty and submissiveness, I as an example of philanthropic condescension—all we
need is for me to possess a throne and for you to be my subject. To be sure, you are completely amazed and
happy, and undoubtedly you feel thoroughly fortunate to have been ridden until the end of your faithful life by me
and by no other. Do you suspect a little that I relieved you of your burden somewhat so that you wouldn’t
completely sink under me and perish before I can do without you? I know it, but you should never learn it, for you
should be happy. Depend on my vigilance. You should certainly never be disturbed in your sensible belief that you
in your want of reason and humble contentedness are a happy animal.”
He left the head of the white horse and thoughtfully stood leaning against him for awhile. His eyes wandered.
Now they looked at the objects surrounding him with intense pleasure; now they looked longingly into the
distance. For him there were moments when he was aware of no oppressing, of no past relationship. It seemed to
him, especially when alone and in the open, as if he had left behind everything that had ever hurt him and was
drawing near a bright prospect. He could imagine having died a moment ago and having gone over into a more
beautiful existence with this better feeling.
“Which longing, suspecting hope is drawing me to you people again? Why am I again yielding to your senseless
institutions? Am I not aware that I have long been weary of what I seek among you? … It’s beautiful here in the
woods! I would like to stay here … here, here I should stay! … Alone? … Ah, not alone! with her! … My eye has
not yet seen her, but I know her … She will leave everything that claims to hold her. And when she has found me,
she will follow me here and will live from love with me here. Let me embrace you! Come, rest on this heart which
has suffered hard strokes of fate as has yours. Let me dry your tears. Look around you! What you left was not the
world. Chains, narrow walls, did you call that the free, beautiful world? … You have dreamed heavily, oh,
awaken, and recognize here what you have been searching for! …”
Not far from him a shot went off, and soon thereafter a call for help was heard. In a moment saddle and
harness were put to order again. Forgetting his dreams, the tiredness of his white horse, and his own weariness, he
had swung onto the horse and galloped to the area from which he heard the voice. He came to a small, round,
densely enclosed place in the most overgrown part of the forest. Here a richly dressed attendant hastily galloped
toward him, leading a saddled horse.
“Save my noble master!” the boy cried.
Our traveller looked in the direction of the area to which the boy anxiously pointed and saw an elderly man who
was just about to kill a wild boar. He saw how the man stepped back in order to be able to lean his back against a
tree, saw him trip on a tree root and fall backwards. He was in the greatest danger of being ripped apart by the
excited sow.
Immediately the traveller sprang from his horse and fired his pistol at the animal. Without hitting it, he directed
the animal’s anger at himself. This was his intention. The enraged animal turned around and charged him. With
composure and presence of mind, he drew his hunting knife and warded it off.
In the meantime, the old gentleman had stood up. He then approached the traveller, thanked him profusely, and
praised his courage and skillfulness. The latter gracefully dismissed both and asked courteously whether the
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gentleman was hurt. Assured that he wasn’t, he turned to his white horse, quietly standing where he had left him.
The gentleman expressed surprise at the meekness of an animal that otherwise looked so adventuresome.
“As jealous as I otherwise am to have only meritorious things said about my companion,” the traveller replied,
“I must nonetheless admit that this time he is fprced to be virtuous. The good animal is exhausted. Does the path I
chanced upon go through the woods? And to where does it lead?” He had meanwhile mounted his horse again,
saluted the old gentleman, and was about to ride back.
“I hoped you wouldn’t leave me again so quickly,” the old gentleman said. “You have merited the greatest right
to my gratitude. It would grieve me if you wanted to rob me of all opportunity to express it. To the great service
which you performed for me, add yet one more. Permit me to introduce you to my family. My wife, my
children would be inconsolable if they couldn’t show their joy to him who saved my life. Come, my son!” he
called to a young man who came rushing to them on a side path, jumped from his horse, and hastened toward
him with concerned joy, “help me entreat this gentleman not to hasten from us. You owe him nothing less
than the life of your father.”
“Oh my father,” the young man called, “that I had to leave you precisely at that moment! My God, you were so
close … My Lord,” he said, turning to the traveller, “you have saved a priceless life. Do not refuse to accept the
gratitude of a loving family, who escaped a horrible accident with your help.”
“It would be insolent of me,” he answered, “if I continued to refuse.”
The old man politely and sincerely expressed his pleasure with this decision; the young man shook hands with
him, and said several things that conveyed the greatest feeling. The traveller straightened his trappings to total
order. Now they all hastened back on the same path on which the traveller had come.
“But how did it actually happen,” the young man asked, “how did you come to the dangerous adventure, my
father?”
“Totally by chance,” he answered. “You know that some days ago the hunter was instructed to seek out the
boar’s lair because complaints about ravages were growing daily. Till now he had not yet found it. I
accidentally discovered it when I went to find the bird I had shot down. I marked the place in order to show it
to the hunter and went closer to the lair because the old sow wasn’t there. In that moment, however, she came
out of the thicket, where the shot had startled her, and charged me.”
And then he magnificently explained the entire happening and what the stranger had so fortuitously done.
The young man tried to justify the great distance he had gone from the gentleman. And then the attendant
told about his horror when he had seen His Honor misfire; how he immediately called for help and met the
stranger, and how he, too, misfired; how he then in great fear rode around to find the young Lord whom he
finally found on the mountain at the end of the woods with a good view of the castle garden.
The stranger was quiet and did not participate in any way in these detailed narratives. They were heard one
after the other and taught no one anything new. But no one wanted to lose one word of them and all of them began
and ended with the greatest praise for the stranger.
“In the world one can no longer kill an animal,” he thought, “because one wants to, or because it gets in the
way, without experiencing a lot of boredom. To his own good fortune the good man was saved; is it my fault
that his life hung on my game? They could save the expansive gratitude for a greater service … I would have
the greatest desire in the world to express that to them with the same pathos in which they tell each other about
the wonderful happening. By God! These people are making me very impatient. The solemn, ceremonious,
courteous old gentleman. The sensitive, exalted boy! Representatives of their age and class … If I had to paint
their portraits for an ancestral gallery, I would paint the first one in great devotion presenting a heart pierced
with arrows, and the other one absorbed in solemn and moving meditations over a bunch of forget-me-nots. It is
the most ridiculous thing in the world, except for me, who lets himself be induced to follow them in procession
… What do I want there? To have what I must now hear to excess repeated to me by the entire family? Or am I
not again already imagining that a secret tug within my heart is drawing me there? … I have always been my
own fool.”
The old gentleman interrupted his soliloquy.
“The name of a man,” he began, “can tell us little more than we already know from the first glance and his
entire deportment. However, if you have no reasons to keep it secret, then I entreat you to tell us yours. The
best families of our land are known to me in one way or another … just as I will not be unknown to most,” he
added with a kind of self-consciousness. My name is Count Schwarzenberg. I am a general in the service of the
Kaiser. This young man is Eduard von Usingen, a son of my deceased friend, and soon my beloved son, the
husband of my daughter.”
47

“

'My name is Florentin.”
“I have not heard the name before.”
“I am a stranger.”
“I value your acquaintance; I may assume that you will consider my house as your own. As a foreigner you
might find yourself in a position to make use of that.”
“Your offer,” Florentin replied politely, “demands my total gratitude; I only wish I were now able to make use
of it already.”
“What do you mean?”
“I want to shorten my trip through Germany and go by the shortest route directly to the nearest harbor where I
want to board ship for America to offer my services to the English colonies.”
“To America?” called Eduard.
“Your fatherland doesn’t hold you?” the Count asked.
“Where is my fatherland?” Florentin called in a sadly bitter tone, then immediately said half jokingly,
“as far back as I can remember, I was an orphan and a stranger on earth, and thus I intend to call the land
where I will first be called father my fatherland.”
He was silent, and he lowered his glance sadly and seriously.
Reservedly the other did not pursue it further. They spoke of many things which were significant enough
to stir in each a desire for closer acquaintanceship. They reached the park that was separated from the forest
by a mere hawthorn hedge. Here they turned their horses over to the boy.
“With this hedge,” said the Count, “my wife declared a part of the forest a park or sanctuary for stags and does
who, pursued by the hunter, make their escape here. For here the hoof of a horse, the barking of dogs, a shot must
not be heard. At the most, she allows a happy hunter’s tune to please her, for then she can hear me returning when
I am still far away.”
They took the path through the park to the big, tall castle that seemed to have been built in the age of the old
knights, and crossed a drawbridge through a large outer court entry. At the gate two women came toward them: an
exceedingly beautiful girl between fifteen and sixteen years old and a very beautiful woman who seemed to be her
mother. Florentin gained cheerfulness and confidence at the sight of the two beautiful ladies whom the Count
introduced to him as his wife and his eldest daughter.
“You kept us waiting a long time today,” the Countess called to them.
“For that, my love, a valued guest is being introduced to you. Welcome Florentin. And our little ones? They
probably aren’t far away?”
“They are still awaiting their father’s arrival in the garden. Theresa was busy with a long chain of
flowerstalks with which she wants to fasten you so you won’t go away from her all the time.”
“You see me again, m’love, uninjured and alive (it easily could have been otherwise) and you don’t suspect to
whom you owe this?”
“Next to the goodness of God, my prayers, and your bravery I wouldn’t know!”
“You owe it to the young hero here; come, later I’ll tell you all about it in detail.”
“Once again I warmly welcome you!” the Countess said and happily extended to the stranger her hand which
he kissed.
In the meantime, Juliane, who after the greeting had retreated a few steps with Eduard, had come closer again.
Eduard had been telling her something animatedly, and as far as Florentin could tell she had been listening
attentively. Now she approached him.
“Our good angel led you on this path!” she whispered softly and blushed shyly.
Just then the children, two boys and a girl, came running from the garden. The noise, the turmoil and
jesting, affected everyone. The little ones bound their father with their chains and pulled him to the steps with
their small hands. Their father surrendered completely to the will of the children and the others followed.
Some house guests joined the group and everyone went to the table.
Because of the general gaiety and genial mood, which nothing interrupted, Florentin felt easy and
comfortable. He was treated like an acquaintance of old, like a house guest. The candor in the women’s greetings
when they met him, the few meaningful words, the heartfelt tone, and the look that accompanied them, had
moved him to remain more so than did the grateful invitations of the men. The open, trusting, innocent conduct
of the parents, children, siblings, house guest, and domestics toward one another was bound to banish any
coercion and any distrust. One could not easily find a family like this one in which each relationship was
maintained so purely and with such refinement, which seemed to he animated by one communal spirit while
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each individual remained true to one’s own worth. Here for the first time Florentin observed the true inner love
of children for parents and the respect of parents for the rights of their children. No one denied oneself in order to
please another; everyone co-existed with everyone else perfectly well.
The external also harmonized. Comfort and elegance charmingly appeared everywhere through the bright,
somewhat ancient splendor. Similarly, the serious will of the master of the house was tempered by the more
obliging inclination of its mistress. A general sense of well-being was spread all around, a certain abundance and
unconcerned order, nothing of the frugalness alongside senseless extravagance that one so often notices where the
one-sided effort for a forced brilliance causes the rest to appear shabby.
Florentin now observed the beauty of the two women with great admiration. Juliane’s face did not belong to the
regular beauties at which one stared but whose lack of vitality left one cold. The fine play of the expressive
features, which so visibly reflected what transpired in her soul, was irresistibly attractive and pleasant. Although
not very tall, she was built in the most perfect proportions. A veritable wealth of light brown hair flowed in many
locks and braids around the small, beautifully formed head and the white nape of the neck. The slender throat,
which was often bent to the side in sweet cunning and then again raised freely and proudly, joined the youthful
breasts in smooth contours. A glowing color, a beautifully formed arm, a longish hand through whose whiteness the
bluish veins played, delicate fingers that ended in finely painted red, the bright but flexible tone of her voice; the
slight stubbornness in the close-knit eyebrows and in the somewhat pouting mouth, the grace in the play of the
dimples that quickly appeared and disappeared in the cheek and chin; big, dark blue eyes that now sparkled full of
soul and a happy life, now lowered tearfully like bedewed violets under the long, silky eyelashes, now looked
trustingly into another’s eyes with childlike navïtê or which could look around with great, almost frightening
majesty; especially the fineness, the delicateness, and yet the decisiveness and deliberateness, as it were, the
lucidity from which her entire essence seemed to be formed. All these were so many enchantments from whose
unified power Florentin could not remain unaffected. It was striking the way her build and her charm, having so
perfectly flowered, already shone forth in the young girl who was still almost a child. This miracle resembled a
work of love, in whose bloom this young bud seemed to unfold.
Eleonore was also a very beautiful woman. When he saw her tall, somewhat full figure, over which was spread
the expression of gentleness, of inner happy peace, of maternal love, and of blessing, it seemed to him as if he saw
the picture of the beneficent Ceres. Everything about her, including the round hands, bore the mark of this
character. One looked into her beautiful blue eyes as into a cloudless heaven; blonde hair in small ringlets
pleasantly surrounded the dazzlingly white forehead. One could not look at her without becoming pleased; she
comfortingly smiled away every sorrow out of the human breast.
Whoever can paint a clear picture of the two beautiful women from this perhaps somewhat too detailed
description, will not find it unnatural that Florentin delayed his trip and his plan and gladly accepted the Count’s
invitation to remain with them until after the wedding feast. It was now dreadful to think of his isolation, which
until just a few hours ago was so dear to him. Even if he had wanted to remain true to his first intention, the
invitation of the well-intentioned Eleonote and the flattering glance of Juliane could not be resisted. And thus he
promised to remain.
After dinner several beautiful horses were paraded before him. Florentin praised them, and the Count was
delighted to discover that he was so knowledgeable. The Countess now led them to the park where she showed
them several new gardens made under her supervision. On the return trip they went through the large, beautiful
village at the foot of the hill on which the castle lay. Here, too, affluence and wealth spread down like blessings
from heaven. They were respectfully greeted by the people who met them, without fear and without servile
abasement. Health and joy radiated from each face; order and cleanliness glowed out of every house. Beautiful,
happy children danced on the lawn in the glow of the setting sun. The stranger’s heart overflowed; it seemed to him
as if he found here the golden age which he thought to have fled forever.
After they had looked at the beautiful, large farm buildings and several interior installations along the way,
they returned to the castle. Like a child Florentin rejoiced in everything he saw and especially in the friendly,
easy order with which everything was directed. He had always seen everything that belonged to such
complexes in such a wretched, offensive form that he had to consider it oppressive and stifling to the spirit.
But how different he found it here! Now he asked the Count enthusiastically about many things that were
unfamiliar to him.
“Don’t you want to turn immediately,” the Count said, “to the great master whose pupil I too am? Everything
you saw here, everything that delights you, is the work of my Eleonore. It was she who first molded me to a
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certain extent to the work. Actually we live like our German fathers: war occupies the man and in peace it is the
hunt that occupies him; the house and the domestic housekeeping belong to the woman.”
“Just think,” Eleonore said, “the man who is speaking so warlike and wildly must take over some domestic
concerns.”
“It suits the man anyway,” the Count replied, “to be the helpmeet of a woman who dares to be his comrade in
the field.”
“May I learn what you mean?” asked Florentin.
“Nothing, nothing,” the Countess called, “don’t listen to him. He will soon create for you an exaggerated
description of my deeds and works which amount to my loving him too much to be separated from him. Do you
want to become my pupil in housekeeping, Florentin? Then I will sit down peacefully and turn the household
affairs over to you.”
“It should belong to women.”
“Fine then, chose from the daughters of the land and live here in peace.”
“I will first have to struggle to win the right to both, Countess Eleonore; now I am seeking distance and war.”
“Bravo!” called the Count, “peace does no good until one needs it.”
Eduard seemed to be in some embarrassment here. Juliane glanced at him lovingly. The conversation took
another turn, and they went into a garden room where everyone who had scattered after dinner was once again
gathered together.
Juliane sat down at the piano; Eduard and several others reached for other instruments: a well-cast
concert was soon achieved. Juliane played excellently, and Eduard was a master on the cello. Eleonore
asked Florentin whether he played.
“I love music as the greatest benefactress of my life,” he replied, “how often has the celestial one sung to
rest the evil spirits that threateningly surrounded me! And thus to the extent nature taught me, I am, if you
so want to call it, musical, but I have not yet brought it to an art.”
With these words he took a guitar, tuned it, played several bars, and sang verses which he improvised. He sang
about the river which flowed close by under the windows of the garden room, about the valley, the forest, the tall
distant mountain whose apex was still illuminated by the rays of the setting sun which had long ceased to be
visible. Then he sang about his yearning that drew him far away, and about the indignation that restlessly drove
him about. He ended his song by praising beauty under whose protection the dawn of happiness shimmers for him
and at the sight of which every pain in his breast sinks back into the night of oblivion.
Here he stopped and put down his guitar. His words, free and unrestrained and yet meaningful and selected, had
now flowed nobly and quietly like the river about which they sang, now boldly raised over the clouds with the
mountain, now flickered pleasantly like the evening glow, and then so exceedingly sweetly presented the pains and
joys of his soul. His beautiful, pure, emphatic tenor’s voice had seemed now to be directed by him, now to
overpower him. The completely artless accompaniment, that always agreed exactly with his words and his deepest
feelings, that which words are unable to express, poured forth into the breast of the audience—with his bold, semirelaxed manners, with the enthusiasm on his noble face. All of this was so wonderful and gripped the audience so
strangely that they, totally enraptured by the phenomenon, were still lost in amazement and listening long after he
had put down the guitar.
Juliane broke the momentary stillness.
“Now it’s our turn, Eduard,” she called. “You played excellently, Florentin, but now you should also have to
praise us.”
She looked at the music; the Countess sat down at the piano and accompanied J uliane and Eduard. They sang
a comical duet with much humor and in an authenic Italian manner.
Juliane’s voice was thoroughly sweet and flattering and she controlled it like an experienced artist. Eduard,
too, had a beautiful sonorous bass voice and sang very pleasantly. When the duet was repeated, Florentin
accompanied the song, alternately singing now like a flute, now like a French horn. Everyone enjoyed it. The
gaiety and the laughter didn’t end. Refreshments were served. They joked and enjoyed themselves till late into the
night.
“Good night,” the Countess said. “I hope you won't regret your decision to spend some time with us after you
learn that all days are spent approximately as was today. You will be shown your room. Don’t be the last one up
tomorrow morning!”
2
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Florentin was alone. He leaned against a window of his bedroom from which he had a view over the village to
the vast fertile valley through which the river wove majestically and quietly in large undulations. In the gray
distance the high mountains completed the horizon. The valley was brightly illuminated by the moon. He watched
the shadows formed by the moonlight as they emerged in wonderful forms and then disappeared.
Thus he stood for a long time as if in thought, and yet he thought of nothing. On this day he had received so
many new impressions that he, as if intoxicated, had lost sight of himself. Gradually his soul became quiet, just as
tones always fade away in distant circles in the waves of the air until the vibrations become weaker and finally
everything is calm. So, too, it became still in him and the familiar image of himself again emerged clearly before
him.
But for a long time he could not grasp any happy thought. He was melancholy. He was sad that here, where it
seemed to be a law to belong to each other, he alone was a stranger, that he was standing alone, that in the entire
world no being was related to him, no human existence was joined to his. His sadness took him back to each
unpleasant situation in his life. The song of a nightingale reached him from the distance and totally dissolved his
soul in sadness. He yielded to it, and soon he felt his tears flowing.
“It is strange, extremely strange,” he said when he became more peaceful, “when I was still looking for society,
I learned to despise it, and now that I fled it, now that I hated it, now it must again appear kind. And here in an
aristocratic house where I otherwise always found the center of all silliness in human institutions, precisely here I
have to be reconciled again with society! … It is good that I will have this beautiful memory on my long
pilgrimage. Thus the future no longer lies so fathomless before me; thus a point in which hope is maintained
reveals itself to me in the far distance. Be satisfied with that, Florentin. Don’t try to hold firm what is destined to
pass you by. In the distance, as background, as the final goal of all human longing and striving, peace smiles
sweetly at me. Thus do I want to keep you firmly in my eye when the tumult of life wildly seizes me and I
threaten to sink in misery. You were right, good man, now it would not suit me. It is the Golden Fleece that must
be fought for with danger.”
He now thought especially of all of those whom he had found so accidentally that day and tried to understand
what impression they had made on him. In the few words he had heard him speak, Eduard certainly had become
dearer to him. He recognized this particularly because he could not think of Juliane with the frivolity that
otherwise was usual for him when he saw a beautiful woman. The relationships in which a woman stood hardly
ever kept him from schemes if he did not have to treat a friend with consideration.
“You appeared to me like a spring morning, delightful creature, and the sight of you filled my breast with
presentiment and joy. Only barbarians could remain without feeling at such beauty. Your arrangements should not
hinder me … nor should the innocent bridegroom … and in the end? … Don’t deceive yourself, Florentin.”
Wishes and memories of the lovely frivolity of the past awakened in him, and then the beloved of his future
friend and all their relationships again appeared to him in a dignity that terrified him. He had brought the guitar to
his room and had played it a bit during his meditations and short soliloques. Now he sang:
Under branches of myrtle
By the spring’s gentle flow
And the nightingale’s song,
On soft grass
Woven through with flowers
In the fragrant grove,
With branches bent
By golden fruit
And silver blossoms,
Under ever blue skies
And ever mild breaths of air
Which embrace you—
*
The girl in a light robe
Dances the colorful round,
Breaks the refreshing fruit,
Draws water from the spring.
On the rocks there is a hut
With few possessions,
There she rests her limbs
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On a clean bed.
*
You see your glance of longing
Deep in her heart,
She has understood you,
And shares the glowing fire.
Nothing resists your kisses
On lips and cheeks;
Lilies and roses,
Flowers and buds,
All is yours.
*
Light as the west wind,
Jesting like it,
You touch the flowers,
And flee over them,
Sparing the tender ones.
*
Who fears jealousy there?
Whom does fame lure?
Is the mother angry?
Indeed, she cannot hide
Her smile;
For her daughter calls
Her own sweet guilt
Back to her heart.
*
Be still, my mind!
A different land welcomes you;
A m ountain range rises between you
And those games. —
*
Sternly these walls surround you,
Serious laws and serious customs;
Vows, priests, witnesses,
Society of the coat of arms.
*
Countless things,
Forever foreign to jest,
Forever foreign to you,
Precede love,
And put the free one
In stern bonds.
*
So bound she passes by you.
Comfortingly extending her hand to you,
She looks full of longing into the distance.
I can never be your companion here,
She calls to you;
Among those flowers
You have played with me,
Here and there
I walked with you in jest.
*
You shall also
Find me serious again,
Serious and true;
And again be mine:
But let me be free.

3
The sun shone in brightly and warmly when Florentin awoke. He immediately set about to join the others whom
he expected to find in the garden.
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On the way he went through several state rooms of the old castle, which, with its towers, passagewavs. and high,
arched rooms, vividly transported him into the age of the knights. He loved to hear about knights when he was a
child, and they could still captivate his fantasy. Here he visualized the various scenes that were played in these
rooms; how all of the supporting players were interested in their role as if it would never end.
“And now,” he said, “where are they? Here perhaps a beautiful woman wept for her beloved, or about his
unfaithfulness, or a cruel fate that opposed her happiness. Tearfully she raised her pious eyes upward, and the little
angels, the saints, who are so artistically formed in the stucco on the ceiling, were witness to her sorrow. Here,
leaning against this high window, the youth tenderly and shyly pressed the blushing maiden to his heart and heard
with rapture the confession of her reciprocal love. Children and grandchildren hung around this roomy armchair and
listened to the thrilling ghost stories told by the grandfather, and to the wise moral. With the favored hunting dog on
the floor, the reward for their attentiveness was peaceably distributed. Parents sat at this artistically decorated table
and with joyful emotion thought about the first days of their love and the never violated faithfulness. They probably
also had some concern, some anxious hours about their distant son who had left home full of strength and
courageous ambition to test himself and to fight the feud for his father. Will he take care of himself? Are the servants
vigilant? Did an enemy’s shot hit him? He selected the largest sword. Was it too heavy for his arm? To be sure, he is
strong and robust, and God will protect the noble one. And before they think it through, that door opens, the youth
enters. He had hurried ahead alone to surprise his parents. They received him with their blessings; he was victorious,
the enemy is destroyed. New fame and splendor comes to the house through him! … Sun, stars, air, and earth,
everything surrounding them seemed so intimately intertwined with their life. But the sun and the stars rise and
set; seasons change. Their happiness and sorrow, their pain and joy, have marched past like shadows of the
clouds that flee past the sun, leaving no trace on the earth. What was sacred to them in life ended with life.
Heroes owe the remembrance of their descendants to honor alone, among all things solely to this. They continue
to live in future ages while millions among them perish … Thus it is also reasonable that they bring sacrifices to
the self-created idol before all gods; it is this one that makes them immortal while everything that nature planted
in their breast perishes with them.”
Eduard approached him.
“You’re already awake, Florentin. I wanted to fetch you. The others are probably in the garden room already.”
“I lingered somewhat too long in the rooms and passageways in order to view them. This castle is an excellent
monument of its century; I’m pleased that it’s so well maintained and so completely without modern addition. It
surprises me all the more since the other furnishing, on the whole, is more elegant and decorative according to
today’s taste rather than rich and costly as was the taste then.”
“Because this is left more to the Countess. She respects the trait of the Count who wishes to maintain what
testifies to the early history of his family in its original form, moves nothing from its place, and gives nothing that
has been preserved as a remnant from the past a different form. Therefore, the Count complaisantly puts up with
her other arrangements. You see yourself how cleverly and elegantly she can unite both. She retains the old with
respect, adding the pleasant things created by modern inventions.
“Those who have not had the opportunity to know the interior find it strange and allow themselves much
derision about the mixture of outmoded and modern taste. And it does look odd enough when a new flute clock on
the old thread carpets, large mirrors with heavy elaborate adornments and new crystal chandeliers, heavy chairs and
inviting sofas peacefully co-exist. You will find it that way in the garden, in the park, in short, everywhere. But
whoever knows the people who live here will soon find that which harmonizes in these apparent dissimilarities.
“The Countess is an admirable woman. She honors the mind and heart of her husband and everything sacred to
him with true religiosity. Must one trust her with no sense for the beautiful because she, unlike children, does not
destroy all familiar toys, does not always reach for the new, and does not always consider the latter the most
beautiful?”
“What I heard her say about works of art certainly does not betray a vulgar sense,” said Florentin.
“She’s made long trips and had the chance to see many of the finest works of art. But come now, they
are awaiting us. I just want to check first to see if the Count isn’t in his library. I haven’t seen him yet
today; perhaps he’ll go down with us.”
“I’ll go with you.”
They entered the chambers of the Count. He was no longer there. A large painting caught Florentin’s attention.
“Wait a minute, Eduard! Saint Ann, instructing the child Mary.”
“How do you like the painting?”
“It seems to be portraits. In the child I recognize Juliane.”
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“Indeed, that’s who it is.”
“It’s not badly painted. What is excellent is the distinctiveness in the heads as well as in the entire
arrangement of the painting. The listening attentiveness, the desire for instruction, and the belief of the child,
how the neck, the head, together with the look, are directed forward and upward; the half-opened mouth as if
she were afraid of missing a word and as if she wanted to comprehend the teachings through all her senses. At
the same time the abandonment, the forgetting of herself in the small figure who in a half-lying position
nestles on the lap of Ann. It is beautifully and tenderly felt. And this Ann, certainly a saint! This sublimity, this
gentle seriousness in transfigured eyes! With what love her head inclines to the dear child, her lips, teaching
virtue, open. Peace and dignity in the entire figure. And how exalted this hand which points toward heaven. Is
this Ann also a portrait?”
“It is a sister of the Count, whom he especially loves, Countess Clementina. You have heard us talk about
her already; we usually call her aunt. Juliane received her first instruction from this aunt. Soon after Juliane’s
birth her mother left her with this aunt, who was a friend from her youth and enjoyed her complete trust,
because at that time she had to travel to meet her husband, who was seriously injured and whom she didn’t
want to entrust to a stranger’s care. She did not leave him again, accompanying him both on expeditions and
on trips when he was an ambassador at different courts. In the meantime Juliane reached almost her
fourteenth year under her aunt’s care and respects her as a mother.”
“But according to the picture Countess Clementina must still be very young although with respect to the idea
and the costume she would have to be older.”
“You’re right; in fact, she is no longer young; she is older than Countess Eleonore. This picture, however,
is actually a copy of a painting that was done in her youth. At that time she was painted as St. Cecilia. This
picture, which she permitted the Count to have painted at his request in order to commemorate the time when
she was Juliane’s teacher, the one that hangs in the gallery among other family paintings, and the miniature
that Juliane wears on her breast are all copies of this Cecilia who was painted by a foreign artist who has
long since died. I don’t know his name. The aunt could never be persuaded to sit for a painter again. It is
remarkable how all these pictures resemble Countess Clementina although it’s been perhaps thirty years
since she was originally painted and a deep sorrow has raged in her features.”
“It is good that your kind, detailed explanation warned me,” Florentin called laughingly. “I was in
danger of falling in love with this Saint Ann, and seriously for the first time in my life. Soon I would have
left, according to true knightly custom, to find the original for my painting, and then would have actually
found it … in a respectable matron.”
“If you haven’t ever seriously been in love, then you deserve such a fate. I will severely accuse you of this
crime among the women.”
“Don’t dare do this; you could incur a punishment on yourself for your treason.”
“I wager nothing. One will never forgive you for being captivated by a painting when the presence of
beautiful women leaves you so undisturbed.”
“But you must not be security for that either. But seriously, the painting moved me, and I stand in pure
reverence before it. Good Eduard, I hope you feel how fortunate you are and how few are favored to have such a
youth.”
Eduard seemed moved, and they both went silently down to join the others.
4
In this way one day after another slipped by. One cannot imagine a more pleasant way of life than the one led
at the castle. One pleasure joined another. Dancing, music, hunting, and games merrily alternated. In solitude each
one only sought rest in order to prepare for new delights.
Both lovers awaited their marriage day happily and without care; nothing opposed their wishes. But they did
so with very different feelings. Eduard was painfully impatient to call Juliane totally his own. He loved her with
the impetuous intensity of youth. He thought, he dreamed of nothing but the moment of seeing himself in
undivided, undisturbed possession of the beautiful beloved. His fantasy lived only in that so passionately desired
moment. He valued all life up till that point only as an approach to it, like the prisoner who looks forward to the
appointed release.
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Juliane knew nothing of this impatience. She loved him with all the intimacy of her pure heart. No one had
ever appeared dearer to her. She gladly gave herself to him. She had always been familiar with the idea and had
learned to see it as her destiny to belong to him.
But she awaited the day with great calm. If her heart beat more strongly at the thought, it was more a
somewhat anxious presentiment, the fearful shyness of a modest girl than the expectation of a greater happiness.
She suspected no greater happiness than that everything remain as it was; she lacked absolutely nothing. Whether
Eduard was present or not, she participated in everything as usual and paid the same thoughtful attention to
company.
Thus, she was not so occupied that she should not have noticed what impression her beauty had made on
Florentin. It had excited general attention. It flattered the vanity of the girl to draw his to her. It interested her in a
childish way to control the proud man. Without being aware of it and totally abandoning herself to the happy
mood, she attracted him with her fine, natural coquetry.
Florentin always found her beautiful, charming, dear; it delighted him to see her so eagerly concerned and
occupied with him and to overhear the small rogueries of the young heart. What protected him against any
deeper impression was the deliberation he had had with himself on the very first evening. It also had not
escaped him that she intended to make him the game of her vanity, and nothing could so curb his fantasy than
when he noticed any kind of intention. He was easily, childishly trusting; but he could also be suspicious to
the point of injustice.
But Juliane interested him greatly, the depth of her feeling had not escaped him despite her inclination to
coquetry and the somewhat artificial being which her education and her class had given her and which always
distanced him somewhat (although he saw it here in such a beautiful form). He couldn’t stand seeing her
dissatisfied for long. As often as he had angered her by a word that was too bold or an allusion that punished
her vanity, he immediately knew how to reconcile her with some sort of surprise or small, flattering attention.
He never agreed when she was elevated in company by the men fluttering around her because of her song or
dance or beauty. Rather he tried to humble her by a small, insolent remark, a kind of slight. But if she gave
herself to some emotion of her good, sensitive heart or thought herself unnoticed in her natural charm,
artlessly, without pretention or intention, then he could say something pleasant to her or assure her of his
awareness with a look. Then he gladly let himself be pleased with her small victorious air and tolerated goodnatured her playful teasing.
Gradually the satisfaction of her capricious teacher alone was important to Juliane. The loud applause of
the crowd became of more and more indifference to her. She almost hated it.
Eduard noticed this change with pleasure. One day he joked that Florentin had more influence on her
development than he.
“You never let me notice,” Juliane said, “that I was too vain.”
“I loved you, Juliane, as you are.”
“And now you are just noticing that I could be better. I cannot rely much on your art of education.”
“Love only knows how to love; how was it to educate?”
“It educates to be sure,” Florentin said, “but not the other.”
“Are you reproaching my love, ungallant Florentin?” Juliane replied.
“No, rather I am declaring it pure of a reproach that one could make.”
“Well?”
“Well, that you did not better educate Eduard. For he will certainly not deny that he put up with the applause
of your vanity with far greater and more punishable vanity. Indeed, it is difficult to decide which of you has more
education or less love.”
“Do you trust yourself to surpass us in both?”
“I, my dear ones, can compare neither my love nor my life with the art work of education.”
“One can’t help being interested in him,” said Juliane, “but he is too secretive with his friends. One can’t get
close to him in any way.”
“And yet perhaps he is more capable than anyone of being a friend,” said Eduard. “We don’t know how often
he has been deceived. As sensitive as he is, every wicked treatment must upset him for a long time.”
Initially Florentin avoided Eduard’s approach with stubborn pride, despite his like for him. But Eduard was not
thwarted by that. More and more he felt an attachment to him, approached him with friendly, modest attention, and
tried to meet his somewhat wild spirit, striving for freedom, with the fine cultured mind that was his. He had to
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succeed. Finally Florentin felt that his distrust had been misplaced. With the conviction of his injustice, his
deliberately hardened attitude toward Eduard also softened.
Soon he became more open and more sociable with him. On a morning walk they confided in each other. From
then on they called each other friend. Florentin liked Eduard so much that he could not think of leaving him soon
without sadness. Yet it must and should happen!
Thus weeks had flown by. With each week he definitely decided to travel in the following week. But the
pleadings of his new friends and his own inclination held him there. For the first time he experienced the bitterness
of parting. Till then he had always been indifferent about everything he had ever left. …
58.143 The Broken Pitcher\fn{by Heinriche Zschokke (1771-1848)} Magdeburg, Saxony-Anhalt, Germany (M) 7
Napoule, it is true, is only a very little place on the Bay of Cannes; yet it is pretty well known through all
Provence. It lies in the shade of lofty evergreen palms and darker orange-trees; but that alone would not make it
renowned. Still they say that there are grown the most luscious grapes, the sweetest roses, and the handsomest
girls. I don’t know but it is so; in the meantime I believe it most readily. Pity that Napoule is so small, and cannot
produce more luscious grapes, fragrant roses, and handsome maidens; especially as we might then have some of
them transplanted to our own country.
As ever since the foundation of Napoule all the Napoulese women have been beauties, so the little Marietta
was a wonder of wonders, as the chronicles of the place declare. She was called the little Marietta; yet she was not
smaller than a girl of seventeen or thereabouts ought to be, seeing that her forehead just reached up to the lips of a
grown man.
The chronicles aforesaid had very good ground for speaking of Marietta. I, had I stood in the shoes of the
chronicler, would have done the same. For Marietta, who until lately had lived with her mother Manon at
Avignon, when she came back to her birthplace, quite upset the whole village. Verily, not the houses but the
people and their heads; and not the heads of all the people, but of those particularly whose heads and hearts are
always in great danger, when in the neighborhood of two bright eyes. I know very well that such a position is no
joke.
Mother Manon would have done much better if she had remained at Avignon. But she had been left a small
inheritance, by which she received at Napoule an estate consisting of some vine-hills, and a house that lay in the
shadow of a rock, between certain olive trees and African acacias. This is a kind of thing which no unprovided
widow ever rejects; and, accordingly, in her own estimation she was as rich and happy as though she were the
Countess of Provence or something like it.
So much the worse was it for the good people of Napoule. They never suspected their misfortune, not having
read in Homer how a single pretty woman had filled all Greece and Lesser Asia with discord and war.\fn{ A
reference to Helen of Troy, whose beauty was said to have directly caused the Trojan War, a ten year conflict between the Greeks and the
inhabitants of Troy (part of present-day Turkey) perhaps waged in the early 12 th century BC, the details of which appear in Homer’s Iliad
(composed at some time during the 8th century BC)}

Marietta had scarcely been fourteen days in the house, between the olive trees and the African acacias, before
every young man of Napoule knew that she lived there, and that there lived not in all Provence a more charming
girl than the one in that house. Went she through the village, sweeping lightly along like a dressed-up angel, her
frock, with its pale-green bodice, and orange leaves and rose-buds upon the bosom of it, fluttering in the breeze,
and flowers and ribbons waving about the straw bonnet which shaded her beautiful features—yes, then the grave
old men spake out, and the young ones were struck dumb. And everywhere, to the right and left, little windows
and doors were opened with a “Good-morning,” or a “Good-evening, Marietta,” as it might be, while she nodded
to the right and left with a pleasant smile.
If Marietta walked into the church, all hearts (that is, of the young people) forgot Heaven; all eyes turned from
the saints, and the worshipping finger wandered idly among the pearls of the rosary. This must certainly have
provoked much sorrow, at least among the more devout. The maidens of Napoule particularly became very pious
about this time, for they, most of all, took the matter to heart. And they were not to be blamed for it; for since the
advent of Marietta, more than one prospective groom had become cold, and more than one worshipper of some
beloved one, quite inconstant.
There were bickerings and reproaches on all sides, many tears, pertinent lectures, and even rejections. The talk
was no longer of marriages, but of separations. They began to return their pledges of truth, rings, ribbons, etc. the
old persons took part with their children; criminations and strife spread from house to house; it was most
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deplorable. Marietta is the cause of all, said the pious maidens, first; then the mothers said it; next the fathers took
it up; and finally, all—even the young men.
But Marietta, shielded by modesty and innocence, like the petals of the rose-bud in its dark-green calix, did not
suspect the mischief of which she was the occasion, and continued courteous to everybody. This touched the
young men, who said:
“Why condemn the pure and harmless child—she is not guilty?”
Then the father said the same thing; then the mothers took it up; and finally, all—even the pious maidens. For,
let who would talk with Marietta, she was sure to gain their esteem. So before half a year had passed, everybody
had spoken to her, and everybody loved her. But she did not suspect that she was the object of such general
regard, as she had not before suspected that she was the object of dislike. Does the violet, hidden in the downtrodden grass, think how sweet it is?
Now, everyone wished to make amends for the injustice they had done Marietta. Sympathy deepened the
tenderness of their attachment. Marietta found herself greeted everywhere in a more friendly way than ever; she
was more cordially welcomed; more heartily invited to the rural sports and dances.
*
All men, however, are not endowed with tender sympathy; but some have hearts hardened like Pharaoh’s. This
arises, no doubt, from that natural depravity which has come upon me in consequence of the fall of Adam, or
because, at their baptism, the devil is not brought sufficiently under subjection.
A remarkable example of this hardness of heart was given by one Colin, the richest farmer and proprietor in
Napoule, whose vineyards and olive gardens, whose lemon and orange trees could hardly be counted in a day.
One thing particularly demonstrates the perverseness of his disposition; he was twenty-seven years old, and had
never asked for what purpose girls had been created!
True, all the people, especially damsels of a certain age, willingly forgave him this sin, and looked upon him as
one of the best young men under the sun. His fine figure, his fresh unembarrassed manner, his look, his laugh,
enabled him to gain the favorable opinion of the aforesaid people, who would have forgiven him, had there been
occasion, any one of the deadly sins. But the decision of such judges is not always to be trusted.
While both old and young at Napoule had become reconciled to the innocent Marietta, and proffered their
sympathies to her, Colin was the only one who had no pity upon the poor child. If Marietta was talked of, he
became as dumb as a fish. If he met her in the street, he would turn red and white with anger, and cast sidelong
glances at her of the most malicious kind.
If, at evening, the young people met upon the seashore near the old castle ruins, for sprightly pastimes, or rural
dances, or to sing catches, Colin was the merriest among them. But as soon as Marietta arrived the rascally fellow
was silent, and all the gold in the world couldn’t make him sing. What a pity, when he had such a fine voice!
Everybody listened to it so willingly, and its store of songs was endless.
All the maidens looked kindly upon Colin, and he was friendly with all of them. He had, as we have said, a
roguish glance, which the lasses feared and loved; and it was so sweet, they would like to have had it painted. But,
as might naturally be expected, the offended Marietta did not look graciously upon him, and in that she was
perfectly right. Whether he smiled or not it was all the same to her. As to his roguish glance, why she would never
hear it mentioned; and therein too, she was perfectly right. When he told a tale (and he knew thousands), and
everybody listened, she nudged her neighbor, or perhaps threw tufts of grass at Peter or Paul, and laughed and
chattered and did not listen to Colin at all. This behavior quite provoked the proud fellow, so that he would break
off in the middle of his story, and stalk sullenly away.
Revenge is sweet. The daughter of mother Manon well knew how to triumph. Yet Marietta was a right good
child and quite too tender-hearted. If Colin was silent, it gave her pain. If he was downcast, she laughed no more.
If he went away, she did not stay long behind; but hurried to her home, and wept tears of repentance, more
beautiful than those of the Magdalene, although she had not sinned like the Magdalene.\fn{ Then as now, it was widely
believed that Mary Magdalene was a prostitute}
Father Jerome, the pastor of Napoule, was an old man of seventy, who possessed all the virtues of a saint, and
only one failing; which was, that by reason of his advanced years, he was hard of hearing. But, on that very
account, his homilies were more acceptable to the children of his baptism and blessing. True, he preached only of
two subjects, as if they comprehended the whole of religion. It was either, “Little children, love one another,” or it
was, “Mysterious are the ways of Providence.”
And truly there is so much Faith, Love, and Hope in these, that one might at a pinch be saved by them. The
little children loved one another most obediently, and trusted in the ways of Providence.
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Only Colin, with his flinty heart, would know nothing of either; for even when he professed to be friendly, he
entertained the deepest malice.
The Napoulese went to the annual market or fair of the city of Vence.\fn{ Near Cannes} It was truly a joyful time,
and though they had but little gold to buy with, there were many goods to look at. Now Marietta and mother
Manon went to the Fair with the rest, and Colin was also there. He bought a great many curiosities and trifles for
his friends—but he would not spent a farthing for Marietta. And yet he was always at her elbow, though he did not
speak to her, nor she to him. It was easy to see that he was brooding over some scheme of wickedness. Mother
Manon stood gazing before a shop, when she suddenly exclaimed:
“Oh! Marietta, see that beautiful pitcher! A queen would not be ashamed to raise it to her lips. Only see; the
edge is of dazzling gold, and the flowers upon it could not boom more beautifully in the garden, although they are
only painted. And in the midst of this Paradise! Pray see, Marietta, how the apples are smiling on the trees. They
are verily tempting. And Adam cannot withstand it, as the enchanting Eve offers him one for food! And do see,
how the little frisking lamb skips around the old tiger, and the snow-white dove with its golden throat stands there
before the vulture, as if she would caress him!” Marietta could not satisfy herself with looking.
“Had I such a pitcher, mother!” said she, “it is far too beautiful to drink out of; I would place my flowers in it
and constantly peep into Paradise. We are at the fair in Vence, but when I look on the pitcher I feel as if I were in
Paradise.”
So spoke Marietta, and called all her companions to the spot, to share her admiration of the pitcher; but the
young men soon joined the maidens, until at length almost half the inhabitants of Napoule were assembled before
the wonderfully beautiful pitcher. But miraculously beautiful was it mainly from its inestimable, translucent
porcelain, with gilded handles and glowing colors. They asked the merchant timidly:
“Sir, what is the price of it?” And he answered:
“Among friends, it is worth a hundred livres.”
Then they all became silent, and went away in despair. With the Napoulese were all gone from the front of the
shop, Colin came there by stealth, threw the merchant a hundred livres upon the counter, had the pitcher put in a
box well-packed with cotton, and then carried it off. What evil plans he had in view no one would have surmised.
Near Napoule, on his way home, it being already dusk, he met old Jacques, the Justice’s servant, returning from
the fields. Jacques was a very good man, but excessively stupid.
“I will give thee money enough to get something to drink, Jacques,” said Colin, “if thou wilt bear this box to
Manon’s house, and leave it there; and if any one should see thee, and inquire from whom the box came, say, ‘A
stranger gave it to me.’ But never disclose my name, or I will always detest thee.”
Jacques promised this, took the drink-money, and the box, and went with it towards the little dwelling,
between the olive trees and the African acacias. Before he arrived there, he encounter his master, justice
Hautmartin, who asked:
“Jacques, what art thou carrying?”
“A box for mother Manon. But, sir, I cannot say from whom it comes.”
“Why not?”
“Because Mr. Colin would always detest me.”
“It is well that thou canst keep a secret. But it is already late; give me the box, for I am going tomorrow to see
Mrs. Manon; I will deliver it to her, and not betray that it came from Colin. It will save thee a walk, and furnish
me a good excuse for calling on the old lady.”
Jacques gave the box to his master, whom he was accustomed to obey explicitly in all things. The Justice bore
it into his chamber, and examined it by the light with some curiosity. On the lid was neatly written with red chalk:
“For the lovely and dear Marietta.”
But Herr Hautmartin well know that this was some of Colin’s mischief, and that some knavish trick lurked
under the whole. He therefore opened the box carefully, for fear that a mouse or rat should be concealed within.
When he beheld the wondrous pitcher, which he had seen at Vence, he was dreadfully shocked, for Herr
Hautmartin was a skilful casuist, and knew that the inventions and devices of the human heart are evil from our
youth upward. He saw at once that Colin designed this pitcher as a means of bringing misfortune upon Marietta:
perhaps to give out, when it should be in her possession, that it was the present of some successful lover in the
town, or the like, so that all decent people would thereafter keep aloof from Marietta.
Therefore Herr Hautmartin resolved, in order to prevent any evil reports, to profess himself the giver.
Moreover, he loved Marietta, and would gladly have seen her observe more strictly towards himself the sayings of
the gray-headed priest Jerome,
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“Little children, love one another.”
In truth, Herr Hautmartin was a little child of fifty years old, and Marietta did not think the saying applied
particularly to him. Mother Manon, on the contrary, thought that the Justice was a clever little child; he had gold
and a high reputation, from one end of Napoule to the other. And when the Justice spoke of marriage, and
Marietta ran away in affright, mother Manon remained sitting, and had no fear for the tall, staid gentleman. It
must also be confessed, that there were no faults in his person. And although Colin might be the handsome man in
the village, yet the Justice far surpassed him in two things, namely: in the number of his years, and in a very, very
huge nose.
Yes, this unique nose, which always went before the Justice like a herald, to proclaim his approach, was a real
elephant among human noses. With this proboscis, his good purpose, and the pitcher, the Justice went the
following morning to the house between the olive trees and the African acacias.
“For the beautiful Marietta,” said he, “I hold nothing too costly. Yesterday you admired the pitcher at Vence:
today, allow me, lovely Marietta, to lay it and my devoted heart at your feet.”
Manon and Marietta were transported beyond measure when they beheld the pitcher. Manon’s eyes glistened
with delight; but Marietta turned and said:
“I can neither take your heart nor your pitcher. Then mother Manon was angry, and cried out:
“But I accept, both heart and pitcher. Oh, thou little fool, how long wilt thou despise thy good fortune! For
whom dost thou tarry? Will a count of Provence make thee his bride, that thou scornest the Justice of Napoule? I
know better how to look after thy interests. Herr Hautmartin, I deem it an honor to call you my son-in-law.”
But the Justice, drawing the palm of his flabby hand over his nose, spoke thus judiciously:
“Mother Manon, hurry nothing. The dove will at length, when it learns to know me better, give way. I am not
impetuous. I have some skill among women, and before a quarter of a year passes by, I will insinuate myself into
Marietta’s good graces.”
“Thy nose is too large for that,” whispered Marietta, who listened outside the door and laughed to herself. In
fact, the quarter of the year passed by, and Herr Hauptmartin had not yet pierced her heart even with the tip of his
nose.
*
During this quarter of a year Marietta had other affairs to attend to. The pitcher gave her much vexation and
trouble, and something else besides. For a fortnight nothing else was talked of in Napoule, and ever one said, it is
a present from the Justice, and the marriage is already agreed upon. Marietta solemnly declared to all her
companion, that she would rather plunge to the bottom of the sea than marry the Justice, but the maidens
continued to banter her all the more, saying:
“Oh, how blissful it must be to repose in the shadow of his nose!” This was her first vexation.
Then mother Manon had the cruelty to force Marietta to rinse out the pitcher every morning at the spring under
the rock and to fill it with fresh flowers. She hoped by this to accustom Marietta to the pitcher and heart of the
giver. But Marietta continued to hate both the gift and the giver, and her work at the spring became an actual
punishment. Second vexation.
Then, when in the morning, she came to the spring, twice every week she found on the rock, immediately over
it, some most beautiful flowers, handsomely arranged, all ready for the decoration. And on the flower stalks a
strip of paper was always tied, on which was written,
Dear Marietta.
Now no one need expect to impose upon little Marietta, as if magicians and fairies were still in the world.
Consequently, she knew that both the flowers and papers must have come from Herr Hautmartin. Marietta,
indeed, would not smell them, because the living breath from out the Justice’s nose had perfumed them.
Nevertheless, she took the flowers, because they were finer than wild flowers, and tore the slip of paper into a
thousand pieces, which she strewed upon the spot where the flowers usually lay. But this did not vex Justice
Huatmartin, whose love was unparalleled in its kind, as his nose was in its kind. Third vexation.
At length it came out in conversation with Herr Hautmartin, that he was not the giver of the beautiful flowers.
Then, who could it be? Marietta was utterly astounded at the unexpected discovery. Thenceforth she took the
flowers from the rock more kindly; but further, Marietta was—what maidens are not wont to be—very inquisitive.
She conjectured first this and then that young man in Napoule. Yet her conjectures were in vain. She looked and
listened far into the night; she rose earlier than usual. But she looked and listened in vain. And still twice a week
in the morning the miraculous flowers lay upon the rock, and upon the strip of paper wound round them she
always read the silent sigh,
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Dear Marietta!
Such an incident would have made even the most indifferent inquisitive. But curiosity at length became a
burning pain. Fourth vexation.
*
Now Father Jerome, on Sunday, had again preached from the text: “Mysterious are the dispensations of
Providence.” And little Marietta thought, if Providence would only dispense that I might at length find out who is
the flower dispenser. Father Jerome was never wrong.
On a summer night, when it was far too warm for rest, Marietta awoke very early, and could not resume her
sleep. Therefore she sprang joyously from her couch as the first streaks of dawn flashed against the window of her
little chamber, over the waves of the sea and the Lerinian Isles, dressed herself, and went out to wash her
forehead, breast, and arms in the cool spring. She took her hat with her, intending to take a walk by the seashore,
as she knew of a retired place for bathing.
In order to reach this retired spot, it was necessary to pass over the rocks behind the house, and thence down
through the orange and palm trees. On this occasion Marietta could not pass through them; for, under the youngest
and most slender of the palms, lay a tall young man, in profound sleep—near him a nosegay of most splendid
flowers. A white paper lay thereon, from which, probably, a sigh was again breathing. How could Marietta get by
there?
She stood still, trembling with fright. She would go home again. Hardly had she retreated a couple of steps, as
she looked again at the sleeper, and remained motionless. Yet the distance prevented her from recognizing his
face. Now the mystery was to be solved, or never. She tripped lightly nearer to the palms—but he seemed to stir—
then she ran again towards the cottage. His movements were but the fearful imaginings of Marietta—now she
returned again on her way towards the palms—but his sleep might perhaps be only dissembled—swiftly she ran
towards the cottage—but who would flee from a mere probability? She trod more boldly the path towards the
palms.
With these fluctuations of her timid and joyous spirit, between fright and curiosity, with these to and fro
trippings between the house and the palm trees, she at length nearly approached the sleeper; at the same time
curiosity became more powerful than fear.
“What is he to me? My way leads me directly past him. whether he sleeps or wake, I will go straight on.”
So thought Manon’s daughter. But she passed not by, but stood looking directly in the face of the flower-giver,
in order to be certain who it was. Besides, he slept as if it were the first time in a month. And who was it? Now,
who else should it be, but the arch, wicked Colin?
So it was he who had annoyed the gentle maiden, and given her so much trouble with Herr Hautmartin,
because he bore a grudge against her; he had been the one who had teased her with flowers, in order to torture her
curiosity. Wherefore? He hated Marietta. He behaved himself always most shamefully towards the poor child. He
avoided her when he could; and when he could not, he grieved the good-natured little one. With all the other
maidens of Napoule he was more chatty, friendly, courteous, than towards Marietta. Consider—he had never once
asked her to dance, and yet she danced bewitchingly.
Now there he lay, surprised, taken in the act. Revenge swelled in Marietta’s bosom. What disgrace could she
subject him to? She took the nosegay, unloosed it, strewed his present over the sleeper in scorn. But the paper, on
which again appeared the sigh, “Dear Marietta,” she retained, and thrust quickly into her bosom. She wished to
preserve this proof of his handwriting. Marietta was sly. Now she would go away.
But her revenge was not yet satisfied. She could not leave the place without returning Colin’s ill-will. She took
the violet-colored silken ribbon from her hat, and threw it lightly around the sleeper’s arm and around the tree,
and with three knots tied Colin fast. Now when he awoke, how astonished he would be! How his curiosity would
torment him to ascertain who had played him this trick! That he could not possibly discover. So much the better; it
served him right.
Marietta had only been too lenient towards him. She seemed to regret her work when she had finished it. Her
bosom throbbed impetuously. Indeed, I believe that a little tear filled her eye, as she compassionately gazed upon
the guilty one. Slowly she retreated to the orange grove by the rocks—she looked around and often—slowly
ascended the rocks, looking down among the palm trees as she ascended. Then she hastened to mother Manon,
who was calling her.
That very day Colin practiced new mischief. What did he? He wished to shame the poor Marietta publicly. Ah!
she never thought that every one in Napoule knew her violet-colored ribbon! Colin remembered it but too well.
Proudly he bound it around his hat, and exhibited it to the gaze of all the world as a conquest. And male and
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female cried out:
“He has received it from Marietta!” And all the maidens said angrily:
“The reprobate!” And all the young men who liked to see Marietta, cried out;
“The reprobate!”
“How! Mother Manon?” shrieked the Justice Hautmarti, when he came to her house, and he shrieked so loudly,
that it re-echoed wonderfully through his nose. “How! do you suffer this? My betrothed presents the young
proprietor Colin with her hat band! It is high time that we celebrate our nuptials. When that is over, then I’ll have
a right to speak.”
“You have a right!” answered mother Manon; “if things are so, the marriage must take place forthwith. When
that is done, all will go right.”
“But, mother Manon, Marietta always refuses to give me her consent.”
“Prepare the marriage feast.”
“But she will not even look kindly at me; and when I seat myself at her side, the little savage jumps up and
runs away.”
“Justice, only prepare the marriage feast.”
“But if Marietta resists—”
“We will take her by surprise. We will go to Father Jerome on Monday morning early, and he shall quietly
celebrate the marriage. This we can easily accomplish with him. I am her mother. You <are> the first Judicial
person in Napoule. He must obey. Marietta need know nothing about it. Early on Monday morning I will send her
to Father Jerome all alone, with a message, so that she will suspect nothing. Then the Priest shall speak earnestly
to her. Half an hour afterwards we two will come. Then swiftly to the altar. And even if Marietta should then say
no, what consequence is it? The old priests can hear nothing. But till then, mum\fn{ Keep mum; i.e., keep silent} to
Marietta and all Napoule.”
So the secret remained with the two. Marietta dreamed not of the good-luck which was in store for her. She
thought only of Colin’s wickedness, which had made her the common talk of the whole place. Oh! how she
repented her heedlessness about the ribbon; and yet in her heart she forgave the reprobate his crime. Marietta was
far too good. She told her mother, she told all her playmates:
“Colin has found my lost hatband. I never gave it to him. He only wishes to vex me with it. You all know that
Colin was always ill-disposed towards me, and always sought to mortify me!”
Ah! the poor child! She knew not what new abomination the malicious fellow was again contriving.
Early in the morning Marietta went to the spring with the pitcher. There were no flowers yet on the rock. It was
still quite too early; for the sun had scarcely risen from the sea. Footsteps were heard. Colin came in sight, the
flowers in his hand. Marietta became very red. Colin stammered out: “Good morning, Marietta,” but the greeting
came not from his heart; he could hardly bring it over his lips.
“Why dost thou wear my ribbon so publicly, Colin?” said Marietta, and placed the pitcher upon the rock. “I did
not give it thee.”
“Thou didst not give it to me, dear Marietta?” asked him, and inward rage made him deadly pale. Marietta was
ashamed of the falsehood, drooped her eyelids, and said, after a while:
“Well, I did give it to thee, yet thou shouldst not have worn it so openly. Give it me back again.” Slowly he
untied it; his anger was so great that he could not prevent the tears from filling his eyes, nor the sighs from
escaping his breast.
“Dear Marietta, leave thy ribbon with me,” said he softly.
“No,” answered she.
Then his suppressed passion changed into desperation. Sighing, he looked toward heaven, then sadly on
Marietta, who, silent and abashed, stood by the spring with downcast eyes.
He wound the violet-colored ribbon around the stalks of the flowers, said, “There, take them all,” and threw
the flowers so spitefully against the magnificent pitcher upon the rock, that it was thrown down and dashed to
pieces. Maliciously he fled away.
Mother Manon, lurking behind the window, had seen and heard all. When the pitcher broke, hearing and sight
left her. She was scarcely able to speak for very horror. And as she pushed with all her strength against the narrow
window, to shout after the guilty one, it gave way, and with one crash fell to the earth and was shattered in pieces.
So much ill-luck would have discomposed any other woman. But Manon soon recovered herself.
“How lucky that I was a witness to this roguery!” exclaimed she; “he must to the Justice. He shall replace both
pitcher and window-sash with his gold. It will give a rich dowry to Marietta.”
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But when Marietta brought in the fragments of the shattered pitcher, when Manon saw the Paradise lost, the
good man Adam without a head, and of Eve not a solitary limb remaining, the serpent unhurt, triumphing, the
tiger safe, but the little lamb gone even to the very tail, as if the tiger had swallowed it, then mother Manon
screamed forth curses against Colin, and said:
“One can easily see that this fall came from the hand of the Devil.”
She took the pitcher in one hand, Marietta in the other, and went about nine o’clock to where Herr Hautmartin
was wont to sit in judgment. She there made a great outcry, and showed the broken pitcher and the Paradise lost.
Marietta wept bitterly. The Justice, when he saw the broken pitcher, and his beautiful bride in tears, flew into so
violent a rage towards Colin that his nose was as violet-colored as Marietta’s well-known hat-band. He
immediately dispatched his bailiffs to bring the criminal before him.
Colin came overwhelmed with grief. Mother Manon now repeated her complaint with great eloquence, before
justice, bailiffs, and scribes. But Colin listened not. He stepped to Marietta and whispered to her:
“Forgive me, dear Marietta, as I forgive thee. I broke thy pitcher unintentionally; but thou, thou hast broken
my heart.”
“What whispering is that?” cried Herr Hautmartin, with magisterial authority. “Hearken to this accusation, and
defend yourself.”
“I have naught to defend. I broke the pitcher against my will,” said Colin.
“That I verily believe,” said Marietta, sobbing, “I am as guilty as he; for I offended and angered him—then he
threw the ribbon and flowers to me. He could not help it.”
“Well, I should like to know!” cried mother Manon. “Do you intend to defend him? Mr. Justice, pronounce his
sentence. He has broken the pitcher, and he does not deny it; and I, on his account, the window—will he deny
that? Let us see.”
“Since you cannot deny it, Mr. Colin,” said the Justice, “you must pay three hundred livres for the pitcher, for
it is worth that; and then for—”
“No,” interrupted Colin, “it is not worth so much. I bought it at Vence at the Fair, for Marietta, for one hundred
livres.”
“You bought it, sir brazen face?” shrieked the Justice, and his whole face became like Marietta’s hat-band. He
could not or would not say more, for he dreaded a disagreeable investigation of the matter. But Colin was vexed at
the imputation, and said:
“I sent this pitcher on the evening of the Fair, by your own servant, to Marietta. There stands Jacques in the
door. He is a witness. Speak, Jacques, did I not give thee the box to carry to Mrs. Manon?”
Herr Hautmartin wished to interrupt this conversation by speaking loudly. But the simple Jacques said:
“Only recollect, Herr Justice, you took away Colin’s box from me, and carried what was in it to Frau Manon.
The box lies even now, there under the papers.”
Then the bailiffs were ordered to remove the simpleton; and Colin was also directed to retire, until he should
be sent for again.
“Very well, Mr. Justice,” interposed Colin, “but this business shall be your last in Napoule. I know this, that
you would ingratiate yourself with Frau Manon and Marietta by means of my property. When you want me you
will have to ride to Grasse\fn{For many years, the center of the natural perfumery industry in France } to the Governor’s.” With
that, Colin departed.
Herr Hautmartin was quite puzzled with this affair, and in his confusion knew not what he was about. Mrs.
Manon shook her head. The affair was dark and mysterious to her.
“Who will now pay me for the broken pitcher?” she asked.
“To me,” said Marietta, with glowing, brightened countenance, “to me it is already paid for.”
Colin rode that same day to the governor, at Grasse, and came back early the next morning. But Mr.
Hautmartin only laughed at him, and removed all mother Manon’s suspicions, by swearing he would let his nose
be cut off if Colin did not pay three hundred livres for the broken pitcher. He also went with mother Manon to talk
with Father Jerome about the marriage, and impressed upon him the necessity of earnestly setting before Marietta
her duty, as an obedient daughter, of not opposing the will of her mother in her marriage. This the pious old man
promised, although he understood not the half of what they shouted in his ear.
Marietta took the broken pitcher into her bed-chamber, and now truly loved it; and it was as if Paradise were
planted in her bosom, since it had been destroyed on the pitcher. When Monday morning came, mother Manon
said to her daughter:
“Dress yourself handsomely, and carry this myrtle wreath to Father Jerome; he wants it for a bride.”
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Marietta dressed herself in her Sunday clothes, took the myrtle wreath unsuspiciously, and carried it to Father
Jerome. On the way Colin met her, and greeted her joyfully, though timidly; and when she told him where she was
taking the wreath, Colin said:
“I am going the same way, for I am carrying the money for the church’s tenths\fn{ Tithes} to the priest.” And as
they went on, he took her hand silently, and both trembled, as if they designed some great crime against each
other.
“Hast thou forgiven me?” whispered Colin, anxiously. “Ah! Marietta, what have I done to thee, that thou art so
cruel towards me?” She could only say:
“Be quiet, Colin, you shall have the ribbon again; and I will preserve the pitcher, since it came from you! did it
really come from you?”
“Ah! Marietta, canst thou doubt it? All I have I would gladly give thee. Wilt thou, hereafter, be as kind to me as
thou art to others?” She replied not. But as she entered the parsonage, she looked aside at him, and when she saw
his fine eyes filled with tears, she whispered softly:
“Dear Colin!”
Then he bent down and kissed her hand. With this, the door of a chamber opened, and Father Jerome, with
venerable aspect, stood before them. The young couple had nearly fallen from giddiness, and they held fast to
each other. I know not whether this was the effect of the hand-kissing, or the awe they felt for the sage. Marietta
handed him the myrtle wreath.
He laid it upon her head and said: “Little children, love one another,” and then urged the good maiden, in the
most touching and pathetic manner, to love Colin. For the old gentleman, from his hardness of hearing, had either
mistaken the name of the bridegroom, or from want of memory, forgotten it and thought Colin must be the
bridegroom. Then Marietta’s heart softened under the exhortation of the venerable Father, and with tears and sobs
she exclaimed:
“Ah! I have loved him for along time, but he hates me!”
“I hate thee, Marietta?” cried Colin, “my soul has lived only in thee, since thou camest to Napoule. Oh!
Marietta, how could I hope and believe that thou didst love me? Dost not all Napoule worship thee?”
“Why, then, dost thou avoid me, Colin, and prefer all my companions before me?”
“Oh! Marietta, I feared and trembled with love and anxiety when I beheld thee; I had not the courage to
approach thee; and when I was away from thee, I was most miserable.” As they talked thus with each other, the
good Father thought they were quarreling; and he threw his arms around them, brought them together, and said,
imploringly:
“Little children, little children, love one another.”
Then Marietta sank on Colin’s breast, and Colin threw his arms around her, and both faces beamed with
rapture. They forgot the priest, the whole world. Colin’s lips hung upon Marietta’s sweet mouth. It was, indeed,
only a kiss, but a kiss of sweetest self-forgetfulness. Each was sunk into the other. Both had so completely lost
their recollection that, unwittingly, they followed the delighted Father Jerome into the church, and before the altar.
“Marietta!” sighed he.
“Colin!” sighed she.
In the church there were many devout worshippers; but they witnessed Colin’s and Marietta’s marriage with
amazement. Many ran out before the close of the ceremony, to spread the news in every direction throughout
Napoule:
“Colin and Marietta are married!”
When the solemnization was over, Father Jerome honestly rejoiced that he had succeeded so well, and that
such little opposition had been made by the parties. He led them into the parsonage. Then mother Manon arrived,
breathless; she had waited at home a long time for the bridegroom. He had not arrived. At the last stroke of the
clock she grew anxious, and went to Herr Hautmartin’s. There a new surprise awaited her. She learned that the
Governor, together with the officers of the Viguerie, had appeared, and taken possession of the accounts, chests,
and papers of the Justice, and, at the same time, arrested Herr Hautmartin.
“This surely is the work of that wicked Colin,” thought she, and hurried to the parsonage, in order to apologize
to Father Jerome for delaying the marriage. The good gray-haired old man advanced towards her, proud of his
work, and leading by the hand the newly-married pair.
Now mother Manon lost her wits and her speech in good earnest when she learned what had happened. But
Colin had more thoughts and powers of speech than in his whole previous life. He told of his love and the broken
pitcher, the falsehood of the Justice, and how he had unmasked this unjust magistrate in the Viguerie at Grasse.
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Then he besought mother Manon’s blessing, since all this had happened without any fault on the part of Marietta
or himself.
Father Jerome, who, for a long while, could not make out what had happened, when he received a full
explanation of the marriage through mistake, piously folded his hands and exclaimed, with uplifted eyes:
“Wonderful are the dispensations of Providence!”
Colin and Marietta kissed his hands; mother Manon, through sheer veneration of Heaven, gave the young
couple her blessing, but remarked, incidentally, that her head seemed turned round. Frau Manon herself was
pleased with her son-in-law when she came to know the full extent of his property, and especially when she found
that Herr Hautmartin and his nose had been taken as prisoner to Grasse.
“But am I then really a wife?” asked Marietta, “and really Colin’s wife?”
Mother Manon nodded her head, and Marietta hung upon Colin’s arm. Thus they went to Colin’s farm, to his
dwelling-house, through the garden.
“Look at the flowers, Marietta,” said Colin, “how carefully I cultivated them for your pitcher?”
Colin, who had not expected so pleasant an event, now prepared a wedding feast on the spur of the occasion.
Two days was it continued. All Napoule was feasted. Who shall describe Colin’s rapture and extravagance?
The broken pitcher is preserved in the family to the present day, as a memorial and sacred relic.
58.167 Excerpt from Saint Cecilia, or The Power Of Music\fn{by Bernard Heinrich von Kleist (1777-1811)} Frankfurtam-den-Oder, Brandenburg, Germany (M) 5
… Near the end of the sixteenth century, when the iconoclastic\fn{ I.e., religious} riots in the Netherlands were at
their height, three young brothers studying at Wittenberg, met a fourth, a preacher from Antwerp, in the city of
Aachen. They were there to claim a legacy left them by an old uncle whom they had never met; because there was
no one in the town with whom they could stay, they put up at an inn. After a few days spent listening to the
preacher describe the remarkable events in the Netherlands, it happened that the feast of Corpus Christi was to be
celebrated by the nuns of Saint Cecilia’s convent, which at that time was situated beyond the gates of the town.
And so the four brothers, out of fanaticism and youth, and encouraged by the iconoclasm in the Netherlands,
resolved that the town of Aachen should also enjoy the spectacle of such a riot.
On the preceding evening, the preacher, who had been the leader of such ventures more than once before,
assembled a number of young men, merchants’ sons and students, all devoted to the new doctrine;\fn{ Probably a
sect of Protestantism known as Lutheranism } they spent the night at the inn, eating, drinking and cursing the Papacy.
When the morning light rose over the battlements of the city, they took up axes and all kinds of tools of
destruction in order to set about their hilarious undertaking. Jubilantly they arranged a signal at which they would
begin to smash the stained glass windows which showed scenes from the Bible; sure that certain elements among
the populace would give them strong support, they made their way into the convent church just as the bells were
ringing, resolved not to leave a single stone standing.
Again and again the abbess, whom a friend had already informed at daybreak of the danger that menaced her
convent, sent messages to the Imperial Officer commanding the town, asking for a detachment to guard the
convent; but she did so in vain. The officer, who was himself hostile to the Papacy and was therefore favorably
disposed towards the new teachings, at least in secret, refused to send a guard, under the diplomatic pretext that
her imagination was playing tricks on her, and that there was not the slightest danger to her convent.
Meanwhile the hour approached for the beginning of the ceremonies, and the terrified nuns prepared for Mass,
with prayers, fearful of what might happen. There was no one to protect them, apart from a seventy-year-old
convent steward who placed himself at the entrance to the church together with a few armed servants. In
convents, as is well known, nuns who are skilled in playing all kinds of instruments perform their own music;
often with a precision, understanding and sensitivity that are lacking in male orchestras (perhaps because the
mysterious art of music is essentially feminine). To add to the distress of the nuns, Sister Antonia, who usually led
the orchestra, had fallen seriously ill of a nervous fever a few days previously; and so the extreme embarrassment
caused by the four brothers, who could already be seen wrapped in their cloaks, standing between the pillars of
the church and bent on sacrilege, was increased by the nuns’ inability to perform a suitable musical work.
On the evening of the preceding day the abbess had ordered the performance of an Italian Mass composed long
ago by an unknown master and which the orchestra had already played more than once with great effect on
account of the especial holiness and splendor which infused their work; she now sent a nun down again to find out
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how Sister Antonia was feeling, for she insisted more than ever that the Mass should be performed; however, the
nun who carried out this task returned with the news that their sister was lying quite unconscious, and that there
was not the least possibility that she could lead the orchestra for the Mass.
Meanwhile, more than a hundred malefactors of all classes and ages, armed with axes and crowbars, had
gradually gathered in the church, where ominous incidents had already taken place. Indecent insults had been
shouted at some of the servants at the doors, while impertinent and shameless comments had been directed at the
nuns, who from time to time appeared singly in the aisles as they carried out their pious tasks. Therefore the
steward made his way to the vestry and went down on his knees to implore the abbess to cancel the ceremony and
place herself under the protection of the town commandant. But the abbess did not waver in her insistence that the
ceremony arranged in honor of Almighty God must take place; she reminded the steward of his duty to defend
with life and limb the Mass and the solemn procession which was to take place in the convent church; and, since
the hour was just striking, she ordered the nuns, clustered around her in fear and trembling, to choose any
oratorio, no matter what its musical merit, and to begin a performance at once.
The nuns in the organ gallery were preparing for the performance; the score of a work which they had often
played before was being distributed; they were testing and tuning violins, hautboys and contra-basses, when Sister
Antonia suddenly appeared from the staircase, looking fresh and well, even though her face was rather pale; she
was carrying under her arm the score of the time-honored Italian Mass, which the abbess had insisted so strongly
should be played. To the astonished questions of the nuns who asked where she had come from and how she had
recovered so suddenly, she replied, “Never mind, dear sisters, never mind!” distributed the score which she was
carrying and sat down at the organ, radiant with enthusiasm, to lead the orchestra in this splendid work.
A wondrous, heavenly comfort now filled the hearts of these pious ladies; at once they went to the music
stands with their instruments; their very anxiety helped their souls to rise as if on wings to heavenly harmony; the
oratorio was performed with the greatest and most moving musical splendor; during the whole performance not a
breath could be heard from the aisles and pews; especially when the salve regina and still more when the gloria in
excelsis rang out, it seemed the everyone in the church was dead, so much so that, in spite of the four accursed
brothers and their following, not even the dust on the floor was disturbed, and the convent remained untouched
even to the end of the Thirty Wars War,\fn{ The name of the conflict (1618-1648) between rival dynastic and religious interests in
the Holy Roman Empire that escalated into a major European war } when, however, it was secularized by virtue of a clause in
the Peace of Westphalia.
*
Six years later, when this event had long since been forgotten, the mother of these four young men arrived
from The Hague and instituted judicial inquiries with the Aachen magistrate to find out what had become of them;
for she alleged in distress that they had disappeared without leaving any trace. The last news that had been heard
of them in the Netherlands, whence they actually came, was, as she said, a letter written by the preacher—before
the events already related—on the eve of Corpus Christi to his friend, a schoolmaster at Antwerp; in this he had
filled four closely written pages with a preliminary report, described with great merriment, or rather levity, of the
violence they proposed to wreak in the convent of Saint Cecilia; further details of this, however, their mother
declined to give.
After several fruitless attempts to find the persons for whom this unhappy woman was looking, someone
eventually remembered that for some years past, for a time which seemed to fit the date given, four young men
whose country and origin were unknown had been inmates of the lunatic asylum with which the city had recently
been endowed through the solicitude of the Emperor. They had, however, lost their reason through an excess of
religious fanaticism, and their behavior—as the court appeared vaguely to have heard—was extremely wretched
and distressing. The mother knew only too well that, alas, her sons were in a very different state of mind, and did
not abandon the search on learning this, especially as it was almost certain that the madmen were Catholics.
Nevertheless, certain details of the description given her led her to suspect that there was something strange
about the whole affair. She went one day to the asylum, accompanied by a court usher, and asked the wardens to
be kind enough to allow her to enter and inspect the four unfortunate deranged souls whom they had in their
charge. But who shall describe the dismay of the poor woman when she entered by the door and recognized her
sons as soon as she saw them: they were dressed in long, black gowns, and sat around a table on which a crucifix
was set; they appeared to be addressing this crucifix in silent prayer, for their hands were folded upon the top of
the table.
The woman, all power gone from her limbs, sank to a chair and asked, “What are they doing?” to which the
wardens replied:
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“They are but adoring Christ their Savior, whom they declare they, better than anyone else, know to be the true
son of the living God.” The wardens added:
“The young men have been leading this ghostly existence for six years now and sleep and eat but little; no
sound comes from their mouths; only once do they arise from their places—at the stroke of midnight, and then
with one voice, which shakes the windows of the house, they chant the gloria in excelsis.”
Finally the wardens assured her that the young men were in perfectly good health; one could not deny that they
enjoyed a certain, although very serious and solemn cheerfulness; when told they were insane they would shrug
their shoulders in pity; they had more than once said that if the good citizens of Aachen knew what they knew,
they, too, would abandon their tasks and set themselves to singing the Gloria around the image of Christ
Crucified.
The woman could not bear the distressing sight of these unfortunates, and allowed herself to be led home soon
afterwards trembling at the knees; the next morning, in order to discover the cause of this monstrous happening,
she visited Veit Gotthelf, a well-known cloth-merchant of the city; he had been mentioned in the letter written by
the preacher, from which it was clear that he had shared with enthusiasm in the plan to destroy the Convent of
Saint Cecilia on the feast of Corpus Christi. The cloth-merchant had married in the meantime; he now had several
children and had taken over his father’s considerable business. He received the stranger very amicably; when he
learned the reason for her visit he bolted the door, found her a chair, and addressed her as follows:
“Good my mistress, six years ago I kept close company with your sons, and if you promise not to have the law
on me I shall make an open breast to you of all that happened and keep nothing back. Our intention was certainly
that mentioned in the letter! The precision with which every possible preparation was made to carry out this attack
was truly infernal. I cannot understand how it was prevented: Heaven itself would appear to have taken the
convent of these pious ladies under its holy protection.
“You must understand that your sons had already allowed several acts of wanton buffoonery to occur; these
disturbed the Mass and were but the introduction to more decisive measures: more than three hundred evil souls
were led astray by this madness; they had all come from within the city armed with hatchets and torches, and
awaited only the preacher’s signal before razing the church to the ground.
“But, unexpectedly, when the music began, your three sons took off their hats at once and in a most spectacular
manner; as if deeply and indescribably moved, they one by one placed their hands before their lowered faces, and
the preacher, after a momentous pause, suddenly turned round, and in a loud, tremendous voice, commanded us
all to take off our hats, too! His companions whispered, nudged him and demanded the promised sign to begin
their image-breaking: but in vain! Instead of answering, the preacher fell to his knees and crossed his hands on his
breast, while pressing his forehead fervently into the dust; together with his brothers he murmured all the prayers
which only short time before he had so reviled.
“The mob of wretched fanatics were without their leader; deeply affected by this scene they stood irresolute
and inactive until the oratorio, whose marvelous sounds were pouring down from the organ gallery, was finished.
At this moment several arrests were made at the order of the commandant and a few rioters who had been
disorderly were seized by the guards and led away; therefore nothing remained for the wretched band but to
escape as quickly as possible under cover of the crowd of people pressing to leave the church.
“In the evening I inquired several times at the inn after your sons but in vain, for they had not returned; I was
deeply troubled and went back to the convent with a few friends to ask for news of the brothers from the doorkeepers who had given eager assistance to the imperial guard.
“Good mistress, how can I describe my horror when I again saw those four men. Their hands were still folded,
they were kissing the ground, pressing breast and forehead upon it; they were lying thee, full of fervor, stretched
out, as though turned to stone before the altar of the church. The sacristan, who came by at that moment, pulled in
vain at their cloaks and shook their arms, telling them to leave the church, which was already becoming quite dark
and where no other person was to be found. They did not listen but half raised themselves as if in a dream, until
he had his servants take them by the arms and lead them out to the entrance.
“Once there, they followed us into the city, though with sighs and frequent heart-rending glances back at the
church, sparkling and glorious in the sunlight behind us. Tenderly and gently, my friends and I asked them several
times on the way back what dire happening had overtaken them and thus changed their innermost feelings. They
smiled kindly, shook our hands, lowered their eyes thoughtfully to the ground, and occasionally wiped the tears
from their eyes with an expression that still pierces me to the quick.
“Once back at the inn, they carefully manufactured a graceful cross from birch twigs and placed it, set into a
small wax mount between two candles which the maid brought, on the big table in the middle of the room; while
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their friends, whose following was to grow from hour to hour, stood to one side in separate groups, wringing their
hands, speechless with distress at such calm, ghostlike conduct. The brothers sat down about the table as though
their senses were closed to all else, and in silence began to pray with hands clasped. They refused the meal which
the maid brought in accordance with the order they had given that morning for the entertainment of their fellows;
later, when night drew near, they rejected the beds that she had prepared for them in the adjoining room since they
appeared so weary. Their comrades, that they might not infuriate the innkeeper, who was startled by this behavior,
were compelled to sit to one side around a sumptuously laden table and consume the provisions provided for a
large company, seasoning this repast with the salt of their bitter tears.
“But suddenly midnight struck. Your four sons, having listened attentively for a moment to the muffled sound
of the bell, at once arose together from their places, and, while we laid down our table-napkins and looked at them
fearful of what might follow so strange and embarrassing a beginning, with horrible and hideous voice they began
to chant the gloria in excelsis. They sounded like leopards and wolves baying at the sky in the depths of an icy
winter; I swear that the very foundations of the house shivered, and the windows, on feeling the breath visibly
expelled from their lungs, rattled as if handfuls of gritty sand had been flung at them, and seemed near to
breaking.
“This terrible occurrence sent us rushing out, all reason lost, panic-stricken; we ran here and there, abandoning
our cloaks and hats, through the neighboring streets, which within a short time—we having gone—were filled
with more than a hundred people frightened from their beds; they burst open the door and poured over the steps to
the hall to search out the source of this atrocious and shocking din, which rose as from the lips of sinners in
eternal torment in the lowest regions of the fires of hell, forcing a doleful plea for mercy to the ears of God.
“At length, as the bell tolled one, without having heard the innkeeper’s angry complaints, or the shocked
exclamations from the people about them, they fell silent; they wiped the sweat from their brows with their
kerchiefs, for it had fallen in great drops upon chin and chest, spread their cloaks, and laid themselves down upon
the floorboards to spend one hour in quiet rest from such painful exertion. The innkeeper made no move to stop
them, but as soon as he saw that they were asleep, he made the sign of the Cross over them, and, happy to be rid
for the moment of this piteous disturbance, persuaded the crowd of people who were present, murmuring beneath
their breast to one another, to leave the room, with the assurance that morning light would reveal a healthy change
in the four.
“Alas, with the first cock crow the unfortunate men were up again, to seat themselves before the cross upon the
table, and take up the same desolate, ghostly, monastic life, which only exhaustion could force them to abandon
for a moment. They would not listen to the admonitions of the innkeeper, whose heart was touched by the piteous
sight: nor would they have any of his assistance; they asked him to warn off, kindly, their friends, who used
regularly to join them every morning; they asked nothing of him but bread and water and, if possible, straw for
the night.
“This behavior caused the innkeeper, accustomed to making a considerable sum from their merrymaking, to
seek out the magistrates, report the entire affair to them and ask them to take from his house these four creatures
over whom the Evil One must certainly hold sway. Whereupon, the magistrates ordered them to be examined by a
physician, and, since they were found to be insane, to have them retired, as you know, to the lunatic asylum,
founded by the charity of the late Emperor within the walls of our city for the benefit of such unfortunates.”
Viet Gotthelf, the cloth-merchant, told of this and yet more, but I shall not include it in these pages, since I
think I have said enough of the events themselves. He impressed again upon the woman that on no account was
his name to be mentioned, should the courts decide upon an investigation of this event.
*
Three days later, the mother of the four, deeply disturbed by the report, took advantage of the fine weather to
go for a walk to the convent, supported by another woman, a friend; her sad intention was to inspect the frightful
scene of these events—the place where God had destroyed, as if with invisible bolts of lightning, the sons which
she had known.
The two women found the abbey church, where building work was in progress, boarded up with planks at the
entrance; when, with some difficulty, they raised themselves up to look through the openings between the boards,
they could discern nothing of the interior but the resplendent sparkling of the rose-window at the back of the
church. Several hundred workmen, who were singing merrily, were employed upon an intricate network of
slender scaffolding to raise the towers by a good third, and surfacing the roofs and pinnacles of these, which had
been covered only with slates until then, with bright and heavy copper sheeting that shone where the rays of the
sun touched it. A heavy, black thundercloud, its edges tinged with gold, hung threateningly behind the building. It
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had already spent itself over the district of Aachen and, after it had cast a few feeble flashes of lightning in the
direction of the church, it passed away to the east—reduced to a mere haze, murmuring its dissatisfaction.
It happened, as the two women deep in thought watched this double scene from the steps to the convent
buildings, that a nun who was passing, by chance learned the identify of the woman who was standing beneath the
entrance. This caused the abbess, who had heard from someone of the letter concerning the events of Corpus
Christi—the letter that the woman carried with her—to send the nun immediately to seek out the Dutchwoman
and ask her to come to her. The Dutchwoman, though momentarily taken aback, nevertheless made ready out of
deference to obey the request reported to her, and while her friend, at the invitation of the nun, entered a side
room adjoining the entrance, the folding doors of the splendidly decorated apartment of the abbess herself were
opened to the stranger who had to go up the steps.
There she met the abbess, a lady of noble and gracious bearing, seated on a chair, her foot on a stool with
dragon-claw feet. On a stand to one side of her was the score of a piece of music.
The abbess, having ordered a chair for the visitor, told her that she had already heard from the mayor of her
arrival in the city. When she had charitably inquired after the condition of her unfortunate sons and suggested that
the mother should as far as possible accept their fate, since there could be no change in it, she desired to see the
letter that the preacher had written to his schoolmaster friend in Antwerp. The woman, who was wise enough to
realize what the results of such a step might be, was, for a moment, perplexed; as, however, only compassion was
visible on the venerable countenance of the abbess, and it would be improper to suspect that she could possibly
intend to make public its contents in any way, the mother took the letter from her bodice after a moment’s
thought, and offered it to the noble lady on whose hand she impressed a fervent kiss.
While the abbess read the letter, the woman glanced at the score which had been opened at random and placed
upon the music-stand. As the cloth-merchant’s account had led her to think it possible that music and the might of
the performance had confused and destroyed the reason of her poor sons on that horrible day, she turned to face
the nun standing behind her chair and asked her shyly if this might happen to be the musical work performed in
church on the morning of the memorable Corpus Christi day, six years previously. The young nun replied that she
did indeed remember having heard tell that this was so, and that since that day, whenever it was not needed, the
score was usually to be found in the room of the most reverend abbess.
The woman rose, visibly moved and riven by various thoughts. She went over to the music stand and gazed at
the incomprehensible, magical signs which seemed as if made by a fearsome spirit secretly tracing out its spell;
when she found the score opened exactly at the gloria in excelsis she felt ready to sink into the ground. It seemed
to her as if the dread terror of the art of music which had ruined her sons was visibly present and passing by above
her head. She believed she might lose her reason at the very sight of the music; when she had quickly pressed the
score to her lips with a movement of infinite humility and submission to God in his omnipotence, she sat down on
her chair once again. In the meantime the abbess had read through the letter and said as she folded it:
“On that remarkable day, God Himself protected the convent from the wantonness of your sons who were so
sadly led astray. What means He used to this end will be a matter of indifference to you, as you are a Protestant.
Also, you will find it hard to understand any explanation I could give you.
“For it is a fact that no one at all knows who sat at the organ seat quietly conducting this very score in the
distress of that fearful hour when the iconoclasts threatened to overwhelm us. From a testimony taken down the
following day in the presence of the steward and several other men and deposited in the convent archives, it
became clear that Sister Antonia, the only person who could have directed the performance, was lying in a corner
of her convent cell, sick, distraught and without the use of her limbs during the entire time in which the work was
being played. One of our sisters who was sent, as a blood relative to look after her bodily comfort, did not move
from her bed the whole morning while the Feast of Corpus Christi was celebrated in the church. Indeed, Sister
Antonia herself would have confirmed that it could not have been she who appeared in so strange and unusual a
manner in the organ gallery, had her completely unconscious condition allowed us to ask her, and had she not
expired the same evening from the nervous fever which caused her to lie there sick, and which had not appeared
fatal earlier on.
“Also the Archbishop of Trier, to whom the incident was reported, as already given it as his opinion—and this
alone explains the happenings—that Saint Cecilia herself performed this terrible and at the same time joyous
miracle; and I have just received a brief from the Pope himself in which he confirms this.”
She then promised the woman she would make no use of the letter, which she had requested of her solely in
order to have more direct information of what she already knew, and returned it to her. After asking the mother yet
again if there was any hope that her sons might recover, and whether perhaps she might be able to help her to this
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end in some way—with money or with some other support—the woman, in tears, as she kissed her robe, refused
her help; the abbess held her hand out to her in kindly farewell and allowed her to go.
Here the legend ends. The woman, whose presence in Aachen was now quite pointless, departed to The Hague,
having left a small sum of money which she deposited with the court for her luckless sons’ benefit; a year later,
deeply moved by this incident, she returned to the bosom of the Catholic church; her sons, however, died a serene
and joyous death in old age, but not before they had yet again, as was their practice, sung the gloria in excelsis. …
58.173 The Madman Of Fort Ratonneau\fn{by Achim von Arnim (1781-1831)} Berlin, Germany (M) 10
On a cold and blustery October evening Count Durande, the gallant old commander of the Marseilles garrison,
sat shivering and alone before the ill-provided hearth of his imposing official residence, dragging his chair closer
and closer to the blaze as carriages on their way to a grand ball rumbled past in the street outside and his batman
and choice companion, Basset, snored loudly in the ante-chamber. It is not always warm, even in the South of
France, mused the old gentleman, shaking his head, and even here people grow old, but the bustle of the social
round heeds old age no more than architects heed the winter. He, the commanding officer of all the disabled and
superannuated soldiers who at that time—it was during the Seven Years War—\fn{ 1756-1763} formed the garrison
of Marseilles and its surrounding forts—what should he with his wooden leg do at a ball: even the lieutenants of
his regiments would be precious little use on the dance-floor.
Here by the fire, on the other hand, his wooden leg came in most useful, for he employed it to thrust into the
flames at intervals the pile of green olive-branches which, not wishing to rouse Basset, he had had placed ready
by his side. A fire of this kind had a fascination of its own. The crackling flames appear to be interlaced with the
fresh green foliage, the leaves, half-ardent and half-verdant, seem like love-sick hearts. It set the old man thinking
of the splendors of his youth, and he immersed himself once more in the devising of those firework displays
which in times past he had arranged at court, speculating on the novel and still more diverse cascades and
convolutions of many-colored flame with which he meant to astonish the good people of Marseilles on the
occasion of His Majesty’s birthday.
His mind, to tell the truth, was rather less congested than the ballroom. But in the exhilaration of success, as he
visualized the flaring, whizzing, crackling spectacle merging at last into the awe-inspiring silent radiance of the
grand finale, he had kept on thrusting more and more olive-branches into the fire and failed to notice that the
wooden limb itself had caught alight and that a good third of it was already consumed. Only now, as he made to
leap to his feet, his imagination fired and given wings by his vision of this grand finale, the simultaneous ascent of
a thousand rockets, only now did he realize, on tumbling back into his easy-chair, that his wooden leg was much
abbreviated and that the stump was still the seat of an alarming conflagration. Unable in this plight to stand up on
the instant, he propelled his chair toboggan-wise into the center of the room by means of the blazing member,
calling at the same time for his servant and a bucket of water.
At this moment help arrived in the person of a young woman who tackled the blaze with determination. She
had earlier been shown into the room and had been trying for some time, but in vain, to draw the Commandant’s
attention to her presence by means of a discreet cough. She tried to smother the flames with her apron, but the
smoldering wood ignited the material, and the Commandant, now in dire straits indeed, shouted for someone to
come to their rescue.
Within moments passers-by were crowding in from the street, and Basset had been roused. The sight of the
blazing limb and the blazing apron set them all laughing, but the whole thing was extinguished by the first bucket
of water that Basset fetched from the kitchen, and the onlookers duly took their leave.
The poor woman was drenched to the skin and unable to recover at once from the shock. The Commandant
had her wrapped in his warm great-coat, and she was offered a glass of good strong wine. She would take nothing,
however, but simply sobbed over her “misfortune” and begged the Commandant for a few words in private. He
consequently dismissed his neglectful servant from the room and seated himself in a gingerly fashion beside the
young woman.
*
“Alas, it is my husband,” she said in French that had an outlandish German accent. “My husband will go out of
his mind if he hears of this. Oh, my poor husband, this must be another of those tricks that the Devil plays upon
him.”
The Commandant asked her about her husband, and the woman told him that it was in fact on account of her
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dear husband that she had come to see him bringing with her a letter from the colonel of the Picardy regiment.
The Commandant put on his spectacles, duly recognized his friend’s seal, rapidly scanned the message, then said,
“So you are the Rosalie he speaks of, formerly a Demoiselle Lilie from Leipzig, whom Sergeant Francoeur
married while he was wounded and a prisoner there? Tell me about it, it sounds like an uncommon love-affair!
What of your parents, did they place no obstacle in your way? And what sort of comic fancies has your husband
conceived as a result of the head-wound that made him unfit for active service—although it seems he was
considered the smartest and the handiest sergeant of the lot, the very life and soul of his regiment?”
“Oh, sir,” replied the young woman with a renewed access of grief, “my love is to blame for all our
misfortunes, it is I and not his wound that brought my husband into disgrace. It is my love that put the Devil into
him so that the Evil One plagues him and muddles his wits. Instead of drilling his men he is sometimes prompted
by the Devil to prance about like a maniac in front of them, and he orders them to copy him, or else he pulls such
dreadful faces that they are terrified almost out of their wits, and yet he orders them not to move so much as a
finger. And not so long ago—and this was the last straw—he dragged the general in command from his horse
when he ordered the regiment to retreat during a skirmish, then Francoeur mounted the general’s horse himself
and carried the enemy battery at the head of his regiment.”
“A devil of a fellow, indeed!” cried the Commandant. “If only such devilment were to get into all our generals,
then we need not fear a second Rossbach.\fn{ An ambuscade largely carried out in November, 1756, by Prussian cavalry, assisted
by only seven battalions of infantry and eighteen field guns, in which an Allied column of 64,000 men was put to flight in a sustained
action of only about 40 minutes by a force but a fraction of their number } If your love can manufacture devils of that sort, then

I wish you would make love to every man-jack in the army!”
“I fear it is the curse my mother put upon me,” sighed the young woman. “I never knew my father. My mother
had many men to visit her, and I was made to wait upon them. That was all the work I had to do. I was a dreamy
girl and took no notice of the amiable remarks of these men. My mother shielded me from their importunities. The
war had scattered most of these gentlemen who used to visit my mother and gamble secretly at her lodging; much
to my mother’s annoyance we now perforce lived a secluded life. That was why she hated friend and foe alike,
and would not let me give to the wounded and the hungry who passed by our house. This made me very unhappy,
and once I was all by myself and busy preparing our midday meal when a long train of carts went past bearing
wounded whom I recognized from their speech as Frenchmen taken prisoner by the Prussians. I wanted so much
to run down to them with the food I had made ready, yet I was afraid of my mother.
“But when I caught sight of Francoeur with his head bandaged lying on the last of the carts—I don’t know
what came over me. All thought of my mother vanished, I snatched up the soup and a spoon and, without even
pausing to lock the doors, I hastened after the carts as they entered the Pleissenburg fortress. I found him. He had
already climbed down from the cart, and I boldly addressed the man in charge and was able to secure the best
palliasse for the wounded man. And when he had been laid upon it, what bliss it was to offer the hot soup to the
sufferer! His eyes lit up and he swore to me that I had a halo round my head. I replied that it was simply the brim
of my bonnet which had been pushed up in the course of my hurried ministrations. He said that the divine light
shone from my eyes! Ah, I could not forget those words ever, and had he not already won my heart, I must surely
have given it to him in that instant.”
“Well and truly spoken!” said the Commandant, and Rosalie continued:
“That was the finest hour of all my life, I gazed on him with ever greater ardor, for he declared that it did him
good for me to look at him, and when at last he slipped a little ring upon my finger, I felt myself rich as never
before. Into our silent rapture burst my mother, cursing and scolding. I cannot repeat what she called me, and in
any case I felt no shame, for I knew that I was guiltless and that he would not believe evil of me. She tried to drag
me away, but he held me fast and told her that we were betrothed, that I was already wearing his ring.
“What a dreadful change came over my mother’s face! It seemed to me as if a searing flame sprang from her
throat, and her eyes appeared to turn inwards, so that only the whites could be seen. She called down a curse on
me and solemnly consigned me to the Devil. And just as a brilliant light had dazzled my eyes the instant I caught
sight of Francoeur that morning, so now a black bat seemed to have laid its murky wings across my vision. The
world seemed somehow half removed from me, and somehow I did not feel quite real. My heart was in despair
but yet I could not help bursting into laughter.
“‘You hear that? The Devil’s laughing in you already,” cried my mother and swept off triumphantly as I fell
into a swoon.
“When I came to myself again I could not go to her and leave the wounded man alone, for the incident had
much affected him. Indeed, I was secretly angry with my mother on account of the harm she had done the poor
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fellow. It was not until three days later that I crept home in the evening without saying a word to Francoeur. I
dared not knock on the door, but after a while a woman who had been our maid came out and told me that my
mother had hastily sold up all her things and gone off, no one knew whither, with a strange gentleman who was
said to be a gambler.
“And so I was now cast off by all the world and I was glad to sink into my Francoeur’s arms, freed from all my
cares and burdens. Not even the young girls whom I knew in the town now wished to have anything to do with
me, so that I was able to devote myself entirely to him and the nursing that he needed. I labored for his sake: until
that time I had merely toyed with lace-making for the sake of adorning my own person, but now I was not
ashamed to sell the work of my hands, for it brought him comfort and refreshment.
“But again and again, whenever he was not entertaining me with some merry tale or other, I could not help
thinking of my mother. She appeared in my mind’s eye, all in black with her eyes blazing, cursing me over and
over again, and I could not rid my mind of her. I did not wish to say anything to Francoeur for fear of upsetting
him; I complained of headaches that I did not have, of toothache I did not feel only so that I could weep as I had
to. Oh, if only I had put more trust in him then, I should not have brought about his ruin, but every time I made to
tell him I believed I was possessed of the Devil because of my mother’s curse, then the Devil sealed my lips. And
I was afraid, too, that if I told him, he would not be able to love me any more, and I could not bear even the
thought of that. This torment of mind, and perhaps also the unremitting work I forced myself to do, at last
undermined my constitution; violent convulsions that I tried to hide from him seemed like to suffocate me, and it
appeared that physic\fn{Medicine} only made the illness worse.
“Barely had Francoeur recovered than he arranged the wedding. An elderly parson made a solemn speech in
which he enjoined Francoeur to take to heart all that I had done for him, how I had given up my homeland, wellbeing and friends for his sake and had even brought a mother’s curse upon myself. All these tribulations and
misfortunes he must bear and share with me. I saw my husband tremble at these words, but he spoke his assent
firmly enough and we were wed.
“The first few weeks were blissfully happy. I felt relieved of half my suffering and did not at once realize that
half the curse had been passed on to my husband. Soon, however, he was complaining that the preacher in his
black cassock was always there in front of his eyes and threatening him. In consequence he conceived such a
furious antipathy to parsons, churches and sacred images that he felt constrained to curse them, and yet he did not
himself know why. And to rid himself of this idea he gave way to any and every whim, capering and carousing so
that through the commotion of the blood he might feel better. I put it all down to his captivity, although I knew in
my heart of hearts that it was the Devil that was plaguing him.
“Through the good offices of his colonel, who had doubtless missed his service, for Francoeur was no common
soldier, my husband was released in an exchange of prisoners. We departed from Leipzig with light hearts, and in
our talk we pictured a splendid future for ourselves. But hardly had we passed from the struggle for daily
sustenance to the comfortable life of a well-provisioned army in winter quarters than my husband’s violent
behavior reached new heights. He would beat on a drum for days on end, and to distract his mind would argue and
pick quarrels with all and sundry. The colonel could not make him out. It was only with me that he was as gentle
as a child.
“When the campaign was reopened I was delivered of a son, and with the pangs of birth the Devil that had
plagued me seemed banished for good. Francoeur, on the other hand, grew more and more headstrong and violent.
The colonel wrote to say that he was courageous to the point of madness, but so far had been lucky enough to
escape unscathed. His comrades believed he was really out of his mind at times, and the colonel feared he would
have to post him to the sick reserve. The colonel had a certain respect for me, he took heed of my pleas until
Francoeur’s wild behavior towards the general that I have already told you about led to his arrest. The surgeon
explained that he was suffering from a dementia due to the head-wound that had been neglected during his
captivity, and that he would have to spend a few years at least with a reserve regiment in a warm climate to see
whether the root of his disorder might not be eliminated thus. He was told that he was being relegated to the
reserve as a punishment for his offence, and he departed cursing from his regiment.
“I begged the colonel for this letter and resolved to tell you all this in confidence, so that Francoeur may be
judged not by the rigor of the law but with due allowance for his infirmity, of which my love was the sole cause,
and so that you might station him for his own good in some small, out-of-the-way place, rather than that he should
become the subject of idle gossip in this great city. But, gracious sir, a woman who has today rendered you some
slight service may perhaps ask you on your word of honor to preserved inviolate the secret of his malady, which
he himself little suspects and which, should it become public, would offend his pride.”
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“There’s my hand on’t,” cried the Commandant, who had listened to the young woman’s fervent words with
approval. “And what is more, I will listen to your intercession three separate times, supposing Francoeur should
take it into his head to play his crazy tricks. It would be best to avoid this altogether, however, and I shall
therefore send him forthwith as relief to a fort that requires a garrison of no more than three men. There you will
find comfortable quarters for yourself and your child, he will have little occasion for folly, and any crazy tricks he
does get up to will never come to light.”
The woman thanked him for his kind and prudent offer, kissed the old gentleman’s hand, and in return he
lighted the way for her as she descended the stair case with many a curtsey. This puzzled old Basset, the
Commandant’s batman, and he wondered what had possessed his master to show her such respect: whether
perhaps he had begun an affair with the blazing woman that might have some prejudicial effect on his own
influence. …
Now it so happened that the old gentleman had the habit, when he could not sleep of an evening, of musing
aloud in bed on everything that had occurred during the day, as though he were obliged to make his confession to
the bed-post. And while the carriages rumbled past on their way back from the ball and kept him awake, Basset
eavesdropped in the next room and heard the monologue from beginning to end. The matter seemed to him all the
more worthy of note because Francoeur came from his own part of the country and they had borne arms in the
same regiment, although he was much the elder. And now he suddenly thought of a friar he knew who had rid a
number of people of devils, and he resolved to take Francoeur to this man as soon as he might be. He had a great
weakness for charlatans of this sort and looked forward eagerly to seeing yet another devil cast out.
Rosalie, much pleased with the success of her visit, had slept well; in the morning she purchased a new apron,
and having tied it on went to meet her husband as he led his weary old sweats into the city to the accompaniment
of an excruciatingly tuneless marching-song. He kissed her, swung her into the air and said,
“You reek of the fires of Troy: I have you once again, my fairest Helen!”
Rosalie grew pale and felt it necessary to explain to him, when he asked her about it, that she had been to see
the Commandant about their quarters, that his wooden leg had happened to be on fire and that her apron had been
burned as well. He was displeased that she had not waited for his arrival, but he soon forgot this in a thousand
witticisms about the burning apron.
He then presented his men to the Commandant, extolling all their physical infirmities and intellectual virtues
with such charm and verve that he at once won the good opinion of the old gentleman, who thought to himself:
the girl is in love with him, but she is German and cannot be expected to understand Frenchmen; every
Frenchman has a bit of the devil in him. He bade the sergeant come inside so as to make his closer acquaintance,
found him well instructed in the art of fortification, and—which delighted him even more—discovered in
Francoeur a zealous pyrotechnician who had devised all kinds of fireworks displays while he was with his
regiment. The Commandant expounded to him his latest project for a grand display on the King’s birthday, the
last, in fact which had been so rudely interrupted the previous day when his leg caught fire, and Francoeur entered
into his schemes with coruscating\fn{Sparkling} enthusiasm.
The old gentleman then informed him that he and two of his old soldiers were to relieve the little garrison of
Fort Ratonneau. There was a plentiful store of gunpowder there, and he and his two men were to busy themselves
filling rockets, winding Catherine wheels and tying up fire-crackers. Just as the Commandant was on the point of
handing over the key of the powder magazine, however, along with the inventory, it suddenly occurred to him
what the woman had said, and still grasping the key, he remarked:
“I trust the Devil doesn’t plague you so that you won’t get up to any mischief.”
“Speak of the Devil and he will appear,” replied Francoeur with a certain jauntiness.
This restored the Commandant’s confidence and he at once handed over the key, the inventory and the order for
the present garrison to stand down. And so Francoeur was dismissed, and there in the hall stood Basset who fell
on the sergeant’s neck. They had recognized each other at once, and each gave a brief account of what had
befallen him since they last met. But Francoeur, who was most strict in all military matters, quickly tore himself
away and invited Basset to come on the succeeding Sunday—provided he could obtain leave—to Fort Ratonneau
as the guest of its commander, which post he himself had the honor to occupy.
*
The entry of the relief garrison into the fort was a cheerful occasion for all concerned: the departing garrison
had had their fill of the fine prospect of Marseilles, and the relieving part were delighted by the selfsame view,
with the well-laid-out defences, the comfortable quarters and beds. They purchased from the departing troops a
number of goats, a pair of pigeons, a dozen fowl and sundry devices by means of which they might indulge in a
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quiet bit of poaching at the cost of the game in the surrounding countryside, for soldiers with idle hours are
inveterate huntsmen.
When Francoeur had formally taken over command he at once ordered his two privates, Brunet and Teffier, to
come with him and open the powder magazine, check through the list of stores and then carry a certain quantity of
powder into the workshop for the purpose of manufacturing fireworks. The list of stores was correct in every item,
and the sergeant at once set one of his two men to work on the fireworks. Accompanied by the other he made a
tour of the cannons and mortars, polishing the bronze pieces and painting black the cast-iron guns. Soon he had
charged a sufficient store of bombs and shells, and he then trained the entire armament so that it bore upon the
sole approach to the fort.
“The fort is impregnable!” he cried over and over again. “I can hold it, even though\fn{ The text has: although} the
English should land and seek to storm it with a hundred thousand men! But things were indeed in a sorry state up
here!”
“It’s like this in all the forts and batteries,” remarked Tessier. “The old Commandant can’t get around so easily,
what with his peg-leg and all, and the English, thank God, have never taken it into their heads to make a landing.”
“We’ll change all that,” cried Francoeur. “I’d rather have my tongue burned out than suffer our enemies to
reduce Marseilles to ashes, or even admit that we have reason to fear them.”
His wife was made to assist him in clearing the ramparts of grass and moss, in white-washing the walls and
ventilating the provisions that were stored in the casements. During the first few days there was scarcely time to
sleep, so relentlessly did the untiring Francoeur drive them on to work, and his skilful hands achieved in this
space what another might have needed a month to do.
In the midst of all this bustle his wild whims left him in peace; he was brusque in his manner, but it was always
to a particular purpose, and Rosalie blessed the day that had brought him to these higher altitudes where the Devil
no longer seemed to have power over him. The weather, too, had grown milder and brighter with the veering of
the wind, so that they seemed to experience a renewed summer. Every day ships entered the harbor, saluting the
forts along the coast and being saluted by them in turn. Rosalie, who had never lived by the sea, felt herself
transported into a different world, and her little boy reveled in the freedom of the fort’s walled garden after being
so much shut up in baggage-wagons and inn-parlors. This garden the former occupants of the fort, after the
manner of soldiers, particularly gunners, had embellished with highly complex mathematical figures executed in
box-hedge. High over the little stronghold flutter the banner with the fleur-de-lis, Francoeur’s pride (an auspicious
emblem of his wife, christened Lilie as she was), and the child’s favorite diversion.
Thus arrived the first Sunday, gratefully welcomed by one and all, and Francoeur enjoined his wife to prepare
some specifically tasty dish for the midday repast, as he was expecting his friend Basset. He had a particular wish
for a good omelette, since the hens in the fort were laying well, and he also furnished the kitchen with a number of
wild fowl that Brunet had shot.
In the midst of these preparations Basset came puffing up the hill and was delighted with the transformation of
the fortress. He enquired on behalf of the Commandant concerning the fireworks and was astounded at the great
number of completed rockets and star-shells. Francoeur’s wife now went about her work in the kitchen, the two
privates set off on an expedition to fetch fruit for their meal, all of them determined to spend the day in leisurely
content, and to have read out to them the newspaper that Basset had brought up with him.
In the garden Basset sat opposite Francoeur and gazed at him long and hard in silence. Francoeur asked him
why he was staring at him thus.
“It seems to me you look as fit as ever, and you behave perfectly sensibly, too.”
“And who might doubt it, pray?” enquired Francoeur, his temper rising. “That’s what I should like to know!”
Basset tried to change the subject, but there was something terrifying in Francoeur’s bearing, his dark eyes
blazed, he tossed his head back and thrust out his lips. Poor gossiping Basset’s heart fell into his boots, and he
began to speak in a voice as high-pitched as a fiddle of rumors that he had heard in the Commandant’s house,
namely that Francoeur was possessed by the Devil, and of his own well-meaning plan to have Francoeur
exorcised by a member of the monastic order, Father Philip, whom he had for this purpose invited to come up to
the fort before they sat down to table, under the pretext that he was to celebrate Mass in the chapel there for the
benefit of the garrison who were too far removed to attend regular services.
On hearing this, Francoeur flew into a rage, swearing that he would take a bloody revenge on anyone who
spread such lies about him. He knew nothing of the Devil, and it was all the same to him whether there was any
such thing or not, for he had never had the honor to make Old Nick’s acquaintance.
Basset said that it was in no way his fault, he had simply overheard the story as the Commandant recited it
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aloud to himself, and anyway it was this demon that was the reason for Francoeur being transferred fro his
regiment.
“And who told the Commandant about that,” demanded Francoeur, trembling all over.
“It was your wife,” replied Basset, “but she only meant it for the best, so as to excuse you if you got up to any
mischief.”
“We are no longer man and wife,” shrieked Francoeur, striking his forehead. “She has betrayed me, ruined me,
she has secrets with the Commandant. She has suffered no end of hardship for me, there is no limit to what she
had done for me, she has done me infinite harm, I owe her nothing more, we are parted for good!”
Little by little he seemed to grow outwardly calmer, the more the turmoil within him grew once again he had a
vision of the black-clad parson, as the victim of a mad dog imagines he can still see the dog before his eyes. Just
at that moment Father Philip entered the garden. Francoeur strode up to him and asked him his business. Father
Philip felt the time had come to administer his exorcism, he adjured the evil spirit with great vehemence, repeated
making the sign of the cross over Fancoeur. All this infuriated the latter even more; as commander of the fort he
ordered Father Philip to leave the place at once. But the doughty friar strove ever more manfully against the devil
in Francoeur, and when he went so far as to raise his staff, Francoeur’s martial pride could not tolerate the threat.
With the strength of a madman he seized the diminutive Philip by his habit and tossed him over the iron grille that
protected the entrance to the fort, and had it not been for the good man’s clothing catching on the spikes that
surmounted it, he would have suffered a heavy fall down the stone steps.
Close by the iron gate stood the table already laid for their meal, and this reminded Francoeur of food. He
called for his dinner, and Rosalie brought it, a little flushed from the fire but very cheerful, for she did not catch
sight of the friar hanging outside the gate: he, having scarcely recovered from his initial fright, was praying
silently that no further peril might befall him. Rosalie scarcely noticed that both her husband and Basset were
staring at the table, the one morosely, the other in acute discomfiture. She asked about the two soldiers, but
Francoeur replied:
“They can have their afterwards. I am so hungry I could tear the whole world to shreds.” Thereupon she served
the soup, giving Bassest the larger helping out of politeness, and returned to the kitchen to cook the omelette.
“And how did the Commandant like my wife?” asked Francoeur.
“Very much,” answered Basset. “He wished he had been as well off as you when he was a prisoner.”
“Then he shall have her!” rejoined the sergeant. “She asked about the two soldiers who are not here, but she
never asked what was the matter with me. Because you’re the Commandant’s servant she’s trying to get you on
her side. That’s why she filled your plate to the brim. She gave you the largest glass of wine, and just you watch,
she’ll bring you the largest helping of omlette too. If she does, then I shall simply get up, you can take her away
and leave me here by myself.”
Basset was about to reply, but at that moment Rosalie appeared with the omelette. She had already cut it into
three pieces, and she went up to Basset and pushed a piece on to his plate with the words,
“You won’t find a better omelette at the Commandant’s: you must admit I’m a first-rate cook.”
Gloomily Francoeur peered into the dish in her hand—the gap was indeed almost as large as the two remaining
pieces put together. He rose to his feet and exclaimed:
“So that’s the way of it! We are no longer man and wife!” So saying, he strode off to the powder-magazine,
opened the iron door, went inside and closed it behind him. His wife gazed after him in consternation and let fall
the dish:
“Dear God, it is the Evil One plaguing him again. I only hope he does not mischief in the magazine.”
“Is that the magazine?” yelled Basset. “He’ll blow himself to Kingdom Come! Save yourself and the child!”
With these words he took to his heels; even the monk did not venture inside again, but followed Basset’s example.
Rosalie darted into the house to fetch her baby, snatched it up as it lay sleeping in its cradle, scarcely knowing
what she did. As she had once risen and followed Francoeur in a trance, so she now fled from him, saying to
herself:
“My child, it is only for your sake; for my part, it would be better to die along with him. Hagar, you did not
suffer as I do, for I am casting myself out into the wilderness.”
Bemused by such thoughts she descended the wrong path and found herself on the marshy river-bank. She was
too weary to go any further and therefore seated herself in a small rowing-boat, which being only a little way
drawn up on to the bank, could easily be thrust into the stream, and so she allowed herself to drift down the river.
She did not dare to look back, for every time a shot was fire down by the harbor she believed the fortress had been
blown up and half her life along with it. By and by she relapsed into a dull and feverish doze.
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Meanwhile the two soldiers, laden down with apples and grapes, had arrived back at the fort, only to be halted
in their tracks by the stentorian voice of Francoeur as he fired a musket shot over their heads:
“Get back!” He then called to them through a speaking-trumpet:
“I will talk to you by the curtain wall. I alone am in charge here, and I mean to live alone here as long as the
Devil pleases.”
They could not imagine what all this meant, but they had no choice but to comply with the sergeant’s will.
They clambered down to the sheer slope known as the curtain wall, and barely had they arrived there when they
saw Rosalie’s bed and the child’s cradle descending at the end of a rope, to be followed by their own bedding and
kit. Francoeur called through his speaking-trumpet:
“Take what is yours, and bring the bed, the cradle and my runaway wife’s clothes to the Commandant’s house,
that’s where you’ll find her. Tell her, Satan has sent them, along with this old flag to cover up the shame she
shares with the Commandant!” With these words he threw down the great French ensign that had floated over the
fort and continued:
“I hereby declare wear on the Commandant. He has until nightfall to prepare his weapons, then I shall open
fire. Let him give no quarter, for, Devil take me, I shall show him none. He can do what he likes, but he shall not
lay a finger on me: he gave me the key to the magazine, and I mean to use it. The instant he thinks he has me, I
shall blow him and myself to Kingdom Come and back again into the pit of hell—that will make the dusty fly!”
Brunet at last found the courage to speak and called up:
“Think of our most gracious King. Remember you are his subject; don’t say you mean to take up arms against
him.” To this Francoeur retorted:
“Inside me I have the king of all kings on this earth; inside me I have the Devil himself, and in the Devil’s
name I tell you: say not another word, or I will dash you to pieces!”
At this threat the two men silently gathered up their belongings and left the rest where it was. They knew that
up there were piled masses of boulders that could be dislodged to smash anything at the foot of the curtain wall.
*
When they reported to the Commandant in Marseilles they found him already busy with preparations, for
Basset had informed him of all that had passed. He dispatched the two men to the fort with a cart so that they
might recover the woman’s belongings before the threatening rain began to fall. At the same time he sent out men
to search for the woman and her baby. Meanwhile he summoned his officers in order to discuss what measures
might be taken.
This council of war was concerned above all about the potential loss of a fine fortress, supposing it should be
blown up. Shortly, however, an emissary arrived from the city, where the rumor had already spread, and pointed
out that the finest part of the town was quite certain to be demolished in this event. It was generally agreed that
force could not be employed, for there was no honor to be gained in combat against a single man, whereas
immeasurable loss might be averted by a compromise. In the long run, sleep was bound to overpower Francoeur’s
madness, and when the happened a party of determined men should scale the fort and seize him.
Scarcely had this decision been arrived at when the soldiers who had retrieved Rosalie’s bed and chattels were
brought into the room. They had a message from Francoeur to deliver, namely that the Devil had made known to
him that they proposed to take him prisoner while he was asleep, but for the sake of a number of his old comrades
in devilment who might be employed in this enterprise he would warn them that he meant to sleep peacefully in
the barred and bolted magazine with muskets by his side, and long before they could break down the door he
would be awake and would blow the magazine to smithereens by firing a shot into the powder barrels.
“He is right,” said the Commandant. “He can choose no other course of action. We shall have to starve the
fellow out.”
“He has had the whole of our provisions for the winter taken up there,” remarked Brunet. “We should have to
wait for six months at least, and anyway he said he would levy a handsome toll on the ships sailing in to supply
the city, otherwise he would sink them on the spot. And just to show that no one should try to run the blockade by
night he would take occasion to let fly a few cannonballs across the river during the hours of darkness.”
“It’s true, he has opened fire!” cried one of the officers, and everyone present ran to a window on the top floor.
What a sight! At every angle of the fort the cannons opened their fiery jaws, the balls whistled through the air,
and the crowds in the streets fled screaming for cover—apart from a few individuals who chose to demonstrate
their courage by boldly observing the perilous spectacle. And richly reward for it they were: with a blinding flash
Francoeur discharged a bundle of rockets into the air from a howitzer, along with a cluster of star-shells from a
mortar, followed by numberless other projectiles fired from muskets. The Commandant averred that the effect was
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capital. He himself had never dared to discharge fireworks as projectiles from artillery-pieces, but the artifice
produced an effect that was well-nigh meteoric, and Francoeur deserved a pardon for this alone.
The nocturnal illuminations had a further consequence that was intended by no human design: it saved the
lives of Rosalie and her child. The two of them had fallen fast asleep as they drifted peacefully in the rowing-boat,
and in her dreams Rosalie seemed to see her mother consumed by lurid inward flames, and she asked her why she
had to suffer like this. It seemed as if a large voice resounded in her ears:
“My curse is burning me as it burns you, and if you cannot redeem it, then I must remain enthralled by the Evil
One.” She seemed about to say more, but Rosalie had already started out of her slumber, she saw high above her
the climactic brilliance of Francoeur’s star-shells and heard a sailor hailing hard by:
“Port your helm, or we shall run down a boat with a woman and a baby in it.”
And in that same moment the bow of a great river-barge passed close astern like the yawning maw of a whale,
veered off to port, but dragged the frail craft sideways along with it.
“Save my poor child!” she cried, and a boat-hook linked her with the larger vessel, which at once cast anchor.
“If it hadn’t been for those fireworks going up from Fort Ratonneau,” called one of the sailors, “I should never
have sighted you, and we should have run you down all unawares. What are you doing out on the river all by
yourself and so late? Why didn’t you hail us?”
Rosalie answered their questions rapidly and begged them urgently to take her to the Commandant’s residence.
Taking pity on her, the boatman sent off his son to guide her thither.
*
At the Commandant’s house she found everything in turmoil. She asked him to be mindful of his promise to
pardon her husbands three separate escapades. He denied that he had meant escapades of this order, the previous
complaints had been of practical jokes and crazy delusions, but this was devilishly serious.
“Then it is you who are in the wrong,” said Rosalie, for now she saw clearly the path she must follow. “What
is more, I told you of my poor husband’s condition. You vowed to keep my secret, and yet you told the whole
story to your servant Basset, who has plunged us all into this calamity through his hare-brained schemes and his
meddling. It is not my poor husband who is to blame for the disaster, but you, and it is you who must answer to
the King for it.”
The Commandant defended himself against the accusation that he had ever said anything to Basset, but the
latter confessed that he had overheard his monologue, so the whole of the blame must fall on him. The old officer
swore that he would get himself shot in front of the fort the very next day so as to pay with his life for the dreadful
debt he had incurred towards his monarch, but Rosalie begged him not to be too hasty, telling him to bear in mind
that she had already rescued him from the flames once. She was given a room in the Commandant’s residence and
put her child to bed there, pondering on the whole affair as she did so, and praying to God that He might show her
how to redeem her mother from the flames and her husband from the curse. But even as she knelt there she fell
into a deep slumber and awoke in the morning with no awareness of any dream or divine revelation.
The Commandant, who had already attempted an assault on the fort early in the morning, returned in ill humor.
To be sure, there had been no losses among his men, but Francoeur had shown such skill in sending countless
balls and bullets whizzing narrowly to the right and left of them and close over their heads that clearly they owed
their lives only to his forbearance. He had blockaded the river with warning shots, and no one might drive along
the high-road: in short, all traffic with the city was blocked for the day, and the authorities were threatening that, if
the Commandant did not go about the business with the utmost caution but attempted to besiege the fort’s
occupant as though this were enemy territory, then they would mobilize the citizenry and give very short shrift to
his decrepit veterans.
For three days the Commandant allowed himself to be held thus at arm’s length, and every evening was made
resplendent by a firework display, and every evening Rosalie reminded him of his promise to be lenient. On the
third evening he informed her that the assault was timed for noon on the following day; the city had acquiesced
because all traffic was utterly disrupted and there was a risk of eventual famine. He would lead an assault on the
main gate while another party attempted to make their way up secretly from the far side in the hope of taking their
man from the rear before he could run for the powder magazine. It would cost lives, the outcome was uncertain,
but he was resolved to wipe out the disgrace of having, by his faint-heartedness, allowed a madman to think in his
arrogance that he could defy an entire city. The direct catastrophe would be preferable to any such suspicion. He
had put his affairs in order, both in regard to the world and his Maker, Rosalie and the child would find that they
had not been overlooked in his will.
Rosalie threw herself at his feet and enquired what the fate of her husband would be, supposing he were taken
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alive in the assault. The Commandant turned away and said in subdued tones:
“It is bound to be death. No court martial would return a verdict of insanity, there is too much discernment,
prudence and intelligence in his mode of behavior. The Devil cannot be brought to book, and so Francoeur must
suffer in his stead.” After a flood of tears Rosalie composed herself and said: supposing she could deliver the
fortress into the Commandant’s hands without bloodshed or danger, would Francoeur’s offence then be pardoned
on grounds of insanity?
“Yes, indeed, I swear it!” cried the Commandant. “But it is useless, he hates you more than anyone, and
yesterday he shouted to our outposts that he would hand over the fort if we sent him his wife’s head.”
“I know him,” said the young woman. “I will cast out the devil in him and bring him peace. I would die in any
case if he did, so I have nothing to lose supposing I die by the hand of him to whom I am wedded by the most
sacred of vows.” The Commandant bid her consider it well, questioned her on her intentions, but could resist
neither her pleading nor the prospect of escaping by this mean a catastrophe which otherwise seemed inevitable.
Father Philip made his appearance in the house and related that the madman Francoeur had now hoisted a large
white flag on which he had painted a picture of the Devil, but the Commandant was little inclined to listen to his
tale and desired him to go at once to Rosalie as she wished to make her confession. After she had done this with
all the serenity of a devout mind, she asked Father Philip to bear her company as far as the shelter of a stone
rampart where no bullet could possibly reach him. There she would give into his keeping her child together with a
sum of money sufficient to provide for its upbringing, for she could not bear to part with her beloved son yet.
After making enquiries in the house as to whether he would indeed be safe from shot and shell in the place she
mentioned he promised her this with some trepidation. For he had entirely lost faith in his power to cast out devils
and readily conceded that what he had hitherto cast out might well not have been Satan himself but some lesser
spirit.
With many a tear Rosalie attired her baby once more in white with red ribbons, then she took him in her arms
and silently descended the stairs. The old Commandant was standing at the foot of the staircase and could do no
more than squeeze her hand before averting his face, abashed that he should shed tears in front of onlookers. And
so she stepped into the street. No one knew what she meant to do; Father Philip hung back and would gladly have
been relieved of his perilous duty, and the pair were followed by a crowd of idlers asking the friar what they were
about. Many people reviled Rosalie because she was Francoeur’s wife, but their imprecations left her unmoved.
In the meantime the Commandant was leading his men by concealed paths to the points from which the assault
was to be launched, supposing the sergeant’s wife could not abate his mania.
*
At the city gate the crowd deserted Rosalie, for Francoeur was firing desultory shots across the open ground
before the gates. Father Philip complained of feeling weak and said he must sit down for a space. Rosalie
commiserated with him and pointed out the rocky rampart where she would suckle the child once more before
laying it down wrapped in her cloak. There they might look for it, and it would be perfectly safe, supposing she
should fail to return. Father Philip seated himself behind a rock and began to pray, while Rosalie continued with
firm steps to the rampart, where she suckled the baby, gave it her blessing, wrapped it in her cloak and lulled it to
sleep. Then she left it with a sigh that dispersed the dark clouds within her, so that blue sky and the radiance of the
sun filled her heart and gave her strength.
Now, as she stepped from behind the wall, she was visible to her obdurate husband. A blinding flash darted out
by the gate, a blast of air that all but hurled her off her feet, a thunderous bang accompanied by a rushing noise
told her that death had brushed her by. But she no longer felt fear, a voice within her told her that naught that
outlived this day could ever perish, and love for her husband, for her baby, stirred anew in her heart as she
glimpsed the former standing on the breastwork to reload and heard her child crying behind her. She felt more
pain and sorrow for the two of them than for her own plight, and the arduous path before her was not the thought
that most exercised her mind.
A fresh shot deafened her and sent dust and splinters flying in her face, but she prayed and looked up to
Heaven. And so she entered the narrow defile cut in the rock that, like a prolongation of the gun-barrels, was
designed to restrict with venomous thrift the grape-shot charge of two cannons and direct its lethal mass against
approaching attackers.
“What can you see, woman?” bellowed Francoeur. “It’s no use looking up in the air, your angels will not come
to your aid, here stand death and the Devil!”
“Neither death nor the Devil can keep me from you any longer,” she said with serene confidence and walked
on up the great steps.
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“Woman,” he screamed, “you have more courage than the Devil himself, but it will not help you.”
He blew on the sputtering linstock to revive it, sweat glistened on his brow and cheeks, it seemed as though
two natures were warring within him. And Rosalie, not wishing to curb the conflict nor to anticipate the issue, of
which she now began to be confident, proceeded no further, but kneeled down on the steps no more than three
paces distant from the guns at the very point where their lines of fire must cross.
Gasping for air, he ripped open his tunic and waistcoat at the throat, clutched at his tangled dark locks and tore
out his hair in fury. In wild agitation he pounded repeatedly with his fists on his forehead, and so opened the
wound; tears and blood put out the burning fuse, a sudden gust of wind swept the powder from the touch-holes
and ripped the Devil’s flag from the turret.
“The chimney-sweep is trying to get out, he is crying up the chimney,” shouted Francoeur, covering his eyes
with his hands.
All at once he came to himself, threw open the iron gates, staggered towards his wife, lifted her to her feet
kissed her and said at length:
“The black miner has burrowed his way out, light is pouring into my head again, the air is blowing through it,
and our love will once more kindle a flame so that we shall never again feel the cold. Oh God, what crimes have I
done in these last days! Let us be glad, they will not grant me many hours. Where is my child, let me kiss him as
long as I am still at liberty. But what is it—to die? Did I not die once when you left me, and now you are back,
and your coming gives me more than your going ever took from me, a boundless sense of my own being, the
fleeting moments of which are themselves enough for me. Now I could gladly live with you, even although your
guilt were greater than my despair, but I know the laws of war, and thank God, I can at least die a repentant
Christian.”
In her rapture, well-nigh choked with tears, Rosalie could scarcely say that she forgave him, that she was free
from all guilt, and that her child was nearby. She hastily bound up his wound, then led him down the steps to the
rampart where she had left the child. There they found the worthy Father Philip with the baby. He had crept up to
it, taking cover behind one rock after another, and as they approached, the child let something fly out of its hands
as it stretched them out to greet its father. As all three of them embraced, Father Philip related how a pair of doves
had fluttered down from the fort and played gently with the child. They had allowed the baby to touch them and
had, so to speak, comforted it in its desolation. When he saw that, Philip had dared to approach the child.
“They used to be like guardian angels, my child’s favorite playmates at the fort. They sought him out faithfully
and they will surely return and never leave him.”
And sure enough, the doves flew amicably round and round them, bearing green leaves in their beaks.
“Our sin has departed from us,” said Francoeur. “Never again will I rail against peace, I feel its comfort now.”
In the meantime the Commandant and his officers had approached, he having observed the happy outcome
through his telescope. Francoeur surrendered his sword. The Commandant informed him that he was pardoned in
consideration of his wound having robbed him of reason, and gave orders that a surgeon should examine the
wound and dress it more effectively. Francoeur sat down and submitted to everything, gazing all the time at his
wife and child. The surgeon was astonished that he gave no sign of pain, and extracted from the wound a splinter
of bone that had produced suppuration all round it. It seemed that Francoeur’s powerful constitution had gradually
and continuously worked to expel the splinter until at last external force, indeed his own desperate agency, had
caused it to pierce the surface. The surgeon assured the onlookers that, but for this providential chance, an
incurable dementia would have devoured the hapless Francoeur.
So that no undue exertion might harm him, the sergeant was laid upon a cart, and his entry into Marseilles,
amidst a populace that has always esteemed audacity higher than benevolence, was like a triumphal procession.
The women threw laurel wreaths onto the cart, and all and sundry crowded forward to catch a glimpse of the highspirited miscreant who had imposed his will on so many thousands of people for three entire days. The men,
however, offered their garlands of flowers to Rosalie and her child, extolling her as their liberator and promising
her and her son a rich reward for saving their city from destruction.
After a day like this there is seldom anything else in the life of one individual that would be worth the telling,
although it was only in later and more placid years that the couple, restored to their former happiness and freed
from the curse, realized the full measure of the good fortune they had won.
The worthy old Commandant adopted Francoeur as his son, and although he could not bestow on him his own
name, he did nevertheless leave him his blessing and a part of his estate.
Something that affected Rosalie even more profoundly, however, was the news, gleaned some years after from
an acquaintance of her mother’s in Prague, that the wretched woman had repented of the curse she had cast on her
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daughter every day throughout a pain-racked year; longing for the dissolution of her body and the release of her
soul, a burden to herself and those around her, she had lived on until the day when Rosalie’s devotion and her
absolute trust in God had been triumphantly crowned. On that selfsame day, comforted it seemed by an inner
illumination, and professing her faith in the Savior, she had passed peacefully to her rest.
54.50 The Jews’ Beech Tree\fn{by Annette von Droste-Hülshoff (1797-1848)} Burg Hülshoff, now part of Havixbeck,
North Rhine-Westphalia, Germany (F) 21
Frederick Mergel, born in 1738, was the son of a so-called landowner of the lower class in the village of B
——, a village which, badly built and smoky though it might be, yet attracted the attention of all travelers by the
extremely picturesque beauty of its situation in a green and wooded valley of an important and historically famous
mountain range. The province to which it belonged was in those days one of those secluded corners of the globe,
without factories or trade, without highways, where a strange face still caused a sensation, and to travel thirty
miles, even for the people of position, was a matter which raised them to the rank of Ulysses—in short, a spot like
so many others in Germany with the failings and virtues, the originality and narrowness which thrive only in such
surroundings.
Owing to very simple and often inadequate laws, the ideas of the inhabitants about right and wrong had got
into disorder, or rather, a second system of laws had grown up—the law of public opinion, of custom firmly
established by time. The landowners, who were responsible for the dispensing of justice, punished and rewarded
according to their own ideas, which were in most cases honest: the people did what seemed to them practicable,
and, stretching the point a little, pleased them; and only the loser sometimes thought of turning up old and dusty
documents. It is difficult to look at that period impartially; since it disappeared it has been either arrogantly
censured or stupidly praised, for those who lived in it are dazzled by precious memories, and the later-born do not
understand it. But this, at least can be asserted: that habit was weaker, integrity firmer, wrong-doing more
frequent, unscrupulousness rarer. For he who acts according to his convictions, however faulty they may be, can
never be quite lost, but nothing is more soul-destroying than having to obey laws which one feels in one’s heart to
be wrong.
A race of people more restless and adventurous than their neighbors was the reason why many things in the
little province of which we are speaking appeared in more glaring colors than in other places under the same
circumstances. Crimes were daily committed in the forest, and he who got a broken head in the fighting which
constantly occurred had to see to the binding up of it himself. But as most of the wealth of the province consisted
in the large and productive forests, these were naturally sharply guarded; not so much in a lawful manner as by
constantly renewed attempts to overcome violence and cunning by the same weapons.
The village of B—— was considered the most arrogant, cunning, and audacious village in the whole
principality. Its position amidst the deep and lofty loneliness of the forest began early to nourish the inborn
obstinacy of the people. The proximity of a river which flowed into the sea, and was large enough to bear decked
boats which could carry the timber for ship-building safely and easily out of the country, was to a great extent
responsible for encouraging the natural audacity of the people, and the fact that the whole neighborhood teemed
with forest-rangers only acted as an incentive, as the frequent clashes between rangers and peasants generally
ended in a victory for the peasants. Thirty, forty wagons would drive out at the same time on a fine moonlight
night, with twice as many men of all ages, from half-grown boys to the seventy-year-old mayor, who led the
company with the same proud consciousness with which he took his seat in the court room. Those who remained
behind heard with indifference the gradually lessening noise of the wheels in the defiles, and went off to sleep
again. An occasional shot, a feeble scream would sometimes cause a young wife or sweetheart to start up in
alarm; but nobody else took any notice of it. At the earliest sign of dawn the company returned as silently as they
had gone out, their faces glowing like bronze, here and there a head bound up, but of that no notice was taken; and
a few hours later the whole neighborhood knew of the ill luck of one or more rangers, carried out of the wood,
beaten, blinded with snuff, and incapable for a time of doing their work.
In this district Frederick Mergel was born, in a house which, in the proud possession of a chimney and a few
panes of glass in the window, showed the pretensions of its builder, and in its present decayed state showed the
miserable circumstances of its present owner. What had been a railing round courtyard and garden had become a
neglected fence, the roof was ruinous, other people’s cattle were pastured on the meadow, other people’s corn
grew in the field beyond the courtyard, and in the garden, with the exception of a few woody rose-bushes left over
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from better times, more weeds grew than flowers. True, ill luck had been to a certain extent the cause of all this;
but there had been also a great deal of lack of organization and bad management. Frederick’s father, old Hermann
Mergel, had as a bachelor been a so-called good drinker, that is, one who drank himself into the gutter on Sundays
and holidays, and behaved himself well on other days.
So he found no obstacles put in the way of his courtship of a pretty and well-to-do girl. The wedding was a
merry one. Mergel was not too drunk, and the bride’s parents went happily home that evening; but on the
following Sunday the young wife,. covered with blood, was seen to run screaming through the village to her old
home, leaving behind her all her good clothes and new belongings. That caused great scandal and annoyance to
Mergel, who needed comfort more than ever. By the afternoon no pane of glass in his windows remained intact,
and late that night he was still lying across his doorstep, at intervals trying to lift a broken bottle to his lips, and
cutting hands and face miserably in the attempt. His young wife stayed with her parents and very soon pined away
and died. Whether it was remorse or shame by which Mergel was now overcome, it remains certain that from that
time on he was looked upon as completely demoralized.
The household went to pieces, the maids caused trouble and scandal: and so the years passed. Mergel remained
a taciturn and at last rather poor widower, until he suddenly let it be known that he was about to marry again. The
fact itself was unexpected, but the personality of the bride made it an even greater wonder. Margaret Semmler was
an honest, respectable, middle-aged person, who had been in her youth a village beauty. She was still a clever and
capable housewife and not penniless; so that nobody could understand what made her contemplate such a step.
Probably her reason can be found in her shrewd and conscious self-sufficiency. It is reported that on the evening
before the wedding she said:
“A wife who allows her husband to ill-treat her is either stupid or not worth much: if I have a bad time you can
say the fault is mine.”
The result unfortunately showed that she had overestimated her power. At first she made a great impression on
her husband; when he had had too much to drink he either kept away from the house or crept up to the loft, but
after a while the yoke became too irksome, and he was soon seen to reel across the lane into the house, and from
inside came the sound of his wild uproar while Margaret hastily closed doors and windows. On one such occasion
—this time not a Sunday—she was seen to rush out of doors without cap or neckerchief, her hair hanging wildly
round her head, and throw herself down beside a bed of herbs, where she began to grub up the earth with her
hands; then glancing anxiously around her she picked a bunch of herbs and returned slowly towards the house, but
went into the loft instead of the house. The rumor spread that on that day Mergel first hit her, but no word of that
ever passed her lips.
*
The second year of this unhappy marriage was marked, one cannot say gladdened, by the birth of a son, for
Margaret cried bitterly when the child was handed to her. But in spite of all the sorrows of his mother, Frederick
was a healthy, pretty child, and throve in the good air. The father loved him very much, and never came home
without bringing him a bit of cake, or something of that sort, and people even thought he had improved since the
birth of his child; at least the noise in the house was much less.
Frederick was nine years old. It was the feast of the Epiphany, a raw, stormy winter night. Hermann Mergel
had gone to a wedding, and had started off betimes\fn{ Early} as the bride’s house was three-quarters of a mile
away. Although he had promised to return in the evening, Frau Mergel did not expect him, more especially as a
heavy snowfall had begun at sunset. Towards ten o’clock she raked together the ashes in the fireplace and
prepared for bed. Frederick stood beside her, already half undressed, listening to the howl of the wind and the
rattling of the garret window.
“Mother, isn’t father coming tonight?” he asked.
“No, child, tomorrow.”
“But why not, mother? he promised to.”
“Ah, God, if only he would do what he promised! Now get on, and finish undressing.”
They were hardly in bed when a gust of wind came which threatened to carry away the house. The bed shook,
and there was a rustling as of goblins in the chimney.
“Mother, somebody is knocking.”
“Quiet, Fritz, that is only the wind shaking that loose board in the gable.”
“No, mother, at the door!”
“It isn’t shut; the latch is broken. Go to sleep, don’t make me lose the miserable bit of rest I can get.”
“But if father comes?” The mother turned angrily in bed.
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“The devil will keep him fast enough!”
“Where is the devil, mother?”
“You wait, fidget! he is standing outside the door, and will fetch you, if you aren’t quiet.”
Frederick was quiet; he listened for a little while longer and then fell asleep. After a few hours he woke again.
The wind had shifted and was now hissing like a snake through the cracks in the window into his ear. His
shoulder was stiff; he crept deeper under the quilt and lay quite still with fright. After a time he noticed that his
mother was not sleeping either. He heard her crying, and in between, “Ave Maria!” and “Pray for us poor
sinners!” The beads of the rosary touched his face. An involuntary sigh escaped him.
“Frederick, are you awake?”
“Yes, mother.”
“Child, pray a little—you know part of the Lord’s Prayer—that God may protect us from danger by water and
fire.”
Frederick thought about the devil and wondered what he looked like. The multifarious noises and uproars in
the house seemed strange to him. He thought there must be something alive both inside and out.
“Listen, mother, I am sure there are people knocking.”
“Ah, no, child, but there is not one of the old boards in the house which is not clattering.”
“Listen, can’t you hear? Some one called! do listen!”
The mother raised herself in bed; the howl of the storm lessened for an instant. One could distinctly hear
knocking on the shutters, and voices:
“Margaret, Mistress Margaret, hullo, open the door!” Margaret uttered a loud cry:
“They are bringing that swine again.”
The rosary fell to the floor, clothes were hastily thrown on. She went over to the hearth, and shortly afterwards
Frederick heard her crossing the floor with defiant step. Margaret did not come back, but there was a great deal of
murmuring of strange voices in the kitchen. Twice a strange man entered the bedchamber and appeared to be
looking anxiously for something. Suddenly a lamp was brought in and two men came in leading Margaret. She
was white as chalk and her eyes were closed. Frederick thought she must be dead; he began to scream fearfully,
whereupon somebody gave him a box on the ears which quietened him, and little by little he began to understand
from the talk of the people round him that his uncle Franz Semmler and Hülsmeyer had found his father lying
dead in the woods and that he now lay in the kitchen.
As soon as Margaret regained consciousness she was anxious to get rid of the strangers. Her brother stayed
with her, and Frederick, obliged to stay in bed under threat of punishment, heard all night long the crackling of the
kitchen fire and a noise as of things being pushed backwards and forwards and brushed. Little was said, and that
very quietly, but at times sighs reached the boy that, young as he was, cut him to the quick. Once he heard his
uncle say:
“Margaret, don’t take that so much to heart; we will both have three Masses said, and at Easter we will go on
pilgrimage to the Virgin at Werl.”
When the corpse was carried out two days later Margaret sat by the hearth, hiding her face in her apron. After a
few minutes, when it was all quiet, she murmured to herself:
“Ten years, ten crosses. We have carried them together, and now I am alone!” Then louder:
“Fritz, come here!”
Frederick approached her timidly; with her black ribbons and troubled looks his mother seemed to him a
sinister figure.
“Fritz,” she said, “will you be a good boy, and make me happy, or are you going to be naughty, a liar, a
drunkard, and a thief?”
“Mother, Hülsmeyer steals.”
“Hülsmeyer? Nonsense! who told you such a wicked story?”
“He thrashed Aaron the other day, and took six groschen from him.”
“If he took the money from Aaron, you may be sure the accursed Jew had swindled him of it before.
Hülsmeyer is a decent, proper man, and the Jews are all rogues.”
“But mother, Brandes said he stole wood and venison as well.”
“Child, Brandes is a ranger.”
“Mother, are rangers liars?” Margaret was silent awhile, then she said:
“Listen, Fritz, the Almighty lets the trees grow wild, and the deer move from one estate to another; they cannot
belong to anybody. But you don’t understand that yet; now go to the outhouse and fetch some twigs.”
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*
Frederick had seen his father lying blue and horrible on the straw. But he never said anything about it and
apparently did not like to think of it. The memory of his father had left in him a mixture of terror and tenderness,
and as nothing binds so much as love and care for a being against whom all others seem to have hardened their
hearts, so with Frederick this feeling grew with the years, increased by the feeling of the neglect on the part of
others. As long as he was a child he was very unhappy if his dead father was spoken of unkindly, and that was a
sorrow which the delicacy of the neighbors did not spare him. In that district it is believed that a person who dies
by an accident cannot rest in his grave. Old Mergel became the Breder Wood ghost; he led drunkards like a Jacko’-lantern till they fell into the ditch; the shepherd boys, when they crouched over the fire at night and the owls
called around them, heard a voice saying in broken tones but quite clearly, “Now hearken, fine Lizzie,” and an
unauthorized wood-cutter who had fallen asleep under a spreading oak and been overtaken by darkness, had on
waking seen old Mergel’s swollen, blue face watching him through the branches.
Frederick had to hear a great many such stories from the other boys; and he cried, struck out with his fists and
once even with a knife, and in return was pitiably thrashed. After that he always drove his mother’s cows alone to
the further end of the valley, where he would lie in the same position in the grass for hours, plucking handfuls of
thyme out of the ground.
He was twelve years old when a younger brother of his mother, who had not crossed her doorstep since she
had married so foolishly, came on a visit from his home in Breder.
Simon Semmler was a restless little man, with fish-like eyes, and in fact his whole face was like a pike’s, a
gloomy person, in whom bragging taciturnity and affected sincerity were equally mixed; who would like to have
been thought an enlightened person, but who was really considered a disagreeable, quarrelsome fellow, out of
whose way everybody was glad to keep as he got older, for with age dull people generally increase their demands
as their usefulness decreases.
Nevertheless poor Margaret was glad to see him, for he was now her only living relative.
“Simon, is it you?” she asked, and trembled so much that she had to hold on to her chair. “Have you come to
see how I am getting on, and my dirty boy?” Simon looked at her earnestly and then gave her his hand:
“You have grown old, Margaret!” Margaret sighed.
“Fate has often been cruel to me.”
“Yes, girl, a late marriage is always regretted! Now you are old, and the child still small. There is a time for
everything. But when an old house catches fire, no water is any use.” A flame, blood-red, spread over Margaret’s
care-worn face.
“But I hear that your boy is a knowing little chap and very bright,” went on Simon.
“Well, more or less, and yet honest.”
“Hmm, once somebody stole a cow, and his name was Honest also. But he is quiet and thoughtful, isn’t he?
and does not run about with the other boys?”
“He is a strange child,” said Margaret as though to herself, “and that is not good.” Simon laughed aloud:
“Your boy is scared because the others have several times given him a good thrashing. He’ll return that to them
yet. Hülsmeyer came to see me a short time ago, and he said the boy was like a deer.”
What mother’s heart does not rejoice when she hears her child praised? Margaret had never felt so pleased, for
everyone said her boy was spiteful and taciturn. Tears came into her eyes.
“Yes, God be praised, he has straight limbs.”
“What does he look like?” continued Simon.
“He has a great deal from you, Simon, a great deal.” Simon laughed.
“Ho, he must be a fine fellow, I grow handsomer every day. They say he is not doing much at school. You let
him herd the cows? That’s just as well. Only half of what the master says is true. But where does he go with the
cows? Telengrund? Koderholz? Teutoburger Wald? by night and day?”
“The whole night through: but why do you ask that?”
Simon appeared not to have heard this last question; he put his head out of the door.
“Ha, here comes the fellow! His father’s son! He swings his arm just as your husband did. And just look,
actually the boy has my fair hair.”
A stealthy, proud smile crossed the mother’s face: her Frederick’s blond curls and Simon’s red bristles!
Without answering she broke a twig from the hedge and went to meet her son, apparently to help him with a lazy
cow, but really to whisper a few quick, half-threatening words to him; for she knew his stubborn nature, and
Simon’s manner seemed to her today more intimidating than ever.
82

But everything went off better than she expected; Frederick was neither stubborn nor cheeky, but rather
somewhat foolish and very anxious to please his uncle. So it came about that after half an hour’s talk Simon put
forward the suggestion of adopting the boy, whom he did not want to take right away from his mother, but whom
he wanted to have with him for a great part of the time, and whom in the end he would make his heir, which he
would be in any case. Margaret allowed him to explain how great the advantage and how small the renunciation
would be. She knew better what a loss to a sickly widow a twelve-year-old son whom she had brought up almost
to take the place of a daughter could be. But she was silent and agreed to everything. Only she begged her brother
to be strict, but not hard with the boy.
“He is a good boy,” she said, “but I am a solitary woman; my son is not like one who has been ruled by a
father’s hand.” Simon nodded his head slyly:
“You leave that to me, we shall get on quite well together, and do you know what? Let the boy come with me
now. I have to fetch two sacks from the mill; the smaller will be just the right size for him, and like that he will
learn to help me. Come along, Fritz, put on your wooden shoes.”
And soon Margaret was watching them striding away, Simon in front, his head well forward, and the tails of
his red coat waving like flames behind him. He had almost the look of a fiery man atoning for the theft of sacks.
Frederick followed him, straight and tall for his age, with fine, almost noble features, and long fair hair which was
in better order than was to be expected from the rest of his appearance, otherwise ragged, sunburnt, and with a
sort of raw melancholy in his looks. But a certain family likeness was not to be denied, and as Frederick slowly
followed his guide, his gaze fixed firmly upon the man whose strange appearance attracted him, one had
instinctively to think of some one watching with troubled attention his own future picture in a magic mirror.
*
Now the two neared that part of the Teutoburger Wood where Breder Wood comes down the sides of the hill
and makes a very dark patch. So far very little had been said. Simon seemed meditative, the boy absent-minded,
and both were panting under the weight of their sacks. Suddenly Simon asked:
“Do you like brandy?” The child did not answer.
“I asked you if you like brandy? Does your mother sometimes give you some to drink?”
“Mother has none herself,” said Frederick.
“Ah, so much the better! Do you know this wood in front of us?”
“That is Breder Wood.”
“And do you know what happened in there?”
Frederick remained silent. In the meantime they drew nearer to the gloomy ravine.
“Does your mother still pray so much?” went on Simon.
“Yes, every evening, two rosaries.”
“Oh! And you pray with her?” The boy laughed, half embarrassed, but with a sly took sideways.
“Mother says one rosary before supper, and I am not home with the cows then, and the other in bed, and then I
am asleep.”
“Oh, ho, comrade!”
These last few words were said under the shade of a wide-spreading beech-tree which overhung the entrance to
the ravine. By this time it was quite dark; the moon was in its first quarter, but its feeble light only served to give a
strange appearance to those things which it reached through an occasional thinning of the trees. Frederick kept
close behind his uncle; his uncle walked quickly, and if anybody had been there to look at him, they would have
noticed an expression of extreme, but strange rather than fearful, attention. So the two marched vigorously
forwards, Simon with the firm tread of an experienced walker, Frederick unsteadily and as though in a dream. It
seemed to him that everything moved in the separate moonbeams, and the trees swayed, first together and then
apart. His steps were made unsteady by the roots of trees and slippery places where the ground was damp; once or
twice he nearly fell.
At last the darkness seemed less, and the two entered a fairly large clearing. Here the moon shone clear and
showed that but a short while earlier the axe had been used unmercifully. Everywhere stood stumps, many several
feet high, just as they had been most convenient to cut. The proscribed work must have been interrupted, for a
beech-tree in full leaf lay right across the path, its branches stretching high above it and its leaves moving gently
in the night wind. Simon stopped for a moment and looked attentively at the fallen tree. In the middle of the
clearing stood an old oak, broader than it was tall; a pale ray of light which fell through the branches upon its
trunk showed that it was hollow, a fact which had probably saved it from the general disturbance. Here Simon
suddenly gripped the boy’s hand.
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“Frederick, do you know that tree? That is the broad oak.” Frederick shuddered and clung tightly to his uncle’s
hand.
“Look,” went on Simon, “this is where your uncle Franz and Hülsmeyer found your father, when quite
drunken, and without penance or extreme unction he went to the devil.”
“Uncle, uncle,” panted Frederick.
“You aren’t afraid? You devil of a boy, you are pinching my arm, let me go!” He tried to shake off the boy,
“Your father was a good sort, anyway; God won’t be so particular. I loved him as though he were my own
brother.”
Frederick loosed his grip of his uncle’s arm; both went on silently until the rest of the wood was behind them
and they came in sight of the village of Breder with its mud huts and the few better houses, Simon’s amongst
them, of bricks.
*
The next evening Margaret sat for an hour in front of her house and waited for her boy. It had been the first
night the boy had ever spent away from her, and still Frederick did not come. She was annoyed and anxious, yet
knew that she had no grounds to be either. The clock in the church tower struck seven, and the cattle returned
home; he was still not there, and she had to get up and look after her cows. .
When she returned to the dark kitchen Frederick was standing on the hearth; he was bending down and
warming his hands at the flames. The firelight played over his features and gave him an unpleasant look of
thinness and nervous twitching. Margaret stopped short in the doorway her child looked so strangely altered.
“Frederick, how is your uncle?” The boy murmured a few unintelligible words, and pressed closer to the wall.
“Frederick, have you lost your tongue? Child, say something, you know quite well that I don’t hear well with
the right ear.” The child raised his voice and began to stammer so badly that Margaret could not understand
anything.
“What is that you say? A greeting from Master Semmler? Back again? Where? The cows are already home.
Wretched boy, I can’t understand you. Wait, let me see if you still have a tongue in your mouth!” She moved a
few steps nearer him.
The child looked up at her with the sad eyes of a half-grown dog learning tricks, and in his terror began to
stamp his feet and rub his back against the wall. Margaret stood still, her look grew anxious. The boy appeared to
her to have fallen together, even his clothes were not the same, no, that was not her child! and yet—
“Frederick, Frederick!” she called.
In the bedroom a cupboard door banged, and the boy she called stepped forward, in one hand a so-called
wooden violin, that is an old wooden shoe spanned with three or four old violin-strings, in the other a bow worthy
of his instrument. He went straight up to his wretched double with an air of conscious dignity and independence
that showed up the difference between the two otherwise amazingly similar boys.
“There, John,” he said, and with a patronizing expression gave him the work of art; “there is the violin I
promised you. My playtime is over, I must earn money now.”
John threw another shy glance at Margaret, then slowly stretched out his hand until he held the proffered gift
tight, and hid it under his wretched jacket.
Margaret stood quite still and let the children alone. Her thoughts had taken another, a very serious turn, and
she looked uneasily from one to the other. The strange boy had turned back and was bending again over the fire
with an expression of momentary comfort which bordered on simplicity. In Frederick’s face the play of expression
changed continually, but self-seeking was more obvious than kindness, and his eye in its almost glassy clearness
certainly showed for the first time that expression of unbridled ambition and propensity to braggadocio, which
appeared later as so strong a motive in most of his dealings.
His mother’s voice roused him from thoughts which were as new as they were pleasant. She was sitting at her
spinning-wheel again.
“Frederick,” she said hesitatingly, “tell me—” and stopped. Frederick looked up, and as she said no more,
turned back to his protégé.
“No, listen,” and then more quietly: “What boy is that? What is his name?” Frederick answered equally
quietly:
“That is uncle’s pigherd, who has a message for Hülsmeyer. Uncle has given me a pair of shoes and a drill
vest, and the boy carried them here for me, that is why I promised him the violin; he is only a poor boy; he is
called John.”
“Well?” said Margaret.
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“What do you want, mother?”
“What else is he called?”
“Yes, oh, nothing else—or, wait—yes: Nobody, John Nobody. He has no father,” he added more quietly.
Margaret rose and went into the bedroom. When she came back after a short time her face wore a hard, morose
expression.
“Now Frederick,” she said, “let the boy go on his errand. Boy, what are you putting into the ashes? Have you
nothing to do at home?”
The boy pulled himself together so hastily that his limbs got in the way, and his wood violin was within a
hair’s breadth of falling into the fire.
“Wait, John,” said Frederick proudly; “I will give you half my slice of bread and butter: it is too much for me,
mother always cuts right across the loaf.”
“Don’t,” said Margaret; “he is going home.”
“Yes, but he won’t get anything there; Uncle Simon eats at seven o’clock.” Margaret turned to the boy:
“Won’t somebody keep something for you? Tell me, who looks after you?”
“Nobody,” stammered the child.
“Nobody?” she echoed, “there, take it, take it!” she added hastily; “you are called Nobody, and nobody looks
after you! That is a shame! And now go! Frederick, don’t go with him, do you hear? Don’t go together through the
village.”
“I am only going to get wood from the shed,” answered Frederick.
When both boys had gone, Margaret threw herself down on a chair and beat her hands together with an
expression of the deepest misery. Her face was white as a cloth.
“A broken oath, a broken oath!” she groaned. “Simon, Simon, how will you face your God?”
She sat for a while, motionless with tightly pressed lips, as though completely absent in mind. Frederick stood
in front of her and had already spoken twice to her.
“What is it? What do you want?” she cried starting up.
“I have brought you money,” he said, more astonished than frightened.
“Money, where?” She moved and the small coins fell with a clink to the floor. Frederick picked them up.
“Money from Uncle Simon, because I have helped him with some work. I can earn money for myself now.”
“Money from Simon? Throw it away, away! No, give it to the poor. But no, keep it,” she whispered almost
inaudibly; “we are poor ourselves, who knows if we shall manage without begging?”
“I am to go to uncle again on Monday and help him with the sowing.”
“You go again to him? No, no, never again.” She threw her arms passionately round her child.
“Yes,” she added, a stream of tears pouring down her hollow cheeks, “go, he is my only brother, and the shame
is great! But remember God, and do not forget your daily prayer!”
Margaret laid her face against the wall, and wept aloud. She had had many heavy burdens to bear, her
husband’s wicked treatment, still heavier his death, and it had been a bitter hour when she had had to give over the
last piece of ground to a creditor as usufruct,\fn{ The right of using and enjoying the fruits or profits of an estate or other thing
belonging to another, without imparing its substance } and her plough stood idle before her door. But never before had she
felt like this; yet, after she had wept throughout the whole evening, and lain awake a whole night, she decided that
her brother Simon could not be so wicked, the child could not be his, resemblance meant nothing. She herself,
forty years earlier, had lost a little sister who had looked exactly like the strange peddler. What things one
believed when one had so little, and through unbelief was likely to lose that little!
*
From that time on Frederick was rarely at home. All the warmer feelings of which Simon was capable he
seemed to expend on his nephew; at least he missed him very much, and was always sending messages, when any
domestic matter kept the boy too long with his mother.
The boy was completely changed; the dreaminess had quite gone, he grew more decided, began to pay
attention to his appearance, and soon became known as a handsome, active youth. His uncle, who had always
some new projects on hand, undertook amongst other things important public works, for example, road building,
in which Frederick was reckoned his best workman, and in everything his right hand; for though he was not yet
fully developed, there were few who could compete with him in endurance. Margaret had till yet only loved her
son, now she began to be proud of him, and even to feel a sort of esteem for him, as she watched the youth
developing without any assistance from her, even without her advice, which she, like most people, considered
priceless, and she therefore could not rate high enough the talent which was able to manage without it.
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In his eighteenth year Frederick had already won a considerable name for himself amongst the youth of the
village as the result of a bet by the terms of which he carried on his back for two miles without putting it down a
wild boar which he had killed. In the meantime participation in the glory which he won was the only advantage
which came to Margaret from these propitious circumstances, for Frederick spent more and more on his
appearance, and at last began to find it hard to bear when, owing to want of money, he had to play second fiddle to
any other of the village youths.
Added to that all his energy was given over to outside gains; at home, quite in contrast to his previous
reputation, every continuous occupation seemed troublesome to him, he preferred to undertake a difficult but
short job, which soon allowed him to go back to his earlier post as cowherd. But this was an unsuitable
occupation for his age, and drew a great deal of ridicule upon him; ridicule which he soon silenced by a few sharp
reprimands with his fist. So one was soon accustomed to seeing him first decked out and happy as the young
elegant and leader of the village youth; then as a ragged cowherd, solitary and dreamy, slinking along behind the
cows, or lying face downwards in a clearing in the woods, apparently quite aimlessly stripping the moss off the
tree-trunks.
About this time the sleepy laws were to a certain extent shaken up by a band of forest trespassers who, under
the name of the Blue Blouses, so far outdid their predecessors in cunning and insolence that it was too much for
even the most long-suffering. Quite contrary to the usual state of affairs, when it was easy to point out the leaders
of the business, it was now impossible, in spite of the greatest vigilance, to discover one single individual. They
took their name from the identical dress which they wore to make it more difficult for them to be recognized in
case a ranger should catch sight of one of them disappearing into the undergrowth. They ravaged everything like
the palmer worm; whole stretches of forest would be felled in a night and carried away, so that the next morning
nothing was there but chips and untidy heaps of the top wood; and the fact that the cart-tracks never led to a
village, but always to the river and back again, showed that they were working under the protection, and probably
with the aid, of the ship-owners. The band must have had very clever spies, for the rangers might watch in vain
for weeks; but in that night, no matter whether stormy or bright moonlight, when they gave up in need of rest, the
destruction began again.
The strange thing was that the people in the neighborhood seemed to know as little about it as the rangers
themselves. It could be said with certainty of some villages that they did not belong to the Blue Blouses, but no
village could be seriously suspected since the most suspicious of them all, the village of B——, was cleared. A
coincidence was responsible for this, a wedding, at which the whole village had caroused through the night, while
at the same time the Blue Blouses had carried out one of their most notable expeditions.
The damage in the forests was becoming so great that the measures taken against it were increased to a hitherto
unknown rigor; the forests were patrolled day and night, farm servants and men servants were armed and detailed
to help the rangers. But the result was slight, and the watchers had often hardly left one end of the forest when the
Blue Blouses entered at the other. This state of things lasted more than a year, watchers and thieves, thieves and
watchers, like sun and moon, alternately in possession of the ground and never meeting.
It was in July 1756, at 3 o’clock in the morning; the moon was high in the heavens, but its brightness was
beginning to wane, and a narrow yellow stripe was already showing in the east, edging the horizon and closing the
entrance to a ravine like a golden band. Frederick lay in the grass, in his usual position, carving a willow stick
whose knotty end he was trying to shape into an animal. He looked overtired, yawned, and sometimes rested his
head against a weathered tree-stump, while his eyes, duskier than the horizon, strayed over the young growth
which nearly hid the entrance to the place where he lay. Once or twice his eyes brightened and took their
characteristic glassy expression, but he immediately shut them again, and yawned and stretched himself in the
manner of lazy cowherds. His dog lay a short distance from him close to the cows, which, untroubled by the forest
rules, were browsing as much on the young green of the trees as on the grass, and blowing contentedly in the fresh
morning air.
From time to time a dull, crashing noise came from the woods; the sound, which recurred at intervals of five to
eight minutes, lasted but a moment and was followed by a long echo from the hill-sides. Frederick took no notice
of it; only occasionally, when the noise was particularly loud or continuous, he raised his head and his gaze
wandered slowly over the different paths which led into the clearing.
It was already getting light; the birds began to twitter and the dew to rise from the ground. Frederick had
slipped down from his tree-stump and was lying, his arms folded above his head, staring into the softly increasing
morning light. Suddenly he started up; something passed over his face like a flash; he listened for a few seconds,
his body bent forward like a hunting dog on the scent. Then he hastily put two fingers into his mouth and whistled
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shrilly and continuously.
“Fidel, you miserable creature!”
He threw a stone and hit the shanks of the quiet dog, which wakened from sleep, first snapped round, then
howling, went to seek comfort from the spot whence the evil had come.
At that moment the branches of a near-by thicket were parted almost noiselessly and there stepped out a man in
a green coat with a silver escutcheon on the sleeve, carrying his gun cocked. His eyes wandered quickly over the
clearing and then rested with particular keenness on the boy. He stepped forward, made a sign towards the thicket,
and gradually seven or eight men appeared all wearing similar uniform, hunting-knives in their belts and their
guns cocked.
“Frederick, what was that?” said the first.
“I wanted the wretched animal to obey at once. For all he cares the cows can graze the ears off my head.”
“The beast saw us,” said another.
“To-morrow you’ll go a journey with a stone tied round your neck,” went on Freaerick, and threw another
stone at the dog.
“Frederick, don’t pretend to be so big a fool! You know me, and you understand me as well.” A look which
worked at once accompanied these words.
“Herr Brandes, think of my mother!”
“That is what I am doing. Haven’t you heard anything in the woods?”
“In the woods?” The boy cast a rapid glance at the ranger’s face. “Your wood-cutters, but nothing else.”
“My wood-cutters!” The ranger’s already dark complexion became darker yet.
“How many of them are there, and where are they working?”
“Where you sent them; I don’t know.” Brandes turned to his companions.
“Go on, I will follow you.” When they had all disappeared one after the other into the undergrowth, Brandes
went close to the boy:
“Frederick,” he said in a tone of repressed fury, “my patience is at an end; I would like to beat you like a dog,
and you are not worth anything else. You scum, without a tile to your roof. You will soon, praise be to God, have
reached beggary, and your mother, the old witch, shan’t get even a mouldy crust when she comes begging at my
door. But first I’ll see you both living in misery.”
Frederick clutched convulsively at a branch. He was deadly pale, and his eyes like balls of crystal seemed to be
on the point of shooting out of his head. But only for an instant. Then a complete, almost sleepy peace came over
him again.
“Sir,” he said firmly, with an almost soft tone in his voice, “you have said something for which you are not
responsible, and I perhaps also. Let us wipe it out, and now I will tell you what you want to know. If those woodcutters are not there by your orders, then it must be the Blue Blouses; for no wagon has come from the village, the
path is just in front of me; and there were four wagons. I have not seen them but I heard them driving up the
ravine.” He hesitated a moment.
“Can you say that I ever cut down a tree in your district? that I ever felled any tree anywhere except by order?
Think whether you can.”
An embarrassed murmur was the only answer of the ranger, who, like most rough men, easily repented. He
turned brusquely away and strode towards the bushes.
“No, sir,” cried Frederick, “if you want to join the other rangers, they went up there past the beech-tree.”
“By the beech?” said Brandes doubtfully, “no, over there towards Mester Wood.”
“I tell you, by the beech; the strap of Henry’s gun got hung up on that crooked branch; I saw it.” The ranger
took the path which had been pointed out to him.
All this time Frederick had not altered his position; half lying, his arm hung round a withered branch, he
watched unmoved, as the ranger glided, with the careful stride of his calling, as noiselessly as a lynx entering a
hen-roost, through the bushes which almost overgrew the footpath. Here a branch fell to behind him, there
another; the outline of his figure disappeared little by little. There was a flash through the leaves. It was a button
on his coat; at last he was gone.
During this gradual disappearance, Frederick’s face lost its expression of unconcern and grew agitated. Did he
perhaps regret not having bound the ranger to silence regarding what he had told him? He moved a few steps
forward, then stopped.
“It is too late,” he murmured, and picked up his hat. There was a slight noise in the thicket not twenty paces
from him; it was the ranger sharpening his flint. Frederick listened.
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“No,” he said at last decisively, and collecting his things together began to drive his cattle hastily down the
ravine.
*
At midday Margaret sat by the fire and made tea. Frederick had come home ill, he complained of severe
headache, and in reply to her anxious inquiries had told how the ranger had annoyed him, had in fact related the
whole of the foregoing affair with the exception of one small item which he found it better to keep to himself.
Margaret looked silently and sadly into the boiling water. She was used to hearing her son complain, but today
he seemed more exhausted than ever before. Was he going to be ill? She sighed deeply and dropped the log of
wood which she had just picked up.
“Mother,” called Frederick from the bedroom.
“What do you want?”
“Was that a shot?”
“Ah, no, I don’t know what you mean.”
“It must be the throbbing in my head,” he replied.
A neighbor came in and related some insignificant gossip to which Margaret listened unmoved. Then she went.
“Mother,” called Frederick. Margaret went to him.
“What was she talking about?”
“Oh, nothing, lies, gossip!” Frederick raised himself on his elbow.
“About Grete Sjemers: you know that old story; and there is nothing in it.” Frederick lay down again.
“I will try to sleep," he said.
Margaret sat by the fire; she was spinning, and her thoughts were not pleasant. In the village a clock struck half
past twelve; the door opened and the magistrate’s clerk came in.
“Good day, Frau Mergel,” he said; “can you give me a drink of milk? I have just come from M——.” When
Frau Mergel brought him what he desired, he asked,
“Where is Frederick?”
She was just busy fetching a plate, and missed his question. He drank slowly and in short gulps.
“Do you know,” he said at last, “that the Blue Blouses have laid a stretch of wood as bare as my hand again
tonight?”
“Oh, dear, dear!” she said unconcernedly.
“The rascals ruin everything,” went on the clerk; “if only they spared the young trees; but oak saplings not as
thick as my arm, not even large enough for a rudder post! It seems as though they are as anxious to damage things
for other people as to make profit for themselves.”
“It is a pity,” said Margaret.
The clerk had finished his drink but made no move to go. He seemed to have something on his conscience.
“Haven’t you heard anything about Brandes?” he asked suddenly.
“Nothing, he never comes into this house.”
“Then you don’t know what has happened to him?”
“No, what?” asked Margaret anxiously.
“He is dead!”
“Dead!” she cried, “What, dead? In God’s name! He passed here only this morning with his gun slung across
his back!”
“He is dead,” repeated the clerk, gazing sharply at her, “killed by the Blue Blouses. A quarter of an hour ago
his body was brought back to the village.” Margaret beat her hands together.
“God in Heaven, do not judge him! He did not know what he did!”
“Him!” cried the clerk, “the accursed murderer do you mean?”
From the bedroom came loud groans. Margaret rushed in and the clerk followed her. Frederick sat upright in
bed, his face hidden in his hands, groaning like a dying man.
“Frederick, what is it?” asked his mother.
“What is it?” echoed the clerk.
“Oh my head, my head!” he moaned.
“What is the matter with him?”
“God knows,” she replied, “he brought the cows home before four o’clock because he felt so ill. Frederick,
Frederick, tell me, shall I fetch the doctor?”
“No, no,” he whined, “it is nothing, it will soon be better.” He lay back; his face twitched convulsively with
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pain; then the color returned to it.
“Go,” he said dully; “I must sleep, then it will be over.”
“Frau Mergel,” said the clerk earnestly; “is it certain that Frederick came home at four o’clock and did not go
out again?” She stared at him.
“Ask any child in the street. And go out again? Would to God he could!”
“Did he say nothing about Brandes?”
“Yes, in God’s name, that Brandes abused him in the woods, and threw his poverty in his face, the ruffian! But
God forgive me, he is dead! Go!” she added angrily, “have you come to insult honest people? Go!” She turned
back to her son, the clerk went.
“Frederick, what does it mean?” she asked, “did you hear? terrible, terrible, without confession or absolution!”
“Mother, mother, for God’s sake let me sleep; 1 can’t bear any more!”
At this moment John Nobody entered the bedroom; thin and tall like a hop-pole, but ragged and frightened just
as he had been five years before. His face was even paler than usual.
“Frederick,” he said, “you are to come to uncle at once, he needs you; at once!” Frederick turned to the wall.
“I am not coming,” he said roughly, “I am ill.”
“But you must come,” croaked John, “he said I must bring you.” Frederick laughed scornfully,
“I’d like to see that!”
“Leave him in peace,” said Margaret, “he cannot, you can see for yourself.” She went out for a few moments;
when she returned, Frederick was already dressed.
“What are you thinking of?” she said, “you cannot, you shall not go.”
“What must be, can be,” he answered, and was already out of the house with John.
“Ah, God,” sighed the mother, “when our children are young, they trample our laps, when they are older, our
hearts!”
*
The legal inquiry had begun, the deed was clear as daylight; but all signs of the murderer were so slight that,
although everything pointed to the Blue Blouses, it was not possible to get beyond surmise. One clue seemed to
give some light, though there were reasons why little notice was taken of it. The absence of the lord of the manor
had made it necessary that the magistrate’s clerk should begin proceedings himself. He sat at the table; the room
was crowded with peasants, some just curious, others from whom it was hoped, failing actual witnesses, to get
some information. Cowherds who had been out with their cattle that night, laborers working in near-by fields,
they all stood firm and upright, hands in pockets, a silent declaration as it were that they had no intention of
interfering.
Eight rangers were examined. Their evidence agreed exactly: Brandes had ordered them to meet him on the
evening of the tenth to make a round of inspection, as he had received intelligence that the Blue Blouses would be
out; but he had only spoken vaguely about it. At two in the morning they started and had come across many signs
of destruction which had angered the head ranger very much; otherwise all was quiet. About four o’clock Brandes
said:
“We have been hoaxed, let us go home.”
As they turned back along the Bremerberg, and at the same time the wind shifted, they heard distinctly the
sound of the axe in Mester Wood, and from the rapidity of the blows realized that the Blue Blouses were at work.
They had consulted together whether with so small a number it was advisable to try an attack on the daring band,
and then without coming to any decision had moved nearer to the sounds. Then followed the meeting with
Frederick. Further: after Brandes had sent them on without definite orders, they crept forward for a while, and
then, as they noticed that the noise, which had come from a great distance, had now ceased completely, they had
stopped to wait for their leader. The delay had annoyed them, and after about ten minutes they had moved on to
the scene of destruction.
All was over, there was no sound in the forest, of twenty felled trees eight were still there, the others had
already been removed. They could not understand how this had been managed as there were no signs of cart
tracks. And owing to the dryness of the season and the fact that the ground was covered with pine needles it had
been impossible to distinguish any footprints, though the ground all around had been stamped hard.
Deciding that it was useless to wait there for their leader, they had hurried to the other side of the wood in the
hope of catching some glimpse of the miscreants. Here on the edge of the wood one of them had got entangled in
the blackberry-bushes, and looking back to free himself had caught sight of something glittering in the
undergrowth; it was the buckle on Brandes’s belt, and he himself was lying in the undergrowth, his right hand on
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the barrel of his gun, the other clenched, and his head split open by the blow of an axe.
Such was the evidence of the rangers; now it was the turn of the peasants. Many asserted that at four o’clock
they were busy at home or elsewhere, and they were all settled, trustworthy people. The court had to be satisfied
with their negative evidence.
Frederick was called. He was quite unconcerned, and neither anxious nor impudent when he entered. The
inquiry lasted a fairly long time, and a number of subtle questions were put to him; but he answered them all
openly and precisely; and told of his encounter with the ranger fairly accurately, except the end, which he thought
better to keep to himself. His alibi for the time of the murder was easily established.
The ranger had been murdered at the edge of the Mester Wood: more than three-quarters of an hour’s walk
from the ravine in which he had talked to Frederick at four o’clock, and from which the latter had driven his herd
into the village ten minutes later. Everybody had seen this; all the peasants were sure of it and hastened to say so;
he had spoken to this one, nodded to that.
The clerk sat there angry and perplexed. Suddenly he put his hand behind him and thrust something glittering
before Frederick’s eyes.
“To whom does this belong?” Frederick sprang back.
“Oh, God, I thought you were going to smash my skull.” His eyes passed rapidly over the deadly weapon and
seemed to hang for a moment on a splintered corner of the handle.
“I do not know,” he said firmly. It was the axe which had been found firmly embedded in the ranger’s skull.
“Look at it carefully,” went on the clerk. Frederick took it in his hands, looked at it, turned it over, looked
again.
“It is just an axe like any other,” he said then, and laid it unconcernedly on the table. A bloodstain was visible;
he appeared to shudder, but he repeated very definitely,
“I do not know it.”
The clerk sighed his displeasure. He knew of nothing more, and he had hoped by surprise to make some
discovery. Nothing remained but to close the inquiry.
To those who are perhaps anxious to hear the result of this affair, I can only say that the mystery was never
cleared up, though many further inquiries were held. The stir caused by this affair, and the tightening up of the
precautions against the forest thieves which followed, seemed to have caused the Blue Blouses to lose their
courage; from that time onward they disappeared, and although later many forest thieves were caught, there was
never any reason for connecting them with the infamous band. Twenty years later the axe was still lying, a useless
corpus delicti, in the archives, where it is probably still lying with its spots of rust. In a work of fiction it would
not be right to impose thus upon the reader’s curiosity. But all this really happened; I can add nothing to it nor
take away.
*
The following Sunday Frederick got up very early to go to confession. It was the feast of the Assumption of
the Virgin, and the priest was already in the confessional before daybreak.
After he had dressed himself in the dark, he went as noiselessly as possible out of the tiny cubicle which was
given up to him in Simon’s house.
His prayer-book must be lying on the sill in the kitchen. and he hoped to find it by the help of the weak
moonlight; it was not there. He looked round for it, and shrank back in alarm; in the doorway stood Simon, almost
undressed; his thin figure, his disheveled hair and the ghastly whiteness of his face in the moonlight gave him a
horribly changed appearance.
“Is he walking in his sleep?” thought Frederick, and remained motionless.
“Frederick, where are you going?” whispered the old man.
“Uncle, is it you? I am going to confession.”
“I thought so; go, for God’s sake, but confess like a good Christian.”
“I will,” said Frederick.
“Think of the ten commandments; thou shalt not bear witness against thy neighbor.”
“False witness.”
“No, none at all, you have been badly taught; he who accuses another in the confessional is unworthy to
receive the sacrament.” Both were silent.
“Uncle, what makes you say that?” asked Frederick at last; “your conscience is not clear, you have lied to me.”
“I? How?”
“Where is your axe?”
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“My axe? In the loft.”
“Have you made a new handle for it? Where is the old one?”
“You can find that by daylight in the wood house.”
“Go,” he added, contemptuously, “I thought you were a man; but you are just an old woman, who thinks the
house is on fire directly the stove smokes. Listen,” he went on, “if I know more of the affair than this door-post,
then may I be for ever accursed. I had been at home a long time,” he added.
Frederick stood there anxious and doubting. He would have given much to see his uncle’s face, but while they
whispered together the sky had become overcast.
“I have been very guilty,” sighed Frederick, “in sending him the wrong way—though I did not expect this—no,
certainly not. Uncle, I have to thank you for a heavy load on my conscience.”
“Oh, go and confess,” whispered Simon with quaking voice, “profane the sacrament with tale-bearing, and set
poor people a spy on their trail, who will soon find the way to snatch the miserable crusts of bread from their
teeth, even though he dares not speak—go!”
Frederick stood undecided: he heard a slight sound; the clouds drifted away, the moonlight fell again on the
door of the kitchen: it was shut.
That morning Frederick did not go to confession.
*
The impression which this encounter made on Frederick unfortunately was soon erased. Who doubts that
Simon did all he could to guide his adopted son along the path he himself was going? And Frederick had
attributes which made this only too easy: thoughtlessness, excitability, and above all an unbounded arrogance that
did not always disdain pretence, and then staked all to make that pretence real, in order to avoid being shamed. By
nature he was not ignoble, but he accustomed himself to prefer inner shame to outer disgrace. One can only say he
got into the habit of showing off while his mother starved.
This unhappy change in his character was the work of several years, during which it was noticeable that
Margaret grew more and more silent regarding her son, and sank slowly into a state of such complete
demoralization as one would not have thought possible. She became suspicious, careless, even untidy, and many
people thought that her head had suffered.
Frederick became noisier and noisier; he never missed any festival or wedding, and as a very touchy sense of
honor would not allow him to overlook the secret disapproval of those around him, he was continually prepared
not only to bid defiance to public opinion, but also to lead it in the way he thought it should go. He was outwardly
tidy, sober, and apparently faithful, but cunning, boastful, and often brutal, a being in whom nobody could take
pleasure, least of all his mother, and who yet, owing to his dreaded audacity and still more dreaded malice, had
won for himself a certain ascendancy in the village that was the more acknowledged as it grew more obvious that
his real capabilities were not known.
Only one youth in the village, Wilm Hülsmeyer, dared by knowledge of his strength and good circumstances to
oppose him; and as he was quicker with his tongue than Frederick, and always knew how to turn defeat into a
joke, he was the only one whom Frederick was not very willing to meet.
*
Four years had passed; it was October; the mild autumn of 1760, which filled every barn with corn and every
cellar with wine, had flooded this corner of the earth with its riches also, and there was more drunkenness to be
seen and more brawling and foolish pranks to be heard of than ever before. Amusement and pleasure reigned
everywhere; holidays came into fashion, and whoever had a few pence to spare, wanted a wife at once, today to
help him eat, tomorrow to help him starve. There was a hearty wedding in the village, at which the guests had
more to look forward to than an out-of-tune fiddle, a glass of spirits, and the good humor they brought
themselves. Everybody had been busy since dawn; in front of every house clothes were hung out to air, and the
village looked the whole day like a jumble sale. As many outsiders were expected everybody was anxious to help
to uphold the honor of the village.
It was seven o’clock in the evening, and the fun at its height; everywhere rejoicing and laughter, the low rooms
full to suffocation with red, blue, and yellow figures, like a pound into which too big a herd has been driven.
There was dancing on the threshing-floor, at least, those who had succeeded in getting two feet of room turned
round and round on it and tried to make up by shouting what failed in movement. The orchestra was brilliant; the
first fiddle, a recognized artist, overpowered the second and a large bass viol with three strings which were
scraped ad libitum by amateurs; a super-abundance of spirits and coffee; all the guests streaming with sweat; in
fact a wonderful fête.
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Frederick, in a new blue coat, strutted about like a cock and asserted his rights as a beau. When the gentry
arrived he was sitting behind the bass viol and played the deepest note with vigor and much feeling.
“John,” he cried, peremptorily, and his protégé appeared from the dance-floor, where he had been attempting
to swing his clumsy legs and shout with the rest. Frederick handed him the bow, gave him to understand his
wishes with a proud movement of the head, and went back to the dance.
“Now, merrily, musicians: Papen van Istrup!”
The favorite dance was played, and Frederick leapt about in front of the gentry, so violently that the cows
below drew back their horns and raised a noise of rattling chains and loud moos. His fair hair went up and down a
head above the others, like a pike turning over and over in the water; all round were heard the shouts of the
maidens he desired to honor by thrusting his long fair hair in their face with a quick movement of the head.
“That’s enough!” he cried at last, and moved, the sweat dropping from him, over to the sideboard; “hurrah for
our good master and all his family, and all the most noble princes and princesses, and who won’t drink with me,
I’ll box his ears till he hears the angels singing!”
A loud cheer greeted this gallant toast. Frederick made a bow:
“No offence, ladies and gentlemen; we are only ignorant peasants!” At this moment a tumult arose at the other
end of the floor, shrieks, scolding, laughter, all together.
“Butter thief! butter thief!” cried a few children, and there appeared, or rather was pushed forward, John
Nobody, his head lowered, doing his utmost to reach the entrance.
“What is it? What are you doing with our John?” cried Frederick peremptorily.
“You’ll know that soon enough,” croaked an old woman in a kitchen apron, with a dish-cloth in her hand.
Shame! John, the poor creature, who had to put up with the worst of everything at home, had tried to lay in a
pound of butter for the hard times ahead, and forgetting that he had wrapped it into his handkerchief and put it in
his pocket, he had gone close to the kitchen fire, and now the fat was running ignominiously down his coat-tails.
General uproar; the maidens sprang aside, afraid of getting greasy, or pushed the delinquent on. Others made
way out of pity or prudence. But Frederick stepped forward:
“Scamp!” he cried, and gave his patient protégé several slaps in the face; then he pushed him to the door and
gave him a vigorous kick to help him on his way. He came back depressed, his dignity was hurt, the general
laughter cut him to the heart, and though he tried by vigorous shouting to set things going again he was not
successful. He was just about to take refuge behind the bass viol again; but first one supreme effort—he drew out
his silver watch, in those days a rare and costly ornament.
“It is nearly ten,” he said. “Now for the Bride’s Minuet! I will play.”
“A wonderful watch,” said the swineherd, and thrust forward his face in reverent curiosity.
“What did it cost?” cried Wilm Hülsmeyer, Frederick’s rival.
“Do you want to pay for it?” asked Frederick.
“Have you paid for it?” answered Wilm. Frederick threw him a haughty glance and picked up the bow in silent
majesty.
“Well, well,” said Hülsmeyer, “one has heard of such things, you know; Fray Ebel had a beautiful watch too,
until Aaron the Jew took it from him again.” Frederick did not answer, but signed proudly the first violin, and they
began to play with all their might.
In the meantime the gentry had gone into the bedroom where the neighbors were binding the white scarf round
the head of the bride as a sign of her new standing. The poor young thing cried bitterly, partly because it was the
custom, partly from real depression. She was to take her place at the head of a muddled household, under the eyes
of a surly old man, whom she was expected to love. He stood beside her, not in the least like the bridegroom of
the Psalms who coming out of his chamber rejoiceth as a strong man to run a race.
“You have wept enough now,” he said peevishly, “remember you are not expected to make me happy, I shall
make you happy!”
She looked up at him submissively and appeared to think he was right. The business was finished; the young
wife had drunk to her husband, some young wags had looked through the tripod to see that the veil sat straight,
and everybody was pushing their way back to the dancing-floor, whence came unceasing laughter and noise.
Frederick was no longer there. A great and unbearable insult had been offered him, for the Jew Aaron, a
butcher and, when occasion offered, second-hand dealer, from the next town, had suddenly arrived, and after a
short but unsatisfactory private talk had dunned him before everybody for the payment of ten tales due since the
previous Easter for his silver watch. Frederick had gone away like a ruined man, the Jew following him and
crying:
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“Oh alas! Why did I not listen to sensible people! They told me a hundred times that you had all your
possessions on your back, and no bread in the cupboard!” The place shook with laughter; many had followed into
the yard.
“Seize the Jew! weigh him against a pig!” shouted some; others had become serious.
“Frederick looked as white as a sheet,” said one old woman, and the crowd parted as the gentry’s carriage
drove out of the yard.
*
On the way home Baron von S—— was very depressed, the usual result when his desire for popularity had
caused him to attend such a festivity. He looked morosely out of the carriage.
“What figures are those?”
He pointed to two dark shadows running in front of the carriage like ostriches. They disappeared into the
castle.
“A pair from our own stall!” he sighed.
Arrived at home, he found the entire entrance hall filled with servants gathered round two of the farm hands
who had sunk down pale and breathless on the stairs. They declared that they had been followed by old Mergers
ghost as they returned home through Breder Wood. First there was a rustling and snapping above them; then high
in the air a clapping sound like two sticks beaten together; then suddenly a piercing scream, and quite distinctly
the words, “Alas, my poor soul!” from high above them. One of them declared that he had seen glowing eyes
shining through the branches, and both had run as fast as their legs would carry them.
“Rubbish,” said the master crossly, and went into his room to change his clothes. The next morning the
fountain in the garden would not play, and it was discovered that somebody had damaged a pipe, apparently in
looking for the head of a horse which long years before had been buried there, and which was considered a sure
safeguard against witches and ghosts.
“Hmm,” said the master, “what rogues don’t steal, fools spoil.”
Three days later a fearful storm raged. It was midnight, but nobody in the castle had gone to bed. The master
stood at the window and looked anxiously out into the darkness across his fields. Leaves and twigs blew past the
windowpanes; at times a tile fell and was smashed to pieces in the courtyard.
“Terrible weather,” said Baron von S——. His wife looked nervous.
“Are you certain that the fire is safe?” she said; “Grete, go and make quite sure, put it quite out! Let us read the
Gospel of St. John.” They all knelt down, and the housewife began to read:
“In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God.” A terrible peal of
thunder—they all started up; then a frightful scream and tumult on the stairs.
“In God’s name, is the house on fire?” cried Frau von S—— and sank down with her face on the seat of her
chair. The door was flung open and in rushed the wife of Aaron the Jew, white as death, her hair hanging wildly
round her, dripping with rain. She threw herself on her knees before the master.
“Justice!” she cried. “Justice! My husband has been murdered!” and fell in a dead faint.
It was only too true, and the inquiry which followed showed that Aaron the Jew had been killed by a single
blow on the temple with a blunt instrument, probably a cudgel. Except the blue mark on the left temple there was
no wound. The evidence of the Jewess and her servant, Samuel, was this:
Three days before, Aaron had gone out in the afternoon to buy cattle, and had said that he would probably be
away all night as there were several people in the villages of B—— and S—— whom he wanted to call on to
collect money long owing. In that case he would spend the night with Salomon the butcher at B——. When he did
not return the next day his wife was very worried, and on the third day at three o’clock in the afternoon,
accompanied by her servant and her dog, she had set out to look for him. Nobody knew anything of him at
Salomon’s, he had not been there at all. Then she went to all the peasants with whom she knew Aaron had
business.
Only two of them had seen him, and both on the day on which he had left home. By this time it was growing
late. Driven by terrible anxiety the woman turned homewards with some faint hope that her husband might be
already there. In Breder Wood they were overtaken by the storm and had sought shelter under a great beech-tree
on the hillside; the dog had behaved strangely, and at last, in spite of every attempt to coax him back, had
disappeared into the wood.
Suddenly by a flash of lightning the woman saw something white lying beside her on the ground. It was her
husband’s staff, and almost at the same moment the dog burst through the undergrowth carrying something in his
mouth; it was her husband’s shoe. It was not long before they found the body of the Jew in a ditch, covered with
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dead leaves.
This was the account which the servant gave, backed up intermittently by the woman; the terrible tension had
lessened, and she seemed to be half crazy or rather stupid.
“An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth,” she said at intervals.
The same night orders were sent to the watchmen to arrest Frederick. No accusation was necessary, for the
Baron S—— had himself been an eyewitness of a scene which was bound to throw the deepest suspicion on him;
added to that there was the ghost story of that evening, the clash of sticks in Breder Wood, the cry from the height.
As the clerk was just then absent, Herr von S—— dealt with the affair more quickly than would otherwise have
happened. Nevertheless dawn was beginning to appear before the watchmen had managed, as noiselessly as
possible, to surround poor Margaret’s house. The Baron himself knocked; hardly a moment passed before the door
was opened and Margaret appeared, fully clothed. Herr von S—— was startled, he hardly recognized her, she
looked so pale and stony.
“Where is Frederick?” he asked with unsteady voice.
“Seek him,” she replied, and sat down on a chair. The Baron hesitated an instant longer.
“Come in, come in!” he said then, brusquely; “what are we waiting for?”
They entered Frederick’s room. He was not there, but the bed was still warm. They went up into the loft, down
into the cellar, prodded the hay, looked behind every barrel, and even into the oven: he was not there. Some went
into the garden, looked behind the fence and up into the apple-trees: he was not to be found.
“Got away!” said the master, with very mixed feelings; the sight of the old woman had affected him very
much.
“Give me the key to that box!” Margaret did not answer.
“Give me the key!” repeated the master, and then noticed that it was sticking in the lock. The contents of the
box were emptied out: the fugitive’s best clothes, and his mother’s poor finery, then two shrouds with black
ribbons, one for a man and one for a woman. Baron von S—— was deeply touched. Right at the bottom of the
box lay the silver watch, and a few letters in a very clear hand, one signed by a man who was under strong
suspicion of being connected with the Blue Blouses. The Baron took them with him to look through, and they all
left the house, Margaret all the time giving no other sign of life than an incessant biting of the lips and twitching
of the eyelids.
When he reached the castle the Baron found his clerk there. The latter had reached home the previous evening.
and declared that, as his master had not sent for him, he had slept through the whole affair.
“You are always too late,” said the Baron angrily. “Wasn’t there a single old woman in the village to tell the
story to your maid? and why did nobody call you?”
“Sir,” replied Kapp, “certainly Anne Marie heard of the affair an hour before I did; but she knew that Your
Excellency was managing the business yourself, and also,” he added in a plaintive tone, “I was dead tired.”
“Pretty police!” murmured the master, “all the old women in the village know all about everything which
should be kept absolutely secret.” Then he added vehemently:
“He must be a silly fool of a criminal who manages to get caught!” Both were silent awhile.
“My coachman lost his way in the darkness,” began the clerk presently; “we had to halt over an hour in the
wood, it was an awful storm; I thought the wind would blow the carriage over. At last, when the rain ceased, we
drove on, straight ahead, unable to see a hand before our face. Then the coachman said, ‘If only we don’t get too
near the quarry.’ I was terrified myself; I ordered a halt and struck a light that at least I might have the comfort of
my pipe. Suddenly we heard, nearly perpendicularly below us, the clock strike. Your Excellency can imagine what
I felt like. I jumped out of the carriage, for one can trust one’s own legs but not those of a horse. So I stood, in
mud and rain, without daring to move, until, thank God, daylight shortly began to appear. And where were we?
Close to Heerser Cliff, and the tower of Heerser church was just below us. Another twenty steps and we should all
have been killed.”
“That was certainly no joke,” said the Baron, half appeased.
He had in the meantime looked through the papers he had brought with him. They were dunning letters about
borrowed money, mostly from money-lenders.
“I did not think,” he murmured, “that the Mergels were in so deeply.”
“Yes, and that it must all be exposed,” added Kapp, “that will be a bitter pill for Margaret to swallow.”
“Ah, good God! She isn’t thinking of that now!” With these words the master got up and left the room, with
Kapp in order to view the body.
*
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The investigation was short, the verdict, death by violence, the probable murderer fled; the proof against him
certainly strong, but not demonstrable without personal confession, his flight very suspicious. So the judicial
proceedings were closed for lack of evidence.
The Jews of the neighborhood had shown great interest; the widow’s house was always full of mourners and
counselors. No one could remember having seen so many Jews in L——. Much embittered by the murder of their
fellow believer, they spared neither trouble nor money to find the murderer. It was known that one of them offered
to one of his customers, whose debt ran into hundreds, and whom he thought a particularly astute person, to
cancel his entire debt if he would help to get Mergel arrested; for the belief was widespread amongst the Jews that
the murderer had only escaped with the help of good friends, and was probably still in the neighborhood. But
when nothing was any use, and the judicial proceedings were declared closed, on the following morning there
appeared at the castle a number of the most respected Jews to arrange a deal with the master. Their object was the
beech-tree under which Aaron’s stick was found and where the murder had probably taken place.
“Do you want to cut it down? Now in full leaf?” asked the master.
“No, Your Excellency, it must stand, summer and winter, as long as a chip of it remains.”
“But if I cut down that wood, then it will damage the new growth.”
“We are prepared to give much more than the ordinary price.”
They offered 200 talers. The deal was closed, and all the rangers strongly enjoined on no account to damage
the Jews’ Beech.
In the evening a procession of at least sixty Jews, their Rabbis at the head, all silent and with downcast eyes,
was seen to make its way to Breder Wood. They remained more than an hour in the wood, and then came
solemnly and silently back, through the village of B—— to the Zellerfelde, where they separated, each going his
own way.
The next morning a Jewish inscription was found cut into the trunk with an ax. And where was Frederick?
Gone, without doubt, far enough to be out of reach of the short and of so weak a police. He had soon been
forgotten. Simon rarely spoke of him, and then badly; the Jewess comforted herself and took another husband.
Only poor Margaret remained unconsoled.
*
Some six months later the Baron read aloud to his clerk a letter which he had just received.
“Strange, strange!” he said. “Think, Kapp, Mergel was perhaps not guilty of murder. Here is a letter from the
presiding judge at P——
Le vrai n’est pas toujours vraisemblable; I have often noticed that in my calling, and again quite recently.
Do you know that your faithful Frederick Mergel was perhaps as innocent of murdering the Jew as you or I?
Unfortunately there is no proof, but the likelihood is great. A member of the Schlemming Band (who by the way are
nearly all under lock and key) named Moses, said at the last trial that he repented of nothing so much as the murder of a
fellow believer, Aaron, whom he had killed in a wood, and then found only sixpence on the body. Unfortunately the
court adjourned then for lunch, and while we were at table, the dog of a Jew hung himself with one of his own garters.
What do you say to that? Aaron is certainly a common Jewish name, &c.

“What do you say to that?” repeated the Baron, “and why did the silly fellow run away?” The clerk thought the
matter over.
“Well, it might have been because of an affair in the wood which we have just been investigating. Isn’t there a
saying, ‘a wicked man runs away from his own shadow’? Mergel’s conscience was black enough without that
extra spot.”
And that was all. Frederick gone, disappeared, and—John Nobody, the poor, unnoticed John, disappeared at
the same time.
*
A long time passed, twenty-eight years, almost the half of a lifetime: the Baron had grown old and gray, his
good-natured assistant Kapp was long in his grave. Men, animals, plants had been born, grown up, died; only the
castle remained the same, gray and distinguished, looking down upon the huts which resembled old, suffering
people, just about to fall down but still standing.
It was Christmas Eve, 1788. Deep snow lay in the defiles, a good twelve foot high, and the bitter wind froze
the windows of the warm rooms. It was nearly midnight, but pale lights shone out everywhere above the snow,
and in every house the inhabitants were kneeling to welcome the beginning of Christmas Day by prayer, as is the
custom in all Catholic countries, or was, at least, in those days. From Breder Wood a figure emerged and began to
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make its way slowly towards the village; the wayfarer seemed very weak or ill; he groaned heavily, and dragged
himself with great trouble through the snow.
Halfway down the hill-side he stood still, leaned upon his staff, and gazed steadfastly at the lights. It was so
quiet everywhere, so dead and cold; one was reminded of will-o’-the-wisps in churchyards. The clock in the
church tower struck twelve, the last stroke faded slowly away and in the nearest house quiet singing began,
swelling from house to house through the whole village:
A child so dear
Is born to us today
Of a Virgin pure
That joy be ours alway.
And had that child not been born
Then were we all together forlorn,
Salvation is for all.
O, Jesus Christ, my own dear love,
Who came as man from heaven above,
Redeem thou us from hell!

The man on the hill-side had fallen on his knees and tried with trembling voice to join in; but nothing came but
loud sobs, and heavy, hot tears fell in the snow. The second verse began; he murmured the words; then the third
and the fourth. The carol was ended, and the lights in the houses began to move. Then the man got up wearily and
crept slowly down into the village. He crept past several houses, then he stopped in front of a door and knocked
gently.
“What is that?” said a woman’s voice within; “the door is rattling and there is no wind.” He knocked louder.
“In God’s name let a poor half-frozen man in, who comes from Turkish slavery!” Whispering in the kitchen.
“Go to the inn,” said another voice, “the fifth house from here.”
“For the mercy of God, let me in, I have no money.” After some hesitation the door was opened, and a man
with a lamp looked out.
“Come in,” he said at last, “you won’t cut our throats.”
In the kitchen, beside the man, there were a middle-aged woman, an old woman, and five children. They all
crowded round the newcomer, and surveyed him with shy curiosity. A wretched figure! With wry neck and
crooked back, .the whole figure broken and wasted; long, snow-white hair hung round his face, which had the
drawn expression of one who has suffered much and long. The woman went silently to the fire and added fresh
fuel.
“We can’t give you a bed,” she said, “but I will lay some fresh straw for you here; you must do the best you
can with that.”
“May God reward you,” answered the stranger, “I am used to much worse.”
The returned wanderer was recognized as John Nobody, and he confirmed the fact that he was the same John
who had once fled with Frederick Mergel.
The next day the village was full of the adventures of the long-missing man. Everybody wanted to see the man
who had come back from Turkey, and they were almost astonished that he looked like other men. The young
people had certainly no remembrance of him, but the older ones recognized him quite easily, pitiably changed
though he was.
“John, John, how gray you are!” said one old woman. “And how did you get a wry neck?”
“From wood and water carrying as a slave,” he replied.
“And what happened to Mergel? Surely you both went away together?”
“Certainly, but I don’t know where he is; we got separated. When you think of him, say a prayer for him,” he
added, “he will need it.” People inquired why Frederick had fled when he had not killed the Jew after all.
“Not?” said John, and listened eagerly while they related what the Baron had told them in order to clear
Frederick’s name.
“Then it was all for nothing,” he said thoughtfully, “all for nothing, all that suffering!” He sighed deeply, and
began to ask about many things.
Simon was long dead, but first he had been reduced to complete poverty, through lawsuits and bad debtors
whom he dared not bring to justice because the business between them would not stand the light of day. He had
finally been reduced to begging, and had died on the straw in a stranger’s shed.
Margaret had lived longer, but completely imbecile. The villagers had got tired of helping her, as she allowed
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everything they gave her to be ruined; but that is the way of people, to neglect the most helpless, those who are
always in need of help because they cannot help themselves. Nevertheless she had never been in actual need; the
people at the castle looked after her, sending her some dinner every day, and when her wretched condition became
complete emaciation, they sent her medical help. The son of the swineherd who on that ill-fated evening had
admired Frederick’s silver watch now lived in her house.
“All gone, all dead!” sighed John.
In the evening as it grew dark and the moon rose, he was seen moving about the churchyard; he did not pray
by any grave, did not even go close to any, but he seemed to stare fixedly at certain ones from a distance. There he
was found by Brandes, the ranger, the son of the murdered man, who had been sent by his master to fetch him to
the castle.
On entering the living room he looked shyly round, as though dazzled by the light, and then at the Baron, who
sat huddled up in an armchair, but still with the bright eyes, and still wearing a little red cap on his head as
twenty-eight years before; beside him sat his wife, also grown old, very old.
“Now, John,” said the Baron, “give me a good account of all your adventures. But,” he looked at him through
his glasses, “they did make a wreck of you in Turkey.”
John began: how Mergel had called him away from the fire at night, and said he must go away with him.
“But why did the silly boy run away? You know that he was innocent?” John looked down:
“I don’t really know, but I think it was because of trouble in the woods. Simon had so many things on hand;
nobody said anything to me about them, but I think things were not all as they should be.”
“What did Frederick tell you?”
“Nothing but that we must get away, they were after us. So we ran as far as Heerser; there it was still dark, and
we hid behind the big crucifix in the churchyard till it grew lighter, because we were afraid of the stone-quarries at
Zellerfelde; and when we had sat there awhile we suddenly heard snorting and stamping above us, and saw long
rays of light in the air right above Heerser church tower. We jumped up and ran as fast as we could, straight ahead,
and when daylight came we actually found ourselves on the road to P——.”
John shuddered at the remembrance, and the Baron though of the dead Kapp and his adventure on the Heerser
Cliff.
“Strange,” he laughed, “you were so near one another! but go on!”
John related how they reached P—— and were lucky enough to get over the frontier. From there they had
begged their way as wandering artisans as far as Freiburg in Breisgau.
“I had my bread-bag,” he said, “and Frederick a small bundle, so people believed us.”
In Freiburg they had been recruited by the Austrians; he had not been wanted, but Frederick insisted that he be
taken as well. So he began his training.
“We stayed in Freiburg that winter,” he went on, “and it was not too bad, even for me, for Frederick often
remembered me and helped me when I did anything stupid. In the spring we marched away to Hungary, and in the
autumn the war with Turkey began. I do not know much about it, for I was taken prisoner in the first engagement,
and since then have been for twenty-six years a Turkish slave!”
“Dear God, that is dreadful,” said the Baron’s wife.
“Bad enough, for the Turks treated us Christians like dogs; the worst was that the hard work took away my
strength; also I grew older, and yet was expected to do as much as in earlier days.” He was silent awhile.
“Yes,” he said then, “it was more than human strength or patience could stand; I could not go on. From there I
got aboard a Dutch ship.”
“How did you manage to do that?” asked the Baron.
“They fished me out of the Bosporus,” answered John.
The Baron looked at him with surprise and raised a warning finger; but John went on with his story.
“On the ship things were not much better. There was an outbreak of scurvy; those who were not absolutely
helpless had to work beyond their strength, and the power of the ship’s rope was as great as that of the Turkish
whip.
“At last,” he said, “when we reached Amsterdam, Holland, I was allowed to go free because I was of no use,
and the merchant to whom the ship belonged took pity on me and wanted to give me a job as a porter. But”—he
shook his head—“I preferred to beg my way back here.”
“That was silly enough,” said the Baron.
“Oh, sir, I have spent my life amongst Turks and heretics, might I not at least lay my bones in a Catholic
churchyard?” The Baron drew out his purse.
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“There John, now go, but come again soon. You must tell me all in greater detail; today it was rather confused.
You are still very tired?”
“Very tired,” answered John, “and,”—here he pointed to his forehead—“my thoughts are sometimes so
strange, I don’t quite know what it is.”
“I know, from old days,” said the Baron. “Now go. Hülsmeyer will put you up tonight; come again tomorrow.”
*
Baron von S—— felt the deepest sympathy for the poor creature; by the next day it had been arranged where
he could be lodged; he was to have his food at the castle, and clothes could also be found.
“Sir,” said John, “I can still do some work; I can make wooden spoons, and you can use me to carry
messages.” Baron von S—— shook his head pityingly.
“You won’t manage that very well.”
“Oh, yes, sir, when I am once in the way of it—I can’t go quickly, but I shall get there, and it won’t be as bitter
to me as one might think.”
“Well,” said the Baron, doubtfully, “would you like to try? Here is a letter to be taken to P——. There is no
particular hurry.”
The next day John took possession of a small room in the house of a widow in the village. He carved spoons,
had his meals at the castle, and went on errands for the Baron. On the whole things went well with him; his master
was kind and often talked with him about Turkey, the Austrian service, and the sea.
“John could tell wonderful stories,” he said to his wife, “if he were not so weak-minded.”
“Rather melancholy than weak-minded,” she replied, “I am always afraid he will go mad.”
“Oh, nonsense,” answered the Baron, “he was always half-witted; half-wits never go mad."
Some time later John took an unusually long time on one of his errands. The good Frau von S—— was very
worried about him and was just sending out to search for him when he was heard stumbling up the stairs.
“You have been a long time, John,” she said, “I thought you must have got lost in Breder Wood.”
“I came through the pine wood.”
“That is a long way round; why didn’t you come through Breder Wood?” He looked up sadly:
“I was told that the wood had been cut down, and now there are many side paths there so I was afraid of not
finding my way out again. I am getting old and silly,” he added slowly.
“Did you see,” said Frau von S—— later to her husband, “what a strange look there was in his eyes? 1 tell
you, Ernst, he will come to a sad end.”
*
September was drawing near. The fields were bare, the leaves began to fall, and many began to feel that the
scissors were nearing the thread of their lives. John also seemed to be suffering under the influence of the
approaching equinox: those who saw him in those days said he looked noticeably troubled, and talked to himself
incessantly, a thing which he had done but seldom.
Finally he failed to return home one night. It was thought that perhaps the Baron had sent him rather far; the
second night he did not return, on the third day his landlady grew anxious. She went to the castle and made
inquiries.
“God forbid,” said the Baron, “I know nothing of him; but call the hunters at once and William the ranger! If
the poor cripple has only fallen into a dry ditch he would be unable to get out again. Who knows if he has not
perhaps broken one of his bent legs. Take the dogs,” he called to the departing hunters, “and look carefully in the
ditches, and in the stone-quarry,” he added louder.
The hunters returned several hours later; they had found no sign of John. The Baron was very troubled:
“When I think that he might be lying like a stone, and unable to help himself! But he may still be alive; a man
can live for three days without food.”
He set out himself to search; questions were asked at every house, horns were blown everywhere, the dogs
were urged on to seek—all in vain! A child had seen him sitting at the edge of Breder Wood, carving a spoon; “but
he cut it right in two,” said the little girl.
That was two days earlier. In the afternoon there was another clue; again a child, who had seen him on the
opposite side of Breder Wood, sitting with his face on his knees, as though asleep. That was yesterday. It seemed
as though he had wandered about all the time in Breder Wood.
“If only this wretched undergrowth were not so thick! One cannot get through it,” said the Baron.
The dogs were driven into the young growth; they blew and shouted and at last returned dissatisfied home,
when they had convinced themselves that the whole wood had been searched.
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“Go on! go on!” begged Frau von S——, “rather a few unnecessary steps than something missed.”
The Baron was almost as anxious as she was. His uneasiness even drove him to John’s lodging, though he was
certain of not finding him there. He had the room opened. The bed was unmade, just as he had left it, his best coat,
which Frau von S—— had had made out of an old coat of her husband’s, hung behind the door: on the table were
a bowl, six new wooden spoons, and a box.
The Baron opened it; it contained five groschen neatly wrapped in paper, and four silver waistcoat buttons; the
Baron looked at them carefully.
“A souvenir of Mergel,” he murmured, and went out, for he felt quite cramped in the stuffy little room.
The search went on until it was quite certain that John was no longer in the district, at least not alive. So for the
second time he had disappeared: would he ever be found again—perhaps in years to come his bones in some dry
ditch? There was little hope of seeing him again alive, and certainly not after another twenty-eight years.
*
One morning a fortnight later young Brandes was returning through Breder Wood from that part of the forest
under his charge. It was, for the time of year, an exceptionally hot day; the air shimmered, no birds were singing,
only the ravens croaked in a bored manner from the branches, and held their beaks open towards the wind.
Brandes was very tired. First he took off his cap, which was heated through by the sun, then he put it on again.
Both ways it was unbearable. Forcing his way through the knee-high undergrowth was difficult. No tree near
except the Jews’ Beech. Towards that he pushed his way and dropped tired out in the mossy shade beneath it. The
coolness was so pleasant to his limbs that he closed his eyes.
“Disgusting toadstools!” he murmured, half asleep.
In that district there are certain juicy toadstools which stand for a few days, then rot and give forth an
unsupportable stench. Brandes thought he noticed some of these near him; he turned from side to side but did not
want to get up; his dog, in the meantime, was very restless, scratched at the trunk of the tree, and barked up into
the branches.
“What is it, Bello? A cat?” murmured Brandes.
He half opened his eyes and saw the Jewi
sh inscription just above him, much overgrown, but still quite recognizable. He shut his eyes again; the dog
continued to bark, and finally pushed his cold muzzle into his master’s face.
“Leave me in peace! what is the matter?”
At that instant Brandes, lying on his back, looked up into the branches overhead, and with one movement
sprang to his feet and fled like one possessed into the undergrowth. He was deadly pale when he reached the
castle: a man was hanging in the Jews’ Beech; he had seen the legs hanging right above his face.
“And you did not cut him down, you ass?” shouted the Baron.
“Sir,” croaked Brandes, “if Your Excellency had been there, you would have known that the man was no
longer alive. I thought at first it was the toadstools!”
Nevertheless the Baron urged them to hasten and went out with them. They reached the beech.
“I see nothing,” said the Baron.
“You must come here, here, on this spot!” So that was it: the Baron recognized his own old shoes.
“God, it is John! Put up the ladder! So—now down—careful, careful, don’t let him fall. Dear heaven, the
worms have begun! But undo the noose, and the cravat.” A broad scar was visible; the Baron started back.
“My God!” he said; he bent again over the corpse, looked at the scar very carefully, and then remained silent,
deeply shaken. Then he turned to the ranger:
“It is not right that the innocent should suffer for the guilty; tell everybody this”—he pointed to the corpse
—“was Frederick Mergel.”
The body was buried in the carrion pit. In their main details these events really occurred in September of the
year 1788.
The Jewish inscription on the tree ran:
When thou approachest this place,
Thou shalt do to thyself
What thou didst do to me.

58.191 Florentine Nightsfn{by Heinrich Heine (1797-1856)} Dusseldorf, North Rhine-Westphalia, Germany (M) 11
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“And why will you torment me with this horrible medicine, since I must die so soon?”
Maria had just said this, as Maximilian had entered the room. They physician stood before her holding in one
hand a vial of medicine, in the other a little cup, in which foamed a very unpleasant-looking brownish liquid.
“My dearest friend,” he said to Maximilian, “your presence is very much needed just now. I beg you try to
induce Signora to swallow these few drops. I am in a hurry.”
“I beg you, Maria!” cried Maximilian, in the soft voice which was not often heard from him, and which
seemed to come from a heart so pained that the patient, oddly moved and almost forgetting her own suffering,
took the cup. But before she put it to her mouth she said, smiling:
“To reward me you will tell the story of Laurence?”
“Whatever you desire shall be done,” assented Maximilian. The pale woman drank the contents of the cup, half
smiling, half shuddering.
“I am in a hurry,” said the doctor, as he drew on his black gloves. “Lie down calmly, signora and move as little
as possible. I am in a hurry.”
He left the room accompanied by black Deborah, who lighted him forth.\fn{ Who bore a candle or lantern to illuminate
otherwise unlit rooms and passageways} When the two friends were alone they looked at one another for a long time in
silence. There were thoughts in the souls of both which neither would reveal to the other. But the woman suddenly
grasped the man’s hand and covered it with burning kisses.
“For God’s sake!” said Maximilian, “do not exert yourself so much, and lie calmly on the sofa.”
As Maria obeyed him, he very carefully covered her feet with the shawl, which he first touched with his lips.
She must have seen this, for her eyes twinkled like those of a happy child.
“Was Mademoiselle Laurence very beautiful?”
“If you will not interrupt me, dear friend, and promise to be calm and quiet, I will tell you circumstantially all
that you wish to hear.” Smiling at the assenting glance of Maria, Maximilian sat on the chair before the sofa, and
thus began his story:
*
“It is now eight years since I went to London to get to know the language and the people. The devil take the
people with their language! They take a dozen monosyllables in their mouth, chew them, crush them, and spit
them out, and call that talking. But by good luck they are naturally tolerably taciturn, and though they always
stare at us open-mouthed they at least spare us long conversations. But woe to him who meets a son of
Albion\fn{The oldest name (of Celtic origin) for the land inhabited by England, Scotland and Wales } who has made the grand
tour, and learned to speak French. He will avail himself of the opportunity to practice the language, and
overwhelm us with questions as to all subjects conceivable, and hardly is one answered before he begins with
another either as to our age or home or how long we intend to remain where we are, and he believes that this
incessant questioning is the best method to entertain us.
“One of my friends in Paris is perhaps right when he declares that the English learn to converse in French at
the Bureau des passeports. Their conversation is most edifying at table when they carve their colossal roast beef,
and with the most serious air ask us what part we prefer, rare or well done, from the middle or the brown outside,
fat or lean? But roast beef and mutton are all they have which is good. Heaven keep every Christian from their
gravies, which are made of one-third flour and two-thirds butter, or when a change is needed, one-third butter and
two-thirds flour. And heaven guard everyone from their naïve vegetables which, boiled away in water, are brought
to the tables just as God made them! But more terrible than the cookery of the English are their toasts, with the
obligatory standing speeches when the tablecloth is removed and the ladies leave and are replaced with so many
bottles of port—for the latter are supposed to be the best substitute for the fair sex.
“I say the fair sex, for English women deserve this name. They are beautiful, white, tall creatures, only the too
great space between the mouth and nose, which is as common among them as with the men, often spoiled for me,
in England, the most beautiful faces. This departure from the type of the beautiful impresses me more horribly
when I see English people here in Italy, where their sparingly measured noses, and the broad space between them
and the mouth, make a more startling contrast with the faces of the Italians, whose traits are of a more antique
regularity, and whose noses, either aquiline like the Roman or straight like the Greek, often go into excess of
length. It was well remarked by a German that the English, when among Italians, look like statues with the noses
knocked off.
“Yes, when we meet English people in a foreign country their defects first become striking by comparison.
They are the gods of ennui, who, in shining, varnished coaches, drive extra-post through every country, and leave
everywhere a gray dust-cloud of sadness behind them. Hence their curiosity without interest their bedizened,
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overdressed coarseness, their insolent bashfulness, their angular egotism, and their dismal delight in all
melancholy things.
“For three weeks we have seen every day on the Piazza del gran Duca an Englishman who stands for hours
gaping at the charlatan who, while seated on a horse, draws teeth. This spectacle is perhaps for the noble son of
Albion an equivalent for the executions which he neglected to attend in his dear native land. For after boxing and
cock-fighting there is no sight so delightful to a Briton as the agony of a poor devil who has stolen a sheep or
imitated a signature, and who is exhibited for an hour before the façade of the Old Bailey with a rope round his
neck before he is hurled into eternity. It is no exaggeration to say that sheep stealing and forgery in that
abominably cruel country are punished not less severely than the most revolting crimes, such as parricide and
incest.
“I myself happening to come that way by mere chance saw a man hung in London for stealing a sheep, and
from that time forth lost all relish for roast mutton—the fat always put me in mind of the white cap of the poor
sinner. With him was hanged an Irishman, who had imitated the writing of a rich banker, and I think I can still see
the naïve deathly agony of poor Paddy, who before the assizes could not understand why he was so severely
punished for imitating other men’s signatures, when he was quite willing to let any mortal man imitate his own!
“And these people talk always about Christianity, and go to church every Sunday, and flood the world with
Bibles!
“I must own, Maria, that if nothing was to my taste in England, neither men nor meat, the fault lay partly in
myself. I had brought a good stock of ill-temper and discontent with me from home, and I sought to be cheered up
by a race which can only subdue its own ennui in the whirlpool of political and mercantile action. The perfection
of machinery, which is there everywhere applied and executes so many human tasks, had for me something
mysterious and terrible; the artificial headlong action of wheels, shafts, cylinders, with a thousand small hooks,
cogs, and teeth, which whirl so madly, filled me with dread. The definiteness, the exactness, the meted out and
measured punctuality of life, tormented me quite as much, for as the machines in England seem like men, so the
men seem to us like machines.
“Yes, wood, iron, and brass seem there to have usurped the spirit of humanity and all but gone insane with
intelligence, while Man, dispirited, a hollow specter, attends mechanically to his habitual business, eats his
beefsteak at the appointed minute, delivers parliamentary speeches, brushes his nails, mounts the stagecoach, or
hangs himself.
“How my displeasure and discontent increased every day in this land, you may well imagine. But nothing
could surpass the gloomy mood which once came over me as I, towards evening, stood on Waterloo Bridge and
looked down into the Thames. It seemed to me as if my soul, with all its scars, was mirrored there, and looked up
at me from the water. Then the most distressing memories vexed my mind. I thought of the rose daily sprinkled
with vinegar, which thereby lost its sweetest fragrances and withered prematurely. I thought of the stray butterfly,
whom a naturalist who once climbed Mont Blanc saw fluttering in solitude among blocks of ice. I thought of the
tame she-monkey, who was so familiar with men that she played and ate with them; but one day she recognized in
the roast on her table her own little one, and, catching it up, rushed into the forests, and never came among her
human friends again. Ah! I was so wretched and sad that the hot tears leaped from my eyes; they fell into the
Thames, and swam forth into the great ocean, which has already swallowed so many a human tear without
noticing it.
*
“It happened at this instant that a strange music woke me from my dark dreams, and, looking round, I saw a
group of people who seemed to form a ring round some entertaining show. I drew near, and saw a family of artists
consisting of these four persons.
“Firstly, a little dumpy woman, dressed in black, who had a very small head and an enormously protruding
belly. Before this belly hung a huge drum, on which she hammered away quite mercilessly.
“Secondly, a dwarf, who wore an embroidered coat like that of an old French marquis, and had a great,
powdered head, but very slender limbs, and who, while skipping, beat a triangle.
“Thirdly, a girl of perhaps fifteen years, who wore a short, close-fitting jacket of blue-striped silk, with full
wide trousers to match. It was an aerial and charming figure, the face of Grecian beauty. She had a noble, straight
nose, delightfully curved lips, a dreamy, softly rounded chin, her complexion sunny brown, with the shining black
hair wound over the temples. Thus she stood, tall and serious, even sullen, and looked at the fourth member of the
troupe, who was engaged in an artistic performance.
“This fourth person was a learned dog—a very promising poodle—who had, to the great delight of the English
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public, put together, from the wooden letters laid before him, the name of L ORD WELLINGTON, and added to it the
very flattering word HERO.\fn{Arthur Wellesley (1769-1852), 1st Duke of Wellington, is perhaps best known for his victory over
Napoleon I at the Battle Of Waterloo (1815) } And as the dog, as one could easily see by his intelligent appearance, was no
English brute, but had come with the other three performers from France, the sons of Albion rejoiced that their
great general had, at least from the dogs of France, that recognition of his greatness which was so meanly denied
to him by the other creatures of that country.
“This company was in fact French, and the dwarf, who announced himself as Monsieur Turlutu, began to
bluster and boast in French with such passionate gestures that the poor English stood gaping, with their mouths
and noses opened wider than ever. He often, after a long sentence, crowed like a cock, and these cock-a-doodledoos, and the names of many emperors, kings, and princes which he scattered here and there, were all that the
poor spectators understood, he boasted that these emperors, kings, and princes had been his patrons and friends.
Even when only eight years of age he had, as he declared, held a long conversation with his late majesty Louis
XVI, who subsequently frequently consulted him in most important affairs.
“He had, like many others, escaped the storms of the Revolution, nor was it till the Empire that he returned to
his dear native land to take part in the glory of la grande nation. Napoleon, he declared, had never liked him, but
he had been almost idolized by His Holiness Pope Pius the Seventh.\fn{ Luigi Barnaba Chiaramonti (1742-1823), Pope
(from 1800)} The Emperor Alexander had given him bonbons, and the Princess Wilhelm von Kyritz always took
him on her lap. His Serene Highness, Duke Karl of Brunswick, had let him ride many times on his dog, and His
Majesty King Louis of Bavaria had read to him his sublime poems. The Princess of Reuss-Schleiz-Kreuz and of
Schwarzburg-Sondershausen loved him like a brother, and always smoked from the same pipe with him.
“Yes, from childhood, he declared, he had always lived only among sovereigns; the contemporary monarchs
had grown up familiar with him, he regarded them as his equals, and always wore mourning when one of them
passed away. After these words of weight he crowed again like a cock.
“Monsieur Turlutu was really one of the most curious dwarfs whom I had ever seen, for his wrinkled, ancient
face formed such a comical contrast to his little, childlike body, and his whole person contrasted yet more
humorously\fn{The text has: funnily} with his feats. For he next assumed the most defiant positions, and with an
inhumanly long rapier stabbed the air right and left, while he incessantly swore on his honor that this carte or that
tierce could not be parried by anyone, that his parade was unassailable, and that he challenged anyone present to
complete with him in the noble art of fencing.
“After the dwarf had for some time amused the multitude in this manner, and found that no one would fight in
public a duel with him, he bowed with old French grace, thanked his audience for the favor with which they had
received him, and took the freedom to announce to the highly honorable public the most extraordinary exhibition
which had ever been admired on English ground.
“‘You see this person,’ he cried, as he drew on a dirty kid glove, and led the young girl of the troupe with
respectful gallantry to the midst of the ring; ‘this lady is Mademoiselle Laurence, the only daughter of the noble
and Christian lady whom you see there with the drum, and who now wears mourning on account of the recent
death of her deeply loved husband, who was the greatest ventriloquist in Europe. Mademoiselle Laurence will
now dance! Ladies and gentlemen will please to admire the dance of Mademoiselle Laurence!’ After which he
again crowed.
“The young girl did not seem to pay the slightest attention to this speech, nor to the gaze of those around. As if
lost in troubled thought she waited till the dwarf had spread a carpet before her and began to play his triangle in
accompaniment with the great drum. It was strange music, a mixture of awkward grousing and voluptuous
tickling, and I heard a melody full of pathos and lunacy, dolefully brazen, bizarre and yet of the strangest
simplicity. But I forgot the music as soon as the young girl began to dance.
“Almost violently, both dancer and dance attracted my whole attention. This was not classic dancing such as
we still see in great ballets, where, as in classic tragedy, only sprawling unities and artificial effects flourish.
These were not those footed Alexandrines, those declamatory leaps, those antithetic entrechats, that noble passion
which whirls in pirouettes so distractingly down on one foot that one sees nothing but heaven and flesh-colored
tights—nothing but ideality and lies! There is really nothing so repulsive to me as the ballet in the great opera in
Paris, where the traditions of ‘classic’ dancing have been most perfectly preserved, while the French have
overthrown the classic system in all other arts, poetry, music, and painting. But it will be hard for them to bring
about a similar revolution in the dance, unless it be that here, as in their political revolution, they fly to terrorism,
and guillotine the legs of the obstinate male and female dancers of the old regime.
“Mademoiselle Laurence was no great danseuse, her toes were not very supple, her legs were not practiced in
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all possible contortions; she understood nothing of the art of dancing as Vestris teaches it, but she danced as
Nature teaches; her whole soul was in time with her steps; not only did her feet dance, but her whole form and
face. She often became pale, almost deadly pale; her eyes opened spectrally wide, yearning and pain convulsed
her lips, while her black hair, which in smooth ovals inclosed her temples, moved like two flapping ravens’ wings.
It was indeed no classic dance, but neither was it romantic in the sense in which a young Frenchman of the school
of Eugéne Renduel would explain the word. It had neither anything medieval nor Venetian, nor distorted and
deformed, nor macabre—there was in it neither moonshine nor incest. It was a dance which did not attempt to
amuse by outward phases of motion, but by phases which seemed to be words of a strange language which would
say strange things.
“But what did the dance say? I could not understand it, however passionately it pleaded. I only felt that here
and there something terribly, shudderingly painful was meant. I, otherwise so quick to comprehend appearances,
could not solve this danced enigma, and that I sought in vain to find the sense was the fault of the music, which
certainly sought to lead me astray, cunningly tried to bewilder me and constantly disturbed me. The triangle of
Monsieur Turlutu tittered sometimes so mockingly, while Madame the mother beat so angrily on her great drum
that her face beamed out of the cloud of black hood round her face like a blood-red northern light.
“Long after the troupe had departed, I remained standing in the same place wondering what this dance could
mean. Was it some national dance of the South of France or of Spain? These were recalled by the irrepressible
energy with which the dancer threw her body to and fro, and the wildness with which she often threw her head
backward in the mad manner of the bold Bacchanta whom we see with amazement on the reliefs of antique vases.
Her dance had something drunkenly helpless, then something gloomily inevitable or fatalistic; then, she danced
like destiny itself. Or was it a fragment of some primevally ancient, forgotten pantomime?
“Or was the girl dancing some private history? She sometimes bent to the ground as if to listen, as if she heard
a voice calling up to her. Then she trembled like an aspen leaf, sprang quickly to the other side, and there indulged
in her maddest gambols. Then she inclined her ear again to the earth, listened more anxiously than before, nodded
with her head, grew sad and pale, shuddered, stood awhile straight as a taper, as if frozen, and finally made a
motion. Was it blood which she was so carefully slow, so horribly careful in washing off? And as she did so, she
cast to one side a glance so pitifully imploring, so soul-melting—and this glanced happened to fall on me.
“I thought all night long of this glance, of the dance, of the wild accompaniment, and on the next morning,
roaming as usual about the streets, I felt a deep longing to meet the beautiful dancer again, and I pricked up my
ears to perceive if I could the sound of drum and triangle music. I had at last found in London something which
interested me, and I no longer wandered aimlessly about in its gaping streets.
“I had just quitted the Tower, where I had carefully looked at the ax with which Anne Bolyn was beheaded, the
diamonds of the British crown, and the lions, when I beheld again Madame the mother with the great drum, and
heard Monsieur Turlutu crowing like a cock. The learned dog again raked together the heroism of Lord
Wellington, the dwarf displayed his invincible carte and tierce, and Mademoiselle Laurence began once more her
wonderful dance. And there were again the same enigmatical movements, the same language speaking what I
could not understand, the same impetuous casting back of the beautiful head, the same listening at the ground, the
terror which relieved itself by mad leaps, again the listening to the voice below, the trembling the blanching, the
frozen calm; then, too, the frightfully mysterious washing of hands, and at last the side glance, imploring and
beseeching, which she cast at me, lasting this time longer than before.
“Yes, women, girls as well as matrons, know at once when they have attracted the attention of a man. Although
Mademoiselle Laurence, when not performing, always stood motionless and sullen, and while she danced hardly
looked at the public, from this time it was no longer by chance that her glance ever fell on me, and the oftener I
saw her dance the more significantly she looked, but still more incomprehensible was her expression. I was as if
bewitched by this glance, and for three weeks from morning till evening did I walk the streets of London,
stopping wherever Mademoiselle Laurence danced. In spite of the great noise of the multitude I could catch at the
greatest distance the sound of the drum and triangle, and Monsieur Turlutu as soon as he saw me coming, raised
his most friendly crow.
“And without ever speaking a word to him or with Mademoiselle Laurence, with Madame Mère, or with the
learned dog, I seemed in the end to belong entirely to the troupe. When Monsieur Turlutu took up his collections,
he always behaved with the most refined tact, as soon as he drew near me, and always looked away when I threw
into the three-cornered hat a small coin. He had really an aristocratic manner; he recalled the exquisite politeness
of the past. One could see in the little man that he had grown up among monarchs, and so much the stranger did it
seem and quite below his dignity when he crowed like a cock.
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“I cannot tell you how sad I felt when for three days I sought in vain for the little troupe in all the streets, and
at last was certain they had left London. The blue devils held me once more in their leaden arms, and squeezed
my heart together. At last I could endure it no longer, and bade adieu to the mob, the blackguards, the gentlemen,
and the fashionables of England—the Four Estates of the realm—and traveled back to the civilized world, where I
knelt down, devoutly praying, before the white apron of the first cook whom I met. For here I could once more
dine like an intelligent human being, and refresh my soul by the contemplation of unselfish faces.
“But I could never forget Mademoiselle Laurence. She danced a long time in my memory, and in idle hours I
often reflected on the enigmatic pantomime of the beautiful child, especially on the listening at the earth with
inclined ear. It was long before the uncanny triangle and drum melody faded from my memory.”
*
“And that is the whole story?” suddenly cried Maria, rising vehemently. But Maximilian gently pressed her
back, laid his forefinger significantly on his mouth, and whispered,
“Still—be still—speak not a word. Be good and calm, and I will tell you the tail of the story; only do not
interrupt me!”
Then as he lolled back somewhat more comfortably in his chair, he thus continued:
*
“Five years after all this I came for the first time to Paris, and that at a very remarkable time. The French had
put their Revolution of July\fn{The uprising in Paris in July, 1830, that caused Charles X to abdicate his throne } on the stage,
and the whole world applauded. This drama was not so terrible as the previous tragedies of the Republic and the
Empire.\fn{The First French Empire (1804-1815)} Only a few thousand corpses remained on the stage, with which the
political romanticists were not very well satisfied, and they announced a new piece in which more blood was to
flow, and the executioner be much busier.
“Paris delighted me by the gaiety which is there manifested in everything and which exerts its influence even
on darkened souls. Strange, Paris is the stage where the greatest tragedies of the world’s history are acted—
tragedies of which the memory, even in most distant lands, makes hearts tremble and eyes weep—but to him who
sees them here in Paris itself, it is as it once was with me when I saw the Tour de Nesle played at the Porte Saint
Martin. For I was seated behind a lady who wore a hat of rose-red gauze, and this hat was so broad that it
completely blocked my view of the stage, so that I only saw all that was being tragedies through the red gauze,
and all the horrors of the Tour de Nesle appeared consequently in the gayest couleur de rose.
“Yes, there is such a rosy light in Paris, which softens all tragedies for him who is close by, so that his
enjoyment of life shall not be diminished. Even the terrors or troubles which one has brought to Paris in his own
heart lose their power to torment. There all sufferings are soothed. In the air of Paris all wounds heal more rapidly
than elsewhere; there is something in it as grandly elevating, as soothing, as charming as in the people themselves.
“What pleased me best in the Paris people was its polite manners and aristocratic mien. Sweet pineapple
perfume of politeness, how beneficently it refreshed my sick and weary soul, which had imbibed in Germany so
much tobacco smoke, sauerkraut smell and rudeness! The delightful and apt excuses of a Frenchman who, on the
day of my arrival, had by accident run against me in the street, sounded to me like the melodies of Rossini. I was
almost frightened at such sweet politeness, I who was accustomed to German boorish knocks in the ribs without a
word of apology. During my first week in Paris I sought intentionally to be run against by people, that I might
enjoy this apologetic music. But it is not merely from politeness, but owing to their language itself, the French
people have a peculiar coating of eminent refinement. For, as you know, by us in the North the French language is
an attribute of the higher nobility, and from childhood the idea of aristocracy was always associate in my mind
with French. And so a French market-woman spoke better French than a German comtesse of sixty-four
quarterings.\fn{I.e., whose familial structure was so complex as to require the family armorial shield itself to be delineated into sixtyfour different parts}
“On account of their language, which gives them an aristocratic air, the French people have to me something
delightfully fabulous in my eyes. This came from another reminiscence of my childhood. For the first book in
which I learned to read French was the Fables of Lafontaine, in which the naïvely sensible phrases made such an
ineffaceable impression on my memory that, when I came to Paris and heard French spoken everywhere, I
continually recalled the old stories. It seemed to me that I heard the well-known voices of the animals; now the
lion spoke, then the wolf, then the lamb, or the stork, or the dove—now and then master fox, and in memory
many a time I heard:
Eh! bonjour, Monsieur du Corbeau!
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Que vous êtes joli! que vous me semblez beau!

“Such reminiscences of fables awoke in my soul much oftener when I in Paris frequented the higher regions,
which men called the world. For this was specially the world which supplied Lafontaine with the types of his
animal characters. The winter season began soon after my arrival in Paris, and I took part in the salon life in
which that world moves more or less merrily. What struck me as most interesting in this world was not the
equality as regards refined politeness which prevails in it, so much as the difference in its elements. Very often,
when I in a grand salon looked round on the people assembled there on the most friendly footing, it seemed as if I
were in a curiosity shop, where the relics of all ages are huddled higgledy-piggledy all together, a Greek Apollo
by a Chinese pagoda, a Mexican Vitzliputzli by a Gothic Ecce Hommo, Egyptian idols with dogs’ heads, holy
horrors of wood, ivory, and metal, and so on. There I saw old mousquetaires who had once danced with Marie
Antionette, republicans of mild observance who were regarded as gods in the Assemblée Nationale, Montagnards
without money and without reproach, former embers of the Directory who had been enthroned in the
Luxembourg, bearers of great dignities under the Empire before whom all Europe had trembled, ruling Jesuits of
the Restoration—in short, actual faded and mutilated divinities of all eras, in whom no one any longer believed.
The names howl on coming into contact, but the men looked peaceably and stood together in peace, like the
antiquities of which I have spoken in the bric-a-brac shops of the Quai Voltaire.
In Germanic lands, where passions are less amenable to discipline, such a social assemblage of such
heterogeneous persons would be simply impossible. Neither is the need of conversation so great with us in the
cold North, as in warmer France, where the bitterest enemies, when they meet in a salon, cannot long maintain a
gloomy silence. And the desire to please is there carried so far, that people strive earnestly to be agreeable not
only to their friends but even their enemies. Hence a constant disguise and display of graces, so that women have
their own time of it to surpass men in their coquetry—but succeed in it all the same.
“I mean indeed nothing wrong by this comparison—and, on my life! Nothing in detraction of French women,
and least of all the Parisians. For I am their greatest adorer, and honor and admire them more for their defects than
for their virtues. I know nothing so exquisitely to the point as a legend that the French women came into the world
with all possible faults, but that a beneficent fairy took pity, and gave to every fault a magic by which it appeared
as a fresh charm.
“This enchanting fairy is grace. Are all French women beautiful? Who can tell? Who has seen through all the
intrigues of the toilet, who may decipher whether that is real which the tulle betrays, or is that false which puffedout silk parades? And if the eye has succeeded in penetrating the shell and we are just about to examine the core,
it shrouds itself in another shell and yet another, and by means of this incessant metamorphosis of modes they
mock masculine perception. Are their faces beautiful? Even this is hard to determine. For all their features are in
constant motion; every Parisian has a thousand faces, every one more laughing, more spirituelle, more charming
than the other, and he would be well bewildered who under it all could detect the fairest, or the real face at all. Or
are their eyes large? What do I know? We do not long examine the caliber of a cannon when its ball decapitates
us. And even if they miss—these eyes—at least they dazzle us by their fire, and he is glad enough who can get out
of shot range. Is the space between the nose and mouth broad or narrow? Very often broad, when they turn up the
nose; very often small, when they scornfully curl their upper lips. Is her mouth great or small? Who can tell where
the lips leave off and laughing begins? To form a correct judgment, the one judging and the object judged must be
in a condition of repose. But who can rest by a Parisian, and what Parisian ever rests, herself?
“There are people who believe they can see a butterfly quite accurately when they have fastened it with a pin
on paper, which is as foolish as it is cruel, for a fixed and quiet insect is a butterfly no longer. It must be seen
while it flutters among the flowers, and the Parisian must not be studied in her domestic life, where she is pinned
down, but in the salon, at soirées and balls, where she flies freely with the wings of embroidered gauze and silk
among the flashing crystal crowns of delight and gaiety! Then is revealed in her an eager rapture in life, a longing
for sweet sensuous oblivion, a yearning for intoxication, by which she is made almost terribly beautiful, and gains
a charm which at once enraptures and shocks our soul.
“This thirst to enjoy life, as if in another hour death would snatch them away from the sparkling fountain of
enjoyment, or as if this fountain would be in another hour sealed forever—this haste, this rage, this madness of
the Parisians, especially as shown in balls, always reminds me of the legend of the dead dancing girls who are
called by us the Willis. These are young brides who died before the wedding day, but who still have the
unsatisfied mania for dancing so deeply in their hearts, that they rise by night from their graves and meet in
crowds on the highways, where they at midnight abandon themselves to the wildest dances. In their bridal dresses,
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with wreaths of flowers on their heads, sparkling rings on their pale white hands, laughing fearfully, irresistibly
beautiful, the Willis dance in the moonshine, and they dance the more impetuously and wildly the more they feel
that the hour allowed them for dancing is drawing to an end, and they must again descend to the icy cold of the
grave.
“It was at a soirée in the Chaussée d’Antin where this thought went deep into my soul. It was a brilliant
reception, and nothing was wanting in all available ingredients of social enjoyment—enough lights to be seen by,
enough mirrors to see one’s self, enough people to squeeze among till one was warm, enough eau sucré and ices
to cool one. It began with music. Franz Liszt had allowed himself to be forced to the pianoforte, threw his hair up
above his genial brow, and played one of his most brilliant battle-pieces. The keys seemed to bleed. If I am not
mistaken, he played a passage from the Paligenesia of Ballanche, whose ideas he translated into music, which
was a great advantage for those who do not know the works of this celebrated author in the original. After this he
played the March to the Gallows—la marche au supplice—that glorious composition of Berlioz\fn{ Louis Hector
Berlioz (1803-1869), French composer} which this young artist, if I do not err, composed on the morning of his wedding
day.
“There were in the entire hall faces growing pale, heaving bosoms, panting breaths during the pauses, and at
last roaring applause. Women always seem intoxicated when Liszt plays. With wild joy these Willis of the salon
threw themselves into the dance, and I had trouble to escape from the crowd into a side room. Here play\fn{ Card
games} was going on, and a few ladies, reclining on great easy chairs, took, or feigned to take, an interest in the
game. As I passed by one of these dames, and her dress touched my arm, I felt a thrill pass from my hand to my
shoulder like a slight electric shock. And such a shock, but with full strength, shook my heart when I saw the
lady’s countenance.
“Was it she—or not? There was the same countenance which in form and sunny hue was like an antique; only
it was not so marbly pure and marble smooth as before. A closely observant eye could detect on brow and cheeks
faint traces as of smallpox, which exactly resembled the weather marks which one sees on statues which have
been for some time exposed to the rain. There were the same black locks which in smooth ovals covered the
temples like raven’s wings. But as her eye met mine, and that with the well-known side glance whose quick
lightning shot so enigmatically through my soul, I doubted no longer—it was Mademoiselle Laurence.
“Leaning aristocratically, a bouquet in one hand, the other on the chair arm, Mademoiselle Laurence sat near a
table, and seemed to give her whole attention to the cards. Her dress of white satin was becoming and graceful,
yet quite simple. With the exception of bracelets and a brooch of pearls, she wore no ornaments. A chemisette of
lace covered her young bosom almost puritanically to the neck, and in this simplicity and modesty of dress she
formed a touching, charming contrast with several older ladies, who, gaily ornamented and flashing diamonds, sat
by her, and exposed the ruins of their former glory, the place where Troy once stood, in melancholy wasted
nakedness. She still seemed wondrously lovely and charmingly sorrowful, and I felt irresistibly attracted to her,
and finally stood behind her chair, burning with impatience to speak to her but restrained by aggravating scruples
of delicacy.
“I had stood a little while behind her when she suddenly plucked a flower from her bouquet, and, without
looking round, presented it to me over her shoulder. Strange was its perfume, and it exerted in me a strange
enchantment. I felt myself freed from all social formalities; I was as if in a dream, where one acts and speaks and
wonders at one’s self, and where our words have a childlike, confiding and simple character. Calmly indifferently,
carelessly, as one speaks to an old friend, I inclined over the arm of the chair and softly said in her ear:
“‘Mademoiselle Laurence, where is your mother with the drum?’
“‘She is dead,’ she replied, in the same calm, indifferent tone. After a little pause I again bent over the arm of
the chair and whispered:
“‘Mademoiselle Laurence, where is the learned dog?’
“‘He has run away out into the wide world,’ she answered, in the same calm tone. And again after a pause I
leaned over the arm of the chair and whispered in her ear:
“‘Mademoiselle Laurence, where is Monsieur Turlutu, the dwarf?’
“‘He is with the giants on the Boulevard du Temple,’ these words were just uttered—in the same easy,
indifferent tone—when a serious, elderly man of commanding military appearance approached her, and
announced that the carriage was waiting. Slowly rising from her seat she took his arm, and, without casting a look
at me, left the company. When I asked our hostess, who had stood during the whole evening at the door presenting
her smiles to the coming and parting guests, for the name of the young lady who had just left with the elderly
gentleman, she laughed gaily and said:
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“‘Mon Dieu! Who can know everybody. I know as little who she is as—’
“She silenced suddenly, for she certainly was about to say ‘You’—for she saw me that evening for the first
time.
“‘Perhaps your husband,’ I suggested, ‘can give me some information. Where shall I look for him?’
“‘Hunting at St. Germain,’ replied Madame, with heartier laughter. ‘He left this morning early, and will return
tomorrow evening. But—wait—I know someone who has frequently conversed with the lady of whom you speak.
I forget his name, but you can easily learn it if you will only inquire for the young gentleman who was kicked by
M. Casimir Perier—I forget where.’
“Hard as it is to find a man who has been kicked out by a minister, I soon discovered mine, and begged him for
some explanation of the marvelous being who so much interested me, and whom I depicted to him distinctly
enough.
“‘Yes,’ said the young man; ‘I know her well. I have conversed with her at several soirées.’
“And he repeated a lot of rubbish with which he had entertained the lady. What he had particularly remarked
was her earnest look whenever he had said anything agreeable. And he marveled not a little that she always
declined his invitation to take place in a quadrille, assuring him that she did not know how to dance. He knew
nothing of her name or family. Nor could anybody, so far as I could ascertain, give me any closer information in
this respect. I ran in vain through all possible soirées seeking for information; I could nowhere find Mademoiselle
Laurence.”
*
“And that is the whole story?” cried Maria, as she slowly turned and yawned as if sleepy.
“That is your whole remarkable story! And you never saw again either Mademoiselle Laurence, nor the mother
with the drum, nor the dwarf Turlutu, nor the learned dog?”
“Lie calm and still,” replied Maximilian.
*
“I saw them all again—even the learned dog. But he was in a sad case, the poor rogue, when I met him in
Paris. It was in the Latin Quarter. I came by the Sorbonne as a dog rushed from its gate, and after him a dozen
students with sticks, who were soon joined by two dozen old women, who all screamed in chorus, ‘Mad dog!’ The
wretched animal looked almost human in his agony of death; tears ran like a stream from his eyes, and as he
yelping rushed by me and his dimmed gaze fell on me, I recognized my old friend, the learned dog, the eulogist of
Lord Wellington, who once caused the English people to wonder at his wisdom.
“Was he really mad, though? Had he overtaxed his intellect with sheer learning while pursuing his studies in
the Latin quarter? Or had he in the Sorbonne offended by his scraping and growling dissent at the puffy-cheeked
charlatanery of some professor, who had got rid of his disapproving auditor by declaring that he was mad? Alas!
youth does not investigate carefully whether it is irritated pedantry or professional envy which inspires the cry,
‘The dog is mad!’ but breaks away with thoughtless sticks—and of course all the old women are ready with their
yells and howls, and they out-scream the voice of innocence and of reason.
“My poor friend had to succumb—before my eyes he was pitiably struck dead amid jeers and curses, and at
last cast on a dunghill—a wretched martyr to learning!
“Nor was the condition of the dwarf, Monsieur Turlutu, very much better when I rediscovered him on the
boulevard du temple. Mademoiselle Laurence had indeed said that he had gone thither, but whether I did not
seriously attempt to seek him there, or the crowd of people was so great, it happened that some time passed before
I observed the show place where the giants were found. Two tall knaves lay at ease on a bench, who jumped up
and assumed the attitude of giants when I appeared. They were really not so large as their sign boasted, but only
two overgrown rascals, clad in roses-colored tricot, who had very black, and perhaps false, side whiskers, and
who swung immense but hollow wooden clubs over their heads. When I asked after the dwarf, who was also set
forth on the sign, they replied that for four weeks he had been unable on account of increasing illness to appear in
public, but that I might see him if I would pay an extra price of admission.
“How willingly one pays double to see an old friend! Alas! it was a friend whom I found on his deathbed! This
deathbed was really a child’s cradle, and in it lay the poor dwarf, with his sallow, wrinkled old man’s face. A little
girl of perhaps four years sat by him, rocking the cradle with her foot, and singing in a comical babbling tone:
Sleep, Turlututy—sleep!

“As the little man saw me he opened his glazed blue eyes as wide as possible, and a melancholy smile twitched
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about his white lips; he seemed to recognize me at once, for he reached out his dried, withered little hand, and
gasped softly,
“‘Old friend!’
“It was indeed in sad, troublous case that I found the man who, when eight years of age, had had a long
conversation with Louis XVI, whom the Czar Alexander had fed with bonbons, whom the Princess of Kyritz had
held on her lap, to whom the King of Bavaria had read his poems, who had smoked from the same pipe with
German princes, whom the Pope had apotheosized, and whom Napoleon had never loved! This last fact troubled
the wretched man even on his deathbed—I should say in his death cradle—and he wept over the tragic destiny of
the great emperor who had never loved him, but who had ended his life in such lamentable circumstances at St.
Helena—
“‘Even as I now die,’ he added, ‘rejected, neglected by all kings and princes, a mere mockery of former glory.’
“Though I could not quite understand how a dwarf who dies among giants could compare himself with a giant
who dies among dwarfs, still the words of poor Turlutu and his neglected state in his dying hour moved me. I
could not refrain from expressing my amazement that Mademoiselle Laurence, who had now become so grand,
did not trouble herself about him. I had hardly mentioned her name when the dwarf was seized with agonizing
cramps, and wailed with white lips,
“‘Ungrateful child! She whom I brought up and would have even made my wife, whom I taught how one
should move and conduct one’s self among the great people of this world—how one should smile and bow at
court and act with elegance—thou hast turned my teaching to good account; now thou art a great lady and hast a
carriage and lackeys, and much money, and no heart! Thou leavest me to die here alone and miserable, like
Napoleon at St. Helena. Oh, Napoleon, thou didst never love me!’
“What he then said I could not understand. He raised his head, made passes with his hand, as if fencing with
someone, and defending himself against someone, it may have been Death. But the scythe of this adversary can be
resisted by none, be he Napoleon or a Turlutu, for with him no parade or guard avails! Exhausted, as if overcome,
the dwarf let his head sink, gazed at me with an indescribable spectral glare, crowed suddenly like a cock, and
died!
“I confess that this death troubled me all the more because the sufferer had given me no more accurate
information as to Mademoiselle Laurence. I was not in love with her, nor did I feel any specially great inclination
toward her, and yet I was spurred by a mysterious, irresistible desire to seek her everywhere, and if I entered a
salon and looked over those present and did not find her familiar face, then I became quite restless and felt
impelled to depart. Reflecting on this feeling I stood once at midnight in a side entrance of the Grand Opera,
waiting wearily for a coach, for it rained hard. But no coach came, or rather coaches only which belonged to other
people, who got in gaily enough and departed, until little by little I was left alone.
“‘Well, then, you must ride with me!’ said a lady who, closely wrapped in a black mantilla, had also stood
waiting by me for some time, and who was now about to enter a carriage.
“The voice thrilled through my heart; the well-known side glance exerted once more its charm; and I seemed
to be in a dream, when I found myself in a softly padded warm carriage by Mademoiselle Laurence. We spoke no
word to one another, perhaps we could not have understood if we had spoken, since that vehicle rattled with a
fearful droning noise through the streets of Paris for a long time, till it at last stopped before a vast gateway.
“Servants in brilliant livery lighted us up the steps through a suite of apartments. A lady’s maid who with
sleepy face approached us stammered with many excuses that the red room was the only one with a fire lighted.
As she gave the maid a sign to leave us, Laurence said laughing,
“‘Chance or luck has brought you far indeed today; my bedroom is the only one which is warmed—’
“In this bedroom, where we were soon alone, blazed a beautiful fire, which was the more agreeable because
the apartment was immensely large and high. This great chamber, which might better be called a great hall, had in
it something strangely desolate or empty. Its furniture and decoration and architecture bore the impress of an age
whose splendor is now so dusty, and whose dignity seems so sober and sad, that its relics awaken a feeling of
discomfort, so sober and sad, that its relics awaken a feeling of discomfort, if not a subdued smile. I speak of the
time of the Empire, of the days of golden eagles, high-flying plumes, Greek coiffures, the glory of grand drum
majors, military masses, official immortality decreed by the Moniteur, Continental coffee made from chicory, bad
sugar from beetroot, and princes and dukes manufactured out of nothing at all. Yet it had its charm, this age of
pathetic materialism. Talma declaimed, Gros painted, Bigottini danced, Grassini sang, Maury preached, Rovigo
had the police, the emperor read Ossian, and Pauline Borghese had herself modeled as Venus, and stark naked at
that, for the room was quite warm, like that in which I found myself with Mademoiselle Laurence.
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“We sat by the fire conversing confidentially, and she told me sighing how she was married to a Buonaparte
hero, who every evening before retiring entertained her with the history of his adventures. A few days before his
late departure he had given her in full the battle of Jena; but he was in very bad health, and would hardly survive
the Russian campaign. When I asked how long it was since her father had departed this life, she laughed, and said
she had never known one, and that her so-called mother had never been married.
“‘Not married!’ I cried; ‘why, I myself saw her in London in deep mourning for her husband’s death!’
“‘Oh!’ replied Laurence, ‘she wore mourning all the time for twelve years, to awaken compassion as a poor
widow, and also to take in some simpleton who wanted a wife. She hoped that she would sail the sooner under the
black flag into the port of matrimony. But death had pity on her, and she perished suddenly by bursting a vein. I
never loved her, for she gave me many a beating and little food. I should have starved if Monsieur Turlutu had not
many a time given me a piece of bread on the sky; but for that the dwarf wanted me to marry him, and when his
hopes were wrecked he allied himself to my mother—I say mother only from habit—and both tormented me
cruelly. She was always saying I was a useless creature, and that the dog was worth a thousand times more than I
with my wretched dancing. Then they praised the dog at my expense, fed him with cakes, and threw me the
crumbs. The dog, she said, was her best support; he pleased the public, which did not take the least interest in me;
that the dog must maintain me by his work, and that I lived on the charity and refuse of the dog. Damn the dog!’
“‘Oh! you need not curse him again,’ I interrupted the angry beauty. ‘He is dead; I saw him die—’
“‘Is the beast done for at last?’ cried Laurence, as she sprang up with delight beaming in every feature.
“‘The dwarf also is dead,’ I added.
“‘Monsieur Turlutu?’ cried Laurence, also joyfully. But the expression faded from her face gradually, and with
a milder, almost melancholy tone, she sighed,
“‘Poor Turlutu!’
“As I did not conceal from her that the dwarf in his dying moments had complained of her bitterly, she burst
into passionate protestation that she had the fullest intention and desire to provide for the dwarf in the best
manner, and that she had offered him an annual pension if he would live quietly and modestly, anywhere in the
country.
“‘But with his habitual vanity and desire of distinction,’ continued Laurence, ‘he desired to remain in Paris and
dwell in my hotel, for thus he thought he could through me again resume his former acquaintance in the
Faubourg \fn{Suburb}Saint Germain, and his old brilliant place in society. And when I flatly refused this he called
me a cursed goblin-ghost, a vampire, and a child of death—’ Laurence suddenly stopped shuddering said, as she
heaved a sigh from her very heart:
“‘Ah! I wish he had left me lying with my mother in the grave!’
“When I prayed her to explain these mysterious words, a flood of tears burst from her eyes, and trembling and
sobbing she confessed that the drummer woman in mourning whom she called ‘mother’ had once told her that a
strange rumor current as to her birth was not a mere fable.
“‘For in the town where we dwelt,’ continued Laurence, ‘I was always called the Death Child. Old women said
I was really the daughter of a Cunt of that place, who maltreated his wife terribly, and when she died gave her a
magnificent funeral. But she was far gone with child, and not really dead. Certain thieves, tempted by the richness
of her funeral attire, burst open the tomb and took out the countess, whom they found in the pangs of parturition.
She died while giving birth to Laurence. The thieves laid her body again in the tomb, closed it, and carried the
babe to the receiver of their stolen goods, who was the wife of the great ventriloquist.
“‘This poor child, who was buried before she was born, was everywhere called the Death Cild. Ah! you cannot
know now much misery I had even as a little girl, when people called me by this name. While the great
ventriloquist was alive, and when he was discontented with me—as often happened—he always cried: “Cursed
Death child, I wish I had never taken you from the grave.” As he was of great skill in his calling, he could so
modulate his voice as to make anyone think that it came from the ground, and so he would make me believe that it
was the voice of my dead mother who related her story. He knew the terrible tale well enough, for he had once
been a servant of the Count my father. It was his greatest pleasure to torture me with the awful terror which I, a
mere infant, felt at hearing this. The words which came in spectral tones from the ground told things so dreadful
that I could not altogether understand them, but all of which, when I danced in after years, came vividly back into
my mind. At such a time strange memories seemed to possess me. I forgot myself, and was another person
tormented with all terrors and mysteries, but so soon as I ceased to dance all vanished from my mind.’
“While Mademoiselle Laurence spoke, slowly and as if questioning she stood before me by the fireplace,
where the fire gleamed ever more and more agreeably, and I sat in the great armchair, which was probably the seat
109

of her husband when he of evenings related his battles before going to bed. Laurence looked at me with her great
eyes, as if asking me for counsel, nodding her head in so mournfully reflective a manner that she inspired in me a
deep sympathy. She was so delicate, so young, so beautiful, this slender lily sprung from the grave, this daughter
of death, this ghost with the face of an angel and the body of a bayadere!
“I know not how it happened—perhaps it was the influence of the armchair in which I sat; but all at once it
seemed to me as if I were the old general who the day before had been narrating the battle of Jena, and must
continue my story, so I said:
“‘After the battle of Jena, within a few weeks, all the Prussian fortresses surrendered almost without a blow.
First of these was Magdeburg, the strongest of all, and it had three hundred cannons. Was not that disgraceful?’
“Mademoiselle Laurence let me proceed no further. All melancholy had fled from her beautiful face. She
laughed like a child and said,
“‘Yes; that was disgraceful, and more than disgraceful. If I were a fortress, and had three hundred cannons, I
would never surrender.’
“But as Mademoiselle Laurence was no fortress, and had not three hundred cannons—”
Here Maximilian suddenly paused, and after a short pause asked softly:
“Maria, are you asleep?”
“Yes, I sleep,” replied Maria.
*
“I would say,” added Maximilian, “that I sat by the fire in a red light, and it seemed to me as if I were the god
Pluto amid the glowing flames of hell, holding the sleeping Proserpine, in his arms. She slept, and I studied her
charming face, and sought in its traits some explanation of that sympathy which my soul felt for her. What was the
meaning of this woman? What significance lurked under the symbolism of this beautiful form? I held this
winsome riddle now as my possession in my arms, yet could not discover its solution.
“Yet, is it not folly to endeavor to penetrate the inner meaning of a strange appearance or phenomenon when
we cannot as much as solve the problems of our own souls? Why, we are not even certain that these outer
apparitions really exist. Many a time we cannot distinguish reality from faces seen in our dreams. Was it an image
of my imagination, or was it a terrible reality, which I that night heard and saw? I do not know. I can only
remember that while the wildest thoughts streamed through my heart, a rustling ringing noise sounded in my ears.
It was a crazy melody, singularly slow. It seemed to be very familiar, and at last I recognized in it the sound of a
triangle and a drum.
“This music, tinkling and buzzing, seemed to approach from afar, and at last when I looked up I saw near me,
in the center of the room, a well-known show, for it was monsieur Turlutu, the dwarf, who played the triangle, and
Madame Mère, who beat the great drum, while the learned dog scratched round on the ground as if seeking for his
wooden letters. The dog seemed to move with pain, and his hair was spotted with blood. Madame Mère still wore
her black mourning, but she had no longer her old plump, comical figure, and her face was not now red but pale.
The dwarf, who still wore the embroidered coat of an old French marquis, with a powdered wig, seemed to be
somewhat taller, probably because he had become so fearfully thin. He displayed as before his skill in fencing and
seemed to be wheezing out his old boasts, but she had no longer her old plump, comical figure, and her face was
not now red but pale. The dwarf, who still wore the embroidered coat of an old French marquis, with a powdered
wig, seemed to be somewhat taller, probably because he had become so fearfully thin. He displayed as before his
skill in fencing and seemed to be wheezing out his old boasts, but spoke so softly that I could not catch a word,
and it was only by the movement of his lips that I could often observe that he was crowing like a cock.
“While these laughably horrible distorted images moved before my eyes with unseeing haste, I perceived that
Laurence breathed more restlessly. A cold shudder ran like frost through all her body, and her beautiful limbs
twitched convulsively, as if with intolerable pain. But at last, supple as an eel, she slid and slipped from my arms,
stood in a second in the center of the room, and began to dance, while the mother with the drum and the dwarf
with the triangle again raised their softly muffled music. She danced as she had done on the Waterloo Bridge and
on the crossings of London. There was the same mysterious pantomime, the same passionate leaps, the same
Bacchic casting back of the head, many times the same bending down to the earth, as if listening to what was
being said below, then the old trembling, the growing pale, the frozen stillness, and yet again the listening with the
ear inclined. And she also rubbed her hands as if washing them.
“At last she seemed to again cast her deep, painful, imploring glance at me, but it was only in the features of
her deathly pale face that I recognized the glance, not in her eyes, for they were closed. The music sounded ever
softer, the drum mother and the dwarf growing paler, dimmer, and whirling away like mist, at last disappeared
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altogether, but Laurence remained as before, dancing with closed eyes. This dancing, as if blind, in the silent room
by night, gave the beautiful creature such a ghostly air that I often shuddered, and was heartily glad when she
ceased to dance, and glided and slipped, as softly as she had flown away, back into my arms.
“Certainly the sight of this scene was not agreeable. But man accustoms himself to everything, and it is
possible that the unearthly mystery of this woman gave her a peculiar charm, which mingled with my feelings a
terrible tenderness—enough that in a few weeks I was no longer amazed in the least when by night I heard the
ring of the drum and triangle, and my dear Laurence suddenly leaped up and danced a solo with closed eyes. Her
husband, the old Buonapartist, commanded near Paris, and his duties allowed him to pass only his days in the city.
As a matter of course he became my most intimate friend, and he wept bright tears when the day came for him to
bid me for a long time adieu. He traveled with his wife to Sicily, and I have never seen either of them since.”
As Maximilian finished this story he quickly took his hat and slipped out of the room.
1819
58.213 Hansjorg And His Pipe\fn{by Berthold Auerbach (1812-1882)} Nordstetten, Black Forest, Baden-Würtemberg,
Germany (M) 5
The following story is connected with those eventful times when the successes of Napoleon\fn{ Napoleon I (1769were filling Europe with terror. That was indeed an extraordinary period. Every
peasant, as he stood at the door of his own house, might see the history of the world pass in review before his
eyes; kings and emperors played their parts with the rest, and appeared in various shifting dresses and attitudes.
The view of all this mighty spectacle cost the peasant frequently nothing more than house and home, and
sometimes also his life. It fared better with my neighbor Hansjorg; but I will tell the story from the beginning.
It was in the year 1796. Living in these days of peace, as still as mice, we can scarcely form an idea of the
disturbed state of things at that period; people seemed to have no settled home, and the whole human race to be
wandering about and driving one another hither and thither. Through the Black Forest marched and countermarched the Austrians, with their white military jackets, then the French, with their merry red trousers, then again
the Russians, with their long beards; while, mingling with them all, might be seen Bavarians, Würtemburgers\fn
{Both Bavaria and Würtemburg were independent kingdoms from 1806-1871 .} and Hessians, in every kind of form and dress.
The Black Forest was always an open door to the French, and it is only now that an attempt is at length made to
bolt it.
There was consequently a retreating and advancing, a firing of musketry and roar of cannon, until folks
scarcely knew whether their heads were still on their shoulders; in truth they often enough rolled off ere their
owners were aware. Not far from Baisingen, in the middle of the open plains, rises a hillock, as high as a house,
an beneath it they say is a heap of dead soldiers, French and German, lying side by side.
My neighbor Hansjorg, however, escaped being made a soldier, notwithstanding that he was a smart\fn{ Trim;
handsome} and stout\fn{Strong} young fellow, who might show himself anywhere, and had just entered his
nineteenth year. This happened from the following occurrence. On the day before the wedding of Wendel the
mason, whose wife came from Empfingen, Hansjorg rode with the others behind the cart, in which sat the brideelect upon the blue-painted chest, surrounded by all the goods and chattels, with her distaff and a spick-and-span
new cradle by her side. Hansjorg kept firing his pistol\fn{ In celebration} like the very devil, always loading it with a
double charge. When the procession reached the lime kiln, where, on the right is the pond, and on the left the
tilemaker’s cottage, at the door of which Kätherle was standing, Hansjorg fired again; but at the same instant a
heart-rending shriek was heard; the pistol dropped from his hand, and Hansjorg himself would have fallen from
his horse had not his comrade Viteli held him up.
It was now see what had happened: Hansjorg had shot off the forefinger of his right hand at the middle joint.
He was lifted down from his horse; everyone ran up to him compassionately, and Kätherle came running from the
tilemaker’s cottage, and almost fainted away when she saw the wounded man. But Hansjorg bit his lips with pain,
and stared into Kätherle’s face. He was now carried into the house of the tiler. Old Jockel of Schenbuss, who was
famed for his skill in stopping blood, was speedily summoned, while Viteli ran to the town for the doctor.
When old Jockel entered the room there was silence in an instant, and all drew back to make way for him,
ranging themselves in two rows, through which he walked up to the wounded man, who was lying upon a bench
behind the table. Kätherle alone stepped forward and cried,
1821), Emperor of the French.}
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“For God’s sake, Jockel, help Hansjorg!”
The wounded man opened his eyes and turned his head toward the speaker; and when Jockel now stood before
him, and muttering something gently touched his hand, the blood all at once stopped flowing. This, however, was
not from any power of Jockel’s, but the magic of Kätherle’s voice, which had such a charm for Hansjorg, that he
no sooner heard it, then he felt the blood rush back to his heart, and thus his finger stopped bleeding.
The doctor came, and Hansjorg’s finger was dressed; he behaved throughout this painful trial like a hero. Some
hours later, as he was lying in the fever consequent upon the wound, it seemed to him as if an angel were hovering
over and fanning him. He did not know that it was Kätherle, who sat beside him, keeping the flies from his face,
and almost touching his cheek. The hand of one whom we love, when brought close to us, although not in actual
contact, has a kind of magic influence, and this it may have been which occasioned the dream of our friend
Hansjorg.
As Kätherle sat beside him, she remarked that Hansjorg’s closed lips were continually puffing and blowing in
his sleep; and the first thing he asked for as soon as he awoke, was—his pipe.
Hansjorg had the most beautiful pipe in the whole village, and we must look at it a little more closely, as it
forms one of the chief features in our story. The pipe had a speckled bowl of Ulm ware, in the brown marbled
colors of which one’s fancy might easily trace any fantastic form or figure. The silver top was shaped like a
helmet, and polished so bright that you could see yourself in it, with the additional advantage of seeing your face
doubled and turned upside down. The bowl was also mounted with silver; a little double silver chain served
instead of the cord to attach the short tube to the long curved mouthpiece. Now was not this a beautiful pipe? And
had not Hansjorg good reason to love it as a hero of old his shield?
The first thing that troubled Hansjorg, in the loss of his finger, was that he could no longer stop his pipe
cleverly. Kätherle laughed at his fondness for such a toy; nevertheless, she filled and stopped him a pipe, fetched a
live coal to light it, and herself drew a wry face as if she were sick. Hansjorg thought he had never before relished
a pipe so much as this which Kätherle had filled and smoked.
Although it was the height of summer, Hansjorg was not allowed to be carried home, but was obliged to stay at
the tilemaker’s house. This was all very pleasant to our patient; and although his parents came to nurse him, he
knew that there would be times when he would be alone with Kätherle.
The next day was the wedding of Wendel the mason; and when the bell tolled for church, Hansjorg lay on his
bed whistling an accompaniment to the wedding march which was heard coming up the road.
After church, the band of music went round the village, playing before the houses in which the prettiest girls or
such as had sweethearts lived. The lads and lasses then joined the procession, which grew as it advanced. When
they stopped before the tiler’s house, Viteli, as Hansjorg’s comrade, came up with his sweetheart, and offered in
the place of the wounded man to take Kätherle with them to the dance. She thanked him kindly but excused
herself, saying that she had work to do and must remain at home. Hansjorg was rejoiced at this in his heart, and
when they were alone he said,
“Kätherle, do not be disappointed; there will soon be another wedding, and at that we two will have a right
good dance together.”
“A wedding!” said Kätherle sorrowfully, “what do you mean?”
“Come here, Kätherle,” said Hansjorg, smiling. She drew nearer to him, and he continued:
“I will confess all to you, Kätherle; I wounded my finger purposely that I might not be made a soldier. Kätherle
shrank back, shrieked, and covered her face with her apron.
“Why do you cry so?” said Hansjorg, “are you angry at what I have done? You must not blame me, for you are
the cause of it.”
“Gracious heavens!” exclaimed Kätherle, “no, no, I am indeed innocent of it. Oh, what a crime you have
committed, Hansjorg! You might have killed yourself. No, you are a madman; I could not marry you—I am afraid
of you.”
Kätherle was running away, but Hansjorg held her fast with his left hand. She stood thus, trying angrily to
snatch her hand from him, turned her back, and bit the corner of her apron with vexation. Hansjorg would have
given anything in the world for her to have looked at him once; but as all his entreaties were vain, he let go her
hand, hoping that she would look round. Still she remained silent, and turned her eyes. Then, in a trembling voice,
he said,
“Kätherle, will you be kind enough to fetch my father? I will go home.”
“No, no, you must not,” answered Kätherle quickly, but still turned from him; “you might catch cold, and that
would be dangerous the doctor says.”
112

“If you do not fetch some one, I shall go by myself,” said Hansjorg.
Kätherle turned round, her eyes were filled with tears, and she looked at him with an expression of eager
entreaty and tender and earnest love. Hansjorg seized her hand; it was hot and feverish, and he looked long and
anxiously in her face. She was not what is properly called beautiful, but a stout, buxom lass; her face, as well as
her whole head, was of an almost round shape; her brow was high-arched, and her eyes were set deep in the head;
while the little turned-up nose, with somewhat of a comical and pert expression, and the round, plump cheeks,
bespoke a healthy constitution. Hansjorg looked at her, as she stood glowing before him, and thought she was the
greatest beauty in the world. For a long while they held one another by the hand, without speaking a word; at
length Kätherle said,
“Shall I fill you a pipe?”
“Do so,” said Hansjorg, and he let go her hand.
This offer of Kätherle expressed their reconciliation in the most forcible manner; they both felt this, and not a
word more was said of their little disagreement.
In the evening came a number of the lads and lasses, with glowing cheeks and eyes beaming with pleasure, to
fetch Kätherle to the dance; but she could not—maybe she would not—go. Hansjorg smiled to himself; but when
he asked Kätherle, as a kindness to him, to go with the rest, she hopped off gaily, and presently returned dressed
out in all her holiday clothes.
But there was now a fresh difficulty in the way.
Notwithstanding the good nature of all the young folks, no one liked to stay away from the dance, to remain
with Hansjorg. By good luck, however, just then in came old Jockel, and, for a flask of good wine, which they
promised to send him from the public-house, he agreed if necessary to stay with Hansjorg the whole night.
*
The first day that Hansjorg was able to leave the house, he took a walk with Kätherle in the garden. Then he
thought to himself how wickedly he had acted, and this weighed heavily upon his mind. After walking pensively
along for some time, with downcast eyes, he looked up at Kätherle and exclaimed with emotion,
“Kätherle, I see how wickedly I have acted, and I must go to confession; I must have the weight off my heart,
and will gladly suffer any penance.”
Kätherle threw her arms about his neck and kissed him; and at this moment he enjoyed that happiest absolution
which a truly penitent mind, armed with a steadfast resolution, finds within itself.
*
The next Sunday Hansjorg went to confession: it was never known what penance he had to undergo.
Hansjorg repaired daily to the house of the tile-maker, drawn thither by his love for Kätherle. Many a time he
left the cottage with a sigh, for he thought Kätherle seemed resolved to vex and master him. She was constantly
entreating him to give up his pipe; she never allowed him to kiss her after he had been smoking; and whenever he
went to see her, he was always obliged to keep his beloved pipe out of sight. In the tilemaker’s room he was never
on any occasion suffered to smoke; and, much as he loved to be there, he always left the house after a little while.
Kätherle had good cause to joke and tease him for this.
Hansjorg fretted at Kätherle’s obstinacy, and was more than ever wedded to his pipe. He considered it unmanly
to be ordered about by a woman; women ought to yield, he thought; and then too he was obliged to confess that it
was wholly impossible for him to give up his habit. He tried to do so once, for two whole days during the haytime; but he felt all the while like one fasting, and as if there was something of which he was perpetually in want.
So he pulled out his pipe again, and as he sat holding it comfortably between his teeth, and striking a light, he said
to himself:
“No, no! Kätherle and all women-kind may go to the devil before I’ll give up smoking!” As he said this he
struck his lame finger, and shaking his head with pain, he thought,
“Nay, that is sinful, for I do not really mean it.”
Autumn came at length, and Hansjorg was declared to be unfit for military service. Some of the other peasantlads had imitated his artifice, and pulled out their front teeth, so as to be unable to bite the cartridge. But the
military commission considered this as intentional trick, whereas Hansjorg’s injury was looked upon as
accidental, because it was dangerous. The toothless squad was therefore set to drive the carts and baggagewagons, and had to follow to the war; and often, when munching the hard camp biscuits, they sorely deplored the
loss of their teeth.
In the beginning of October, the French General Moreau\fn{ Jean Victor Moreau (1763-1813), French Revolutionary
general; he led the Army of Rhin-et-Moselle throughout the campaign of 1796 in Germany and won lasting fame with his conduct of the
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retreat across the Black Forest in the autumn .}

made his famous retreat through the Black Forest. A division of the army
passed through Nordstetten, and for many days previous the rumor of their approach was the only subject of talk.
The whole village was in the utmost alarm; no one knew what to do or to advise. A hole was dug in every cellar,
and all the money and valuable things belonging to the family were buried. The girls brought their garnet
necklaces, with the silver coin hanging to them; they drew the silver rings from their fingers, and put them all into
the hole; not an ornament of any kind was to be seen; it was like a general mourning. The cattle were driven into
an out-of-the-way spot at Egelsthal. The boys and girls looked at one another sadly when anything was said of the
approaching enemy, and the lads would snatch involuntarily at the hilts of their knives, which peeped out of the
breeches pockets.
But the Jews fared the worst. If the peasant is robed of everything else, his field and plough cannot be taken
from him. But the wealth of the Jews all consisted in movable articles, in money and goods; and they were
consequently in all the greater fright and alarm. The principal Jew in Nordstetten, a shrewd fellow, devised a
cunning way to escape the danger: he set a large cask of red wine, well dosed with brandy, in front of his house,
placed full bottles on a table beside it, that the uninvited guests might regale themselves. The plan succeeded, for
the French were in great haste to proceed on their march.
The day of the passage of the French troops through Nordstetten arrived, and matters passed off better than had
been hoped or expected. The village folk were collected in groups, gazing on the soldiers as they went by. First
came the cavalry, and then followed an immense body of infantry.
Hansjorg had gone with his friends, Viteli and Xaver, to the tilemaker’s cottage, wishing at all events to be
there to see that no harm happened to Kätherle. He went into the garden in front of the house, and leaning over the
hedge puffed away at his ease. Kätherle looked out of the window and said,
“If you will not smoke, Hansjorg, you and your comrades may come in.”
“We are very well off here!” replied Hansjorg, puffing three volumes of smoke from his mouth quickly, one
after another, and nipping the pipe still faster between his lips.
Now came the cavalry; the soldiers all rode in disorder, and seemed hardly to belong to one another: everyone
looked only to himself, yet nevertheless it was clear that they formed one body. Some of the soldiers cast an
impudent look and kissed their hands to Kätherle. Hansjorg involuntarily seized the knife in his belt. Kätherle,
however, shut the window, and only stole a glance from behind the shutter.
After the infantry came the baggage-wagons, and the wagons with the sick and wounded. This was indeed a
heart-rending spectacle. One of the wounded soldiers stretched out his hand, which had only four fingers; the
sight of this went to Hansjorg’s heart, and he instantly fancied himself lying in the wagon. The wounded man had
only a handkerchief tied round his head, and appeared to be half-frozen. Hansjorg quickly jumped over the hedge,
took off his poodle-cap and stuck it on the poor fellow’s head; then he gave him his leather purse and all the
money in his pocket. The wounded man made signs with his mouth, to show how much he wished to smoke; he
cast an imploring look at Hansjorg, pointing at the same time to his pipe, but Hansjorg shook his head.
Kätherle now brought out a loaf of bread and some shirts, and laid them on the wagon by the poor man’s side.
Her beaming look seemed to cheer the sick soldiers, and some of them gave her a military greeting, chattering
together in their own language, and driving off with a friendly kiss of the hand. There was no longer any thought
of friend or foe; these poor fellows were unfortunate, and in need of help, and everyone felt eager to render them
assistance.
A large troop of horses-soldiers brought up the rear. Kätherle was again standing at the window, and Hansjorg
and his comrades were at their posts. On a sudden Viteli exclaimed, “Look, look! The marauders are coming!”
Two ragamuffin-looking fellows, in half uniform, without saddle or stirrup, came galloping up. They stopped
at a short distance from Hansjorg, spoke together, and laughed. Then they rode slowly on, and one of them kept
close to the hedge. Rarsche! In an instant he snatched the pipe from Hansjorg’s mouth and darted off at a rattling
gallop. The marauder stuck the pipe which was still alight, in his mouth, and puffed away lustily as if in bravado.
Hansjorg put his hands ot his mouth; it was just as if all his teeth had been pulled out of his jaw. But Kätherle
set up a loud laugh and cried, “There’s for you! Now fetch back your pipe!”
“Ay, ay, I will fetch it back,” exclaimed Hansjorg resolutely, and snapping a bit of wood he had in his hand.
“Come. Viteli, Xaver! Quick! Let’s get out our horses and ride after the fellows; come what may, I’ll not give up
my pipe to the villains.”
His two comrades darted off to the stable to fetch the horses; but Kätherle came running downstairs, and called
Hansjorg into the passage. He went unwillingly, for he was vexed that she had laughed at him. But Kätherle,
trembling, seized his hand and said,
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“For God’s sake, Hansjorg, let the pipe go! I will do everything you please—only take my advice. Will you
risk your life for such a paltry thing as a pipe? I beg and pray you to stay here.”
“I will go,” replied Hansjorg; “and if a ball is sent through my head, so much the better; what shall I do here?
You only laugh at me, Kätherle.”
“No, no,” exclaimed Kätherle earnestly; and she fell on his neck; “I will not let you go; you must, you must
stay here!” A strange feeling shot through Hansjorg’s heart; he looked at Kätherle and said boldly,
“Will you then be my wife?”
“Yes, yes, I will, indeed I will.” They embraced tenderly, and Hansjorg exclaimed,
“Never, from this moment, shall a pipe come again into my mouth; no sooner shall—”
“Nay, do not swear,” said Kätherle, stopping him: “Cannot you keep your promise without such words? And
now will you stay here? Leave the pipe to the Frenchmen and the devil!”
Meanwhile Viteli and Xaver returned, mounted on their horses and armed with pitchforks, and shouted aloud,
“Courage, Hansjorg, come along!”
“I shall not go with you,” said Hansjoreg, still keeping his arm round Kätherle.
“What will you give us then to bring back your pipe?” asked Viteli.
“It shall be your own,” he replied.
Away rode the two lads as hard as their horses could gallop towards Empfingen. Hansjorg and Kätherle looked
after them. On the little hillock close to the lime-kiln Viteli and his comrade had nearly come up with the
marauders. But when the latter saw themselves pursued, they wheeled about boldly, brandished their swords, and
one of them presented a pistol. Viteli and Xaver no sooner saw this, than they likewise turned about in a trice, and
galloped home even faster than they had come.
From this day forward Hansjorg never drew a whiff at a pipe. A month later the banns of marriage between
him and Kätherle were read from the pulpit.
*
One day Hansjorg went to the tilemaker’s cottage; he had taken the path found to the back, and no one had
observed him. As he stood at the door, he heard Kätherle speaking with someone inside.
“Are you quite sure you know it?” asked Kätherle.
“Certainly I do,” answered the other. Hansjoreg recognized the voice of “the red-haired Maierle,” a Jewish
peddler. “I know all about it well enough. Ay, ay, he could not have been fonder even of you, and I fancy he took
up with you to console himself in his regret.”
“Ah!” said Kätherle, “at any rate he will have a surprise on his wedding-day which he little expects. But can I
depend upon it for certain?”
“I only wish I were as certain of dying worth a hundred thousand florins.”
“But mind you, Hansjoreg must not hear a word of it.”
“Dumb as a fish!” replied the red-haired Maierle, and went his way.
Hansjorg now entered the cottage and stepped timidly up to Kätherle; he was ashamed to confess that he had
listened and overheard what had passed; but when they were sitting confidentially, side by side, he said,
“Kätherle, do not listen to idle gossip—it is not true; once indeed it was said that I kept company with the maid
at the Eagle, who is now at Rootweil; but, believe me, it was not true. I was then only a boy at the Sunday school
—it was nothing more than a childish prank.”
Kätherle made as if she attached great weight to this circumstance, and Hansjorg had much ado to set matters
right again. He took all the pains in the world, till evening, to get the truth out of Maierle, but he remained “dumb
as a fish.”
*
Hansjorg had now many taunts to bear, and in a manner to run the gauntlet through the whole village. It
happened thus. On the Sunday before the wedding, Hansjorg, and his comrade Viteli, according to old custom,
each with a red riband tied round his arm and a red cockade stuck on his three-cornered hat, went through the
village from house to house, and the bridegroom-elect repeated the following saying:
“You are all politely invited to the wedding-feast at the Eagle on Thursday. If we can ever return the
compliment we will do so. Come without fail: do not forget it; come without fail.”
Thereupon the good woman in every house opened her table-drawer, took out the loaf of bread and a knife, and
handed it, saying,
“Cut a slice.”
Then they had to cut off a slice of bread and take it with them. Hansjorg cut the bread clumsily with his four
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fingers, and it pained him when in some of the houses the people said to him, with good-natured pleasantry,
“Really, Hansjorg, you ought not to marry, for with your stump of a finger how can you cut bread?”
Hansjorg was vastly relieved when these invitations had come to an end.
The wedding was celebrated with singing and merry-making. The only thing omitted was the firing of guns;
for since the accident of Hansjorg, this was strictly forbidden. All went on right merrily at the wedding-feast. As
soon as dinner was over Kätherle disappeared; but presently she returned, holding the well-known pipe in her
mouth! Indeed, it was impossible to distinguish whether it was really the old pipe, or a new one exactly like it.
Kätherle now gave a puff or two at the pipe, screwing up her face, and then reached it to Hansjorg, saying: “there,
take it; you have kept your word bravely, and have shown that you can deny yourself. You may now smoke and
welcome; I have no longer any objection.” Hansjorg grew red as scarlet; but he shook his head and said,
“No, what I have once said is said; I will not swerve an inch; and never again, as long as I live, will I draw a
whiff more. But, Kätherle,” he added, standing up, “can I kiss you, for you have smoked?”
Again they embraced. Then Hansjorg confessed that he had listened when Kätherle was talking with Maierle,
and that he had fancied they were speaking of the maid at the Eagle. At this there was a hearty laugh.
The pipe was hung at the head of the bed of the young couple, and often Hansjorg pointed to it, to prove that
with love and a firm resolution a man can do anything.
*
A word transports us at once many years in advance of our tale.
Hansjorg and Kätherle are now aged grandparents, happy in the circle of their children, and still vigorous and
sprightly. The pipe is kept as an honored heirloom by Hansjorg’s five sons, not one of whom, or their children, has
up to this day acquired the habit of smoking.
58.218 Lenz\fn{by Karl Georg Büchner (1813-1837)} Goddelau, Hesse, Germany (M) 10
On January 20th Lenz crossed the mountains. On the summit and the high slopes there was snow; in the valley
below gray rock, boulders, green meadows, fir trees. It was cold and damp; water poured over the rocks and
streamed across the road. The branches of the fir trees drooped heavily in the damp air. Gray clouds drifted across
the sky, packed densely together—and then down came the mist and swept thick and damp over the mountain
shrubs, lazily, clumsily.
He walked on without caring, he didn’t notice whether the road was rising or descending. He didn’t feel tired
at all, only sometimes he felt irritated because he couldn’t walk on his hands.
At first he felt oppressed as the rocks divided before him, the gray trees shivered in the valley and the mist
closed over the mountain slopes and then broke to reveal their gigantic contours; all this weighed down on him,
he was searching for something, as for lost dreams, but he found nothing. Everything seemed so small and close
and damp; he would have liked to put the world on the stove to dry. He could not understand why it should take
him so long to descend a slope, to reach a distant point; he felt as if he ought to be there in a couple of strides.
But sometimes the wind hurled the clouds into the valleys and they streamed across the trees; voices spoke on
the hills, sometimes echoing like thunder, sometimes breaking out uncontrollably as if in a triumphant chorus to
the Universe. The clouds sprang upon him like a neighing horse. Sunlight flashed through them and struck its
gleaming sword across the snow-fields so that a shining, blinding light struck into the valley and across the plains;
or sometimes the storm drove the clouds downward; they opened to reveal a pale blue lake and the wind echoed
and came humming upward like a cradle song, a chime of bells, out of the abyss far below and from the tops of
the fir trees. A faint crimson streaked the profound blue of the sky and little clouds crossed it on silver wings, and
all the mountain peaks, strong and clear, glittered and gleamed across the landscape.
And then something tore at his breast, he stood coughing, his body bent forward, eyes and mouth wide open;
he wanted to make the storm a part of himself; he stretched himself out as if he might cover the whole earth; he
burrowed into the Universe. It was an ecstasy that was also pain. Or sometimes he halted and lay down with his
head in the moss and half closed his eyes, and then everything went far away from him, the earth disappeared
beneath him, it became small as a wandering star and dipped into the rushing torrent whose clear waters flowed
beneath him.
But these were only moments; then he rose, sensible, strong and calm, as if a shadow play had passed before
him. But now it was all over.
Toward evening he reached the summit, the snow field; from here the road turned down again to the plain in
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the west. There on the heights he sat down. The evening had grown quieter; the clouds stood firm, unmoving in
the sky and as far as the eye could see the mountain peaks stretched away into the distance, the broad slopes
falling away from them. Everything was so still, so gray, so mysterious. He felt terribly lonely; he was alone,
utterly alone. He wanted to talk to himself but he could not, he scarcely dared to breathe, the bones of his feet
cracked like thunder on the road; he had to rest.
It became darker; earth and sky melted into one another. It seemed as if something were following him, as if
something must soon overtake him, something he could not endure, as if madness were hunting him on
horseback.
Finally he heard voices, saw lights. He felt better. They told him Waldbach was still half an hour away. He
went through the village. Lights shone in the windows. He looked in as he passed by; children seated at the table,
old women, girls, calm serene faces. It seemed as if it were from them that the light came. His spirits rose; soon
he would be in Waldbach, in the pastor’s house.
They sat around the table, he was with them. His blond hair hung down around his pale face; his eyes blinked,
his mouth twitched, his clothes were torn.
*
Oberlin greeted him; he thought he was a workman.
“I do not know who you are, but you are welcome here.”
“I am a friend of Kaufmann’s.\fn{ A note reads: Christoph Kaufmann (1753-1795) lived at Winterthur, Switzerland, where Lenz
stayed with him for some months. He was the writer of abstruse tracts for the betterment of mankind and a protégé of Lavater’s. He had
made the acquaintance of Lenz at Weimar in 1776 and visited Lenz’s relatives in Livonia during a tour of Europe in the following year.
[Livonia is a small area of land now divided between Estonia and Latvia] } He sends you his greetings.”

“What is your name please?”
“Lenz.”
“Oh! Oh! Haven’t I seen it in print? Haven’t I read a play by someone of that name?”
“Yes, but please don’t judge me by that.”
They continued to talk. He struggled for words, spoke rapidly yet in agony; after a little while he became
calmer, in the homely room with the quiet faces looking out from the shadows; the bright face of a child, which
seemed all light, and looked so eagerly and trustingly, and her mother who sat in the shadow like an angel. He
began to tell them about his family. He drew sketches of costumes of all kinds. They crowded round him to see,
and soon he felt at home. How pale and childish his face, laughing now, how lively his chatter! He was at peace;
for him it was as if figures from the past, forgotten faces, reappeared out of the shadows. He was far, far away.
At length it was time for him to leave. Because the manse was too small, they took him over the road and gave
him a bare bones of huts, wooden timbers thatched with straw, dark and somber. Silent and gray, the people
greeted him quietly as they passed, as if they did not wish to disturb the peace of the valley.
Inside their huts, the people came to life. They pressed upon Oberlin. He gave them advice, admonished them,
comforted them. In each mans face was a look of trust. They prayed together. They told Oberlin their dreams,
premonitions; then he returned to practical matters again, the new road, hedging and ditching, a visit to the school.
Oberlin was tireless, and Lenz was his constant companion, sometimes talking, sometimes helping in the work,
sometimes lost in nature. The life was good for him, it calmed his spirits. Often he looked into Oberlin’s eyes, and
in them, and in the noble, serious face, he seemed to come close to the immense peace which meets us in the
tranquility of nature, in the depths of the forest, in the melting moonlight nights of summer. Lenz was shy, but he
talked, expressed his opinions. Oberlin enjoyed these conversations, and Lenzs charming childish looks were a
great joy to him.
But only so long as there was light in the valley were things bearable to Lenz; as evening drew on a strange
anxiety overcame him. He would have liked to follow the sun. As the shadows fell darker and darker, everything
became so dreamlike, so alien, that he felt afraid, like a child in the dark; he felt as if he were blind. And then his
fear increased, the mountain of madness sprang up at his feet; the despairing idea that everything was a dream
opened out before him. He clung to the solidity of objects. Figures swept suddenly by him. He pressed toward
them, but they were shadows; life receded from him, numbness crept into his limbs. He talked, sang, recited
passages from Shakespeare, grasped at anything that might make his blood run faster; he tried everything, but in
vain—he was cold! Cold! But he had to be in the open air; when his eyes had adjusted themselves to the darkness,
the faint radiance dispersed in the night was a comfort to him. He rushed into the streams; the harsh touch of their
waters made him feel better. Also he secretly hoped that they might make him ill; when he bathed now he did so
without attracting attention.
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But the more he adapted himself to the life around him, the calmer he became. He helped Oberlin, read the
Bible. Old, lost hopes came alive again. The New Testament especially appealed to his new feelings. One morning
he went out. According to Oberlin, once an irresistible hand had taken hold of him on the bridge, on the heights a
dazzling light had blinded his eyes; he had heard a voice and spoken with it in the night, and God had so
completely entered into him that like a child he had taken his fate in his hands and decided what he ought to do.
And this faith, this eternal Heaven on earth, this living in God, for the first time brought the Holy Scriptures home
to Lenz. How close to nature these people lived, their lives a holy mystery; but not arrogantly or presumptuously,
but like children.
In the morning he went out. Snow had fallen during the night; bright sunshine lay in the valley but in the
distance the landscape was hidden in mist. Soon he left the path and climbed a gentle slope alongside a pine
wood; there was no trace of footprints any more. Crystals shone in the sunlight, the snow was light and dry. Here
and there was the spoor of wild animals returning to the mountains. No movement in the air except a soft sighing,
or the rustle of a bird shaking the snow flakes from its feathers. Complete stillness, and in the distance the trees
raising their waving white branches into the deep blue sky. After a time he became accustomed to his
surroundings. The repetitive, overpowering expanses and contours of the mountains, which sometimes seemed to
speak to him in a terrible voice, were hidden. A warm feeling, as of Christmas, crept over him; sometimes it
seemed to him that his mother would appear, larger than life, from behind a tree, and tell him that all this was her
gift to him. As he descended he saw that an arch of sunbeams lay across his shadow; he felt as if something had
touched him on the forehead, as if life were speaking to him.
He arrived home. Oberlin was in his room; Lenz came gladly to him and said that one day he would like to
preach.
“Have you studied theology?”
“Yes.”
“Excellent; then next Sunday.”
Lenz went happily to his room. He meditated on a text for his sermon, was lost in thought, and his nights were
quiet. On Sunday a thaw had come. Clouds floating overhead, blue spaces between them. The church was near by,
on a spur of the hill, surrounded by the churchyard. Lenz stood watching while the church bells rang, and the
congregation came from all directions along the narrow path winding between the rocks; the women and children
were in somber black dresses and carried a white folded handkerchief and a sprig of rosemary pressed against
their hymnbooks. Sunshine fell across the valley. The mild air stirred lazily, and the countryside was drenched in
perfume. In the distance there was the sound of bells; it seemed as if everything had dissolved into a wave of
harmony.
The snow had gone from the little churchyard; there were dark mosses under the black headstones. Late roses
bloomed in the churchyard wall, and late flowers sprang up from under the moss; there were moments of
sunshine, then of shadow. The service began; the voices of the congregation united in a bright pure sound. It was
like looking into a clear transparent mountain stream. The hymn died away—Lenz preached. He was nervous.
During the hymn his sense of numbness had completely disappeared. The sense of suffering had come to life and
taken possession of his heart. He spoke to them in simple words; they were his fellow sufferers and it was a
comfort to him if be could bring rest to eyes tired with weeping and peace to troubled hearts, if he could guide
toward Heaven these lives weighed down by material cares and dumb sorrow. When he concluded, he felt
stronger; then the voices sang another hymn:
Wash me wholly in the waters
Of the sacred springs of pain;
Suffering be all my worship,
Suffering be all my gain.

The music, the suffering, pressed upon him, shattered him. The universe was a gaping wound; he felt its deep,
indescribable pain. Then it seemed as if a different sphere of existence suddenly opened; a divine tortured mouth
bent down to his and touched his lips.
He went away to his solitary room. He was alone, so alone! And then the springs of feeling burst out, tears
streamed from his eyes, his limbs moved convulsively, he felt as if he would dissolve, that there could be no end
to this ecstasy. In the end it passed; he felt a deep, tender sense of pity for himself, he wept over himself, and then
at last he fell asleep. The full moon rose in the sky; his hair fell forward over his temples and his face, tears
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trembled on his eyelashes and dried upon his cheeks. He lay there alone. Everything was peaceful and calm and
cold, and the moon shone all through the night and stood over the mountains.
The next morning he came down and told Oberlin quietly that in the night his mother had appeared to him. She
had stepped out of the dark churchyard wall and had one white rose and one red rose in her bosom; then she had
sunk to the ground in a corner, and the roses had grown slowly over her; he said that she was certainly dead. He
said it quite calmly. Oberlin said that when his own father had died, he had been alone in a field and had heard a
voice speaking to him and so he knew that his father was dead; and when he returned home, so it was.
They continued their conversation; Oberlin told him about the people in the mountains, about girls who could
divine water and metals under the ground, about men who were attacked on the mountain peaks and wrestled with
spirits. He said also that once on the mountains he had been thrown into a kind of trance as a result of staring into
a deep, clear mountain pool. Lenz said that the spirit of the pool had entered into him and had revealed to him
something of its own unique, individual existence.
He continued. He said that the purest, simplest natures were in close touch with the elemental; the more
sophisticated men’s feelings and ideas became, the more this natural sympathy became blunted. He did not place
it high in the scale of existence; it lacked self-sufficiency, and yet he felt that it must give a sense of endless bliss
to be in contact with the individual life of every natural form, to have a soul which shared the existence of stones,
metals, water, plants, to make every natural element a part of oneself as in a dream, like flowers which breathe in
the air with the waxing and waning of the moon.
He pursued the subject further. He said that every form of life had its own inexpressible harmony, a unique
note, a particular state of blessedness. The higher forms of life had more organs of perception, of expression, of
understanding, and therefore they had deeper roots in reality. In the lower forms everything was more primitive
and more undeveloped but therefore they enjoyed a greater measure of tranquility.
He went on but Oberlin broke off the conversation. It went beyond the limits of his simple ideas. At another
time he showed Lenz tables of colors and explained that each color corresponded to a particular type of human
life. He showed him the Twelve Apostles and explained that each of them had his own particular color. Lenz was
interested, developed these ideas further, suffered from distressing dreams and like Lung Stilling took to studying
the Apocalypse and read deeply in the Bible.
*
At this time Kaufman came to the Steintal with his wife. At first Lenz was distressed by meeting him; he had
worked so hard to make a little place of his own, his tiny measure of peace was so precious to him—and now here
was someone who reminded him of so many things, who had to be talked to and argued with, and who knew all
the circumstances of Lenz’s life. Oberlin knew nothing about Lenz; he had taken him in, succored him. Lenz
regarded it as a gift from God, sent to comfort him in his misery. He loved Oberlin deeply. And it was right that he
should remain where he was; he belonged to these people, as if he had lived there for years, and no one inquired
where he came from or where he might go.
At dinner Lenz had recovered his spirits. They discussed literature and he was in his element. Idealism was
then in fashion and Kaufmann was a convert to it. Lenz attacked it violently. He said that even those poets who
claimed to represent reality had very little idea what it was really like, but at least they were preferable to those
who pretended to explain it. God the Father certainly made the world as it should be and we were not likely to
patch up something better; our only aim should be to copy Him a little.
“What I demand of any work of art is life, the possibility that it might really exist, and that is all that matters; it
isn’t for us to ask whether it’s ugly or beautiful. The sense of life in any work is more important than either of
these, and it is the only possible criterion of art. But we very seldom find it; in Shakespeare, in folk songs
absolutely, in Göethe sometimes. All the rest we can throw on the fire. Such people couldn’t even create a dog’s
kennel. They pretend to create ideal types but all the works of theirs I’ve seen are more like wooden dummies.
“Idealism is the greatest possible insult to human nature; idealists ought to try it for themselves one day,
surrender themselves to even the most limited form of life and try to reproduce its movements, its implications, its
subtle, hardly noticeable play of expression. It’s something which I have tried myself to do in my plays, in The
Tutor and The Soldiers. My characters are the most ordinary creatures in the world, but the organs of feeling are
the same in nearly all men. It’s only a question of how thick a crust they have to penetrate. One has to have an eye
and an ear for such things.
“Yesterday when I was walking in the valley I saw two girls sitting on a rock. One was doing up her hair, the
other was helping her. The golden hair was hanging down; she had a pale serious face, very young, and a black
dress, and the other was so anxious to help her. The finest, most intimate pictures of the German Primitives can
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hardly give one an idea of such a scene as that. Sometimes one wishes one had a Medusa’s head, so as to turn a
scene like that to stone, and then call everyone to come and look at it. Then the two girls stood up. The scene was
destroyed, but as they walked down between the rocks, they suddenly composed another picture. The finest
paintings, the richest harmonies, first compose a group and then dissolve it.
“Only one thing matters; an inexhaustible beauty which passes from one form into another, eternally
transformed, yet always the same. We certainly can’t transfix it forever and put it in a museum and reduce it to a
catalogue and then summon old and young to look at it, and lecture to graybeards and babies about it and let them
go into ecstasies over it. One has to love all mankind to penetrate the existence of even a single human being; no
one must be too mean or too ugly for one. Only then can one understand them. The most ordinary face makes a
deeper impression than the mere sensation of beauty. Without copying a single detail from the outside world, it’s
quite easy to invent ideal types for oneself in which there isn’t a spark of life, neither bone nor muscle nor
throbbing pulse of the blood.”
Kaufmann objected that in the real world one could never find a type corresponding to the Apollo Belvedere or
a Raphael Madonna.
“What does that matter?” said Lenz. “I must confess that standing before them I feel completely dead. If I
make the effort, I can arouse some feeling about them, but it’s I who have to do all the work. My favorite poets or
painters are those who can represent Nature as she is, so that their work really inspires some feeling in me.
Anything else only distresses me. I prefer the Dutch painters to the Italians; indeed they are the only ones I can
understand.
“I know of only two pictures, both of them Dutch, which make the same kind of impression on me as I get
from the New Testament. One is of Christ and the young man at Emmaus. I don’t know who it’s by. When one
reads in the New Testament that the young man went away, the whole of Nature lies in those few words. It’s a
gloomy, overcast evening. There’s a dull crimson gleam on the horizon and on the road it’s almost dark. They see
a stranger coming toward them. They walk. He breaks bread with them, and then they recognize him in his simple
human form, and the divine suffering of his face becomes plain to them. They are afraid because night has fallen
and they are face to face with a mystery. But it’s not the horror of seeing a ghost; it’s as if in the twilight one had
met someone now dead whom one had loved, and yet he was just as he had always been. That is just how it is in
the picture, with its monotonous brown tone and the melancholy peaceful evening.
“And then take another picture; a woman sits in her room, a prayer-book in her hand. Everything has been
made ready for Sunday, sand strewn on the floor. It is homely, clean and warm. The woman has not been able to
go to church but she is following the service by herself. The window is open. She sits facing it, and we feel as if
we can hear the chimes of the village bells coming through the window over the flat wide landscape, and the
singing of the congregation echoing from the church. The woman reads the lesson in her prayer-book.”
Lenz continued to talk in this way; they listened to him. Others came and joined them. He was flushed with
talking, sometimes he smiled, sometimes he gravely shook his blond hair. He had lost all self-consciousness.
After the meal Kaufmann took him aside. He had received a letter from Lenz’s father, who said that his son
ought to return home and be a support to him. Kaufmann said that Lenz was wasting his life in Steintal, uselessly
throwing it away, he ought to make up his mind what he was going to do, and so on. Lenz said,
“Leave here? Leave? Go home? To go mad there? You know, I cannot bear to live anywhere except here, in
this district. If I couldn’t sometimes go up to the mountains and look over the countryside and then return here to
this house and walk in the garden and look out of the window—I tell you I should go mad! Mad! Leave me in
peace! Just a little peace, now that I’m feeling better! Go away from here? Go away? I don’t understand. Those
two words make nonsense of the whole world for me. Everyone makes his own demands on life; but if one can
rest, what more can one possibly need? To be always striving, always struggling, throwing away until the end of
time what the moment has to offer one, always denying oneself in the hunt after pleasure! Dying of thirst, when
clear streams flow at one’s feet! At present, my life is endurable. I shall remain here. Why? Why? Just because I
feel well here. What does my father want? Can he give me more than I have here? Impossible! Leave me in
peace.”
He became violent. Kaufmann left him. Lenz was overcome by depression.
*
The next day Kaufmann wished to leave. He persuaded Oberlin to join him on a visit to Switzerland. Oberlin
yielded because he wished to see Lavater, with whom he had corresponded for a long time. He agreed to go, but
they had to wait for another day while he prepared for the journey. Lenz was struck to the heart.. His endless
torment made him cling desperately to everything around him. Sometimes he felt profoundly that his attempts to
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cure himself added to his torment. He treated himself like a sick child. There were certain thoughts, overpowering
emotions, which he could only surmount by terrible effort, and even then they only returned to press upon him
again with irresistible force. He found his salvation in one image which was always before his eyes, and in
Oberlin, whose words and face were wonderfully good for him. So the idea of Oberlin’s departure made Lenz feel
afraid.
It made him feel uneasy that he would be left alone in the house. The weather had grown mild. He decided to
accompany Oberlin into the mountains. They parted on the far side, where the valley dropped down into the plain.
He walked back alone; on his journey he left the direct route across the mountains. Their broad flanks ran down
into the valleys. There were few trees, only the mighty contours of the mountains and beyond them the broad,
smoking plain. In the air a great sighing. No sign of human life, except now and then, clinging to the steep slopes,
an empty hut where the shepherds spent the summer. He was at peace, almost in a dream; everything melted into a
single line between heaven and earth, like a wave rising and falling. He felt as if he were floating on a boundless
ocean that gently rose and fell. Then he went on his way, slowly, in a trance, following no path.
Darkness had fallen when he arrived at an inhabited hut on the farther slope beyond the Steintal. The door was
closed. He looked in at the window, from which came a beam of light. A lamp illuminated only one point of the
room; its light fell on the pale face of a girl who lay with half-closed eyes, her lips moving softly. In the shadows
sat an old woman who was singing from a hymnbook in a harsh voice. When he had knocked several times, she
opened the door. She was half-deaf. She gave Lenz something to eat and showed him a place to sleep, in the
meantime continuing to sing. The girl had not moved. After a short time a man entered. He was tall and thin, with
the remnants of gray hair and a restless confused expression. He approached the girl; her limbs twitched and she
became agitated. He took some dried herbs from the wall and laid a leaf in her hand, and she became calmer and
murmured intelligible words in a slow, clear, distinct voice. The man told Lenz he had heard a voice on the
mountains and seen sheet lightning break over the valley. Something had attacked him, and he had wrestled with
it like Jacob with the angel. Then he threw himself on his knees and prayed softly with great passion, while the
girl sang in a slow, long, drawn-out voice that gently faded away. Finally the man went to bed.
Lenz slept, dreaming, and in his sleep he heard the ticking of the clock. The soughing of the wind, sometimes
near by, sometimes far away, could be heard through the low singing of the girl and the voices of the old people;
the moon threw a shifting light into the room as the clouds passed across its brightness. Sometimes the sounds
became quieter. The girl spoke clearly and distinctly. She said that on the rocks across the valley there was a
church. Lenz raised his head. The girl was sitting upright at the table, her eyes wide open. The gentle moonlight
fell on her face, which seemed to give out an unearthly light. Then the old woman croaked at her, and as the
moonlight came and went, Lenz finally fell fast asleep amid the changing sounds and voices.
It was early when he woke up. The others were all asleep in the half light of the room. The girl slept quietly.
She lay with her hands together under her left cheek. The unearthly look had left her face and now it had an
expression of indescribable suffering. Lenz went to the window and opened it. The cold morning air struck him in
the face. The hut lay at the head of a deep narrow valley which opened out toward the east. Crimson beams cut
across the gray morning sky into the waking valley which was clothed in white mist. The light flashed on the gray
stones and struck into the window of the hut. The man awoke. His eyes rested on an illuminated picture on the
wall, fixed their gaze on it firmly and rigidly. His lips began to move and he prayed, at first softly and then louder
and louder. In the meanwhile other men came into the hut and in silence lay down on the floor. The girl twitched
convulsively; the old woman croaked her song and gossiped with the neighbors. They told Lenz that the man had
come into the district a long time ago, from no one knew where. He had the reputation of being a saint. He could
see the water under the earth, could conjure up spirits, and people came on pilgrimage to him. Lenz also learnt
that he was a long way from the Steintal; he left with a party of woodcutters who were going in that direction. It
did him good to have company. He had felt uneasy in the presence of that powerful man who at times seemed to
speak in a terrible voice. Also he felt afraid of himself when he was alone.
He reached home. The past night had made a deep impression on him. The world seemed bright to him, yet he
felt within himself an impulse and a turmoil which drove him with irresistible force toward an abyss. And now he
became wholly absorbed in himself; he ate little, and spent half the night in prayer or in feverish dreams. First
there came the sense of an overpowering pressure, and then collapse and exhaustion; he lay in scalding tears.
Then suddenly his strength came back to him and when he arose he was cold and completely detached; his tears
felt like ice, he couldn’t help laughing at himself. The greater the heights he climbed, the deeper he fell.
Everything seemed to rush together at once. He was agitated by memories of his previous life, which threw
sudden shafts of light into the wild chaos of his mind.
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By day he usually sat below in Oberlin’s room. Madame Oberlin came in and out; he drew, painted, read,
grasped at any distraction, hurried from one thing to another. Now he attached himself particularly to Madame
Oberlin, sitting there with him in the room, her black hymnbook in her hand, beside one of her indoor plants, the
youngest child between her knees. He also spent much of his time with the children.
One day he was sitting there when fear suddenly came upon him; he sprang to his feet, walked to and fro. The
door was ajar, and he heard the maid singing outside. At first he could not catch the words, and then he heard
them:
In this world I have no joy,
I have my love, and he has gone.

The words struck him like a blow; he nearly fainted. Madame Oberlin watched him. He made a violent effort;
unable to remain silent longer, he spoke to her.
“Dearest Madame Oberlin, can you tell me what has happened to the lady whose fate hangs upon my heart like
lead?”
“But, Herr Lenz, I know nothing about her.”
He fell silent again, and walked rapidly up and down. Then he began again: .
“Look, I must leave here. Oh God! You are the only people in the world with whom life is bearable for me, and
yet—yet I must go, to her—but I cannot, I may not.” He was violently distressed and left the room.
In the evening he returned. It was dark in the room where he sat beside Madame Oberlin.
“Look,” he began again, “when she simply walked across the room, singing, half to herself, so that her every
step was music, she was filled with a kind of happiness which overflowed into me. I was always at peace when I
looked at her or she stretched out her hand to me and—oh God, oh God—I have not been at peace for so long.
She was a child; it was as if the world were too big for her and she shrank into herself. She always found the
smallest corner in the whole house and there she sat, as if all her joy were concentrated into that one spot, and so
it was for me too. I could have played like a child. And now everything has become so narrow, so narrow! Look,
sometimes I feel as if my hands touched the sky. Oh, I suffocate! Sometimes it’s as if I felt a physical pain here in
my left side, in my arm, the one I sometimes put around her. And yet I can no longer picture what she looked like;
her image escapes me, and that tortures me. Only occasionally do I see her quite clearly, and only then do I feel
well again.”
Later he often talked to Madame Oberlin about the girl, but usually in disconnected phrases; she hardly knew
how to answer him, and yet she was good for him. In the meanwhile, his religious torment continued. The more
he felt cold and empty and dead within, the harder he struggled to create some internal warmth. He remembered
the times when he could hardly contain his feelings, and the pressure of his emotions exhausted him. Yet now he
was so dead! He despaired of himself, and then he fell on his knees, wrung his hands, called forth all his feelings
—but they were all dead, dead. He besought God to give him a sign, lost himself in self-examination, fasted, lay
on the ground in a trance.
On the third of February he heard that a child called Friederike had died at Fouday. He became obsessed by the
thought of it. On the fourth of February he suddenly entered the room while Madame Oberlin was there; he had
smeared his face with ashes and he asked her for an old sack. She was frightened, but gave him what he asked for.
He clothed himself in the sack, like a penitent, and took the road to Fouday. The people in the valley had grown
accustomed to him; they told strange stories about him. He went to the house where the dead child lay. The people
of the house were going about their ordinary business; they showed him into the room. The child lay on the table,
in its nightshirt, on a bed of straw.
Lenz trembled as he touched the icy limbs and looked at the half-closed glassy eyes. The child seemed so
forsaken, and he was himself so alone, so lonely. He flung himself upon the corpse. Death frightened him; a
violent anguish seized upon him. That these features, this peaceful face, should be food for worms! He fell to his
knees and prayed in all the agony of despair that God should give him a sign, weak and miserable as he was, and
bring this child to life. He became utterly self-absorbed and concentrated all his will on this one single point. He
sat motionless for a long time. Then he rose, took the child's hands in his and said, in a loud, clear voice,
“Stand up and walk.”
But his words echoed dully back to him from the walls, as if in mockery, and the child remained lifeless. He
fell to the floor, almost out of his mind; despair drove him to his feet again and out of the house toward the
mountains.
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Clouds raced rapidly across the moon; at moments everything was in darkness, then the moon suddenly
illuminated the half-hidden landscape. He ran wildly, aimlessly; in his breast Hell sang a paean of triumph. The
wind howled like a chorus of Titans. He felt as if he could raise a giant’s fist to the skies and hurl God down and
drag him through the clouds, as if he could grind the world between his teeth and spit it out into its Creator’s face.
He swore, he blasphemed. He reached the summit of the mountain where the uncertain light fell on the white
masses of rock beneath him and the sky was a blue eye from which the silly moon stared fixedly.
Lenz could not help laughing out loud. And with his laughter atheism took hold of him, firmly and calmly and
certainly. He could not understand why he had been so distressed, and he was frozen with cold. Then he thought
that he would like to go to bed. Cold and untroubled, he walked through the unfriendly darkness. Everything felt
hollow and empty to him; he broke into a run and went to his bed.
When he awoke, he was overcome by intense horror at his spiritual condition on the previous day. Now he felt
that he stood on the edge of an abyss, and he took an insane delight in gazing into it again and again and in
reproducing his torment. As he did so his terror increased; he had come face to face with a sin against the Holy
Ghost.
*
Oberlin returned from Switzerland a few days later, sooner than he was expected. It took Lenz by surprise. But
he was pleased when Oberlin gave him news of his friends in Alsace.\fn{ In these days, a province in north-eastern France,
bordering Germany} As he talked, Oberlin moved about the room, unpacked, put his clothes away. He talked about
Pfeffer, and praised the pleasures of a country pastor’s life. Then he advised Lenz to follow his father’s wishes, to
accept the conditions of his calling and to return home. He said, “Honor your father and your mother,” and so
forth. The conversation distressed Lenz profoundly; he sighed deeply, tears came into his eyes, and he spoke
incoherently.
“Oh! but I cannot bear it. Do you mean to cast me off? You are the only way to God. As for me, all is over. I
have sinned, I am damned for all eternity, I am the Wandering Jew.”
Oberlin said that it was for this that Jesus had died; Lenz should turn ardently to Him and he would share in
God’s grace. Lenz looked up, wrung his hands.
“No, no, divine compassion …”
Then suddenly he asked, quite naturally, what news there was of the lady. Oberlin said he knew nothing about
her, but that he wanted to help Lenz and give him any advice he could, only Lenz must tell him everything: the
time, and the place and the name of the lady concerned. Lenz only answered in broken phrases:
“Oh! is she dead? Is she still alive? The angel! She loved me—I loved her, as she deserved—the angel!
Damnable jealousy! I sacrificed her—she loved someone else—I loved her, she deserved it—dear mother, she
loved me too— I murdered her.”
Oberlin replied that perhaps all these persons were still living, perhaps happily; but however things might be, if
Lenz turned to God, then God could and would reply to his tears and prayers by showing so much goodness to
these people that any harm he might have done them would be far outweighed by the benefits they would receive
through him. After a while Lenz became calmer and went off to his painting.
In the afternoon he returned. On his left shoulder he carried a piece of fur and in his hand a bundle of birch
rods, which Oberlin had brought back with him, together with a letter for Lenz. He gave Oberlin the birch rods
and asked him to beat him with them. Oberlin took the rods from him, kissed him on the mouth, and said these
were the only stripes he had to lay on him. He said that Lenz should be calm, .and settle his affairs alone with
God, that all the stripes in the world could not make up for a single sin. Only Jesus could take care of sin, and
Lenz ought to confide himself to Him. Lenz went away.
At supper he was as usual dejected. Yet he talked of many things, hurriedly and nervously. At midnight Oberlin
was awakened by a noise. Lenz ran through the courtyard and in a harsh, hollow voice shouted the name
Friederike, rapidly, incoherently, in despair. He rushed into the basin; of the fountain, splashed about in it, came
out and went up to his room, then came down again and into the fountain, and so on several times. Then at last he
became quiet. The maid who slept in the nursery beneath his room said that she often heard a kind of whining
noise which she could only compare with the skirl of a bagpipe but that night especially she had heard it. Perhaps
it was the sound of him moaning, in a hollow, despairing, terrible voice.
The next day Lenz did not leave his room for a long time. Finally Oberlin went up to him. He lay quiet and
motionless on his bed. Oberlin had to question him repeatedly before he answered. Finally Lenz said,
“Oh yes, your Holiness; do you understand, it’s the boredom, the boredom! Oh, it’s so boring! I don’t know
what else I can say; but I have drawn all kinds of pictures for you on the wall.”
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Oberlin said that Lenz should turn to God. He laughed and said,
“Yes, I would, if I were as lucky as you and could find it such a pleasant distraction. It would be quite easy to
spend one’s time that way, simply out of idleness. Most people only pray because they’re bored, others fall in love
out of boredom, and some are virtuous and some are vicious, all for the same reason. As for me, I am nothing, I
can’t even kill myself. It’s too boring.”
God! In your blinding waves of light;
In your noonday burning bright;
My weary eyes are scorched with pain;
Will nightfall never come again?

It distressed Oberlin to see him this way, and he turned to go. Lenz sprang after him and said, with an uncanny
look in his eye,
“Look, I have an idea: if I could only decide whether I’m awake or dreaming; it’s very important, we must
look into it.” Then he sprang back into bed.
In the afternoon Oberlin had a visit to make in the neighborhood; his wife had already gone out. When he was
about to leave, there was a knock on his door and Lenz entered, his body bent forward, his face and some of his
clothes smeared with ashes, holding his left arm in his right hand. He asked Oberlin to pull his arm into place. He
had fallen from the window and dislocated it, but no one had seen him and he didn’t wish anyone to know.
Oberlin was greatly alarmed, but said nothing, and did as he was asked. At the same time he wrote to the
schoolmaster at Bellefosse, asking him to come and telling him what to do. Then he rode away.
The schoolmaster arrived. Lenz had often met him and was fond of him. He pretended that he had come to
visit Oberlin and then wished to go away. Lenz asked him to stay and they remained together. Then Lenz
suggested a walk to Fouday. He visited the grave of the child he had tried to bring to life, knelt down before
various pictures, kissed the earth on the grave and seemed to pray, but in great confusion of mind. He tore
something off the wreath lying on the grave as a memento, went back to Waldbach and then returned again. The
schoolmaster went with him.
At times Lenz walked slowly and complained of great weakness in his limbs; at others, with the speed of
despair. The countryside frightened him. He felt so confined that he was constantly afraid of bumping into things.
An indescribable feeling of distress overcame him.
By now his companion had become irksome to him. Perhaps Lenz realized what he was really there for, and he
tried by various subterfuges to get rid of him. The schoolmaster pretended to give in, but secretly found means of
informing his brother of Lenz’s dangerous condition, so that Lenz found himself with two keepers instead of one.
He led them all, round the country and finally turned back to Waldbach; when they were near the village he
suddenly turned again like lightning and bolted like a stag back to Fouday. The two men followed him.
In Fouday they met two tradesmen who said that a stranger was tied up in one of the houses in the village and
that he gave himself out to be a murderer, though he quite obviously was not one. They ran to the house and found
it was as they had said. A young man, frightened by Lenz, had tied him up at his own urgent demand. They
unbound him and brought him safely back to Waldbach.
In the meantime Oberlin and his wife had returned. Lenz stared around him wildly. When he saw that he was
welcomed with love and friendship, however, his spirits recovered. He thanked his two companions sweetly and
affectionately, and in the evening took a quiet walk.
Oberlin pressed him insistently not to bathe any more and to lie quietly in bed at night, and if he could not
sleep, to confide himself to God. He promised to do so and that night kept his promise; the maid heard him
praying almost throughout the night. In the morning he came to Oberlin’s room looking pleased. When they had
discussed various matters, he said very affectionately,
“Dearest Pastor, the lady of whom I spoke to you is dead—yes, dead—the angel.”
“How do you know?”
“From hieroglyphs, from hieroglyphs.”
After that he would say no more. He sat down and wrote a few letters, and gave them to Oberlin, asking him to
add a few lines to them.
In the meanwhile his condition had become increasingly desperate; all the peace of mind he had gained from
Oberlin’s presence and the quietness of the valley had been lost. The world, which once he had hoped to serve,
was split by a great abyss. He had neither love, nor hate, nor hope—only a terrible void within him, and a
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torturing anxiety to find the means of filling it. Otherwise he felt nothing. Whatever he did, he did automatically,
driven by some instinct. When he was alone, he was so unbearably lonely that he constantly talked aloud to
himself, shouted, and was then frightened by the alien voice which spoke to him. In conversation he repeatedly
stammered, and had a strange fear that he would forget the end of his sentence. It seemed to him that he must hold
on to the last word he had spoken and must at all costs go on speaking, but his intense effort to do so only
emphasized how distracted he was.
He distressed his kind friends deeply when sometimes, sitting among them and talking quite naturally, he
suddenly began to stammer and an indescribable look of fear came into his face. He would seize the nearest
person convulsively by the arm and only gradually come to his senses again. If he was alone, or reading, it was
still worse. His whole mind became occupied exclusively by one single idea. If he thought of some other person,
or imagined him to himself, it seemed to him that he had become that person; he fell into hopeless confusion, and
had an irresistible impulse to make a mockery of everything around him, whether natural object or human being,
Oberlin alone excepted.
Everything was cold, dreamlike. He amused himself by standing the houses on their heads, by dressing and
undressing people in his mind, by imagining the most insane practical jokes. Sometimes the impulse to carry out
what he had imagined was almost irresistible, and at such moments he made the most grotesque grimaces.
One day he was sitting beside Oberlin; the cat was lying on a chair opposite them. Suddenly Lenz’s eye
became fixed, he concentrated his gaze unwaveringly on the cat, then moved slowly out of his chair. The cat
moved also; it seemed bewildered by Lenz’s gaze, petrified with fear. Its fur bristled with terror. Lenz showed the
same fear; his face was horribly contorted. Then as if in despair the two flung themselves upon each other—and
then Madame Oberlin rose and separated them. Afterward Lenz was deeply ashamed of himself.
His night terrors rose to a fearful intensity. Only rarely could he sleep, and then only after he had sought means
to fill the fearful void within him. He fell into a terrible condition which was halfway between sleeping and
waking, in which he found himself face to face with something that was horrible, fearful. Madness seized upon
him; with terrible shrieks, bathed in sweat, he leaped to his feet and only gradually came to his senses. In order to
keep his self-control, he had to occupy himself with the most trivial matters. But in fact, it was not he who
performed them; it was only his powerful instinct of self-preservation. He seemed to have two selves and one
called out and struggled to save the other. When his terrors were at their greatest, he talked to himself and recited
poetry, until at last he came to his senses.
He now had these attacks by day also, and then they were much worse, because until now daylight had
protected him against them. It seemed to him that he was the only person who existed in the world, as if the world
only existed in his imagination, as if there was nothing at all except himself; he was damned to all eternity, he was
Satan himself, with all his infernal thoughts. As if in a flash, he reviewed the whole of his life and then said, “It all
follows, it all follows,” and if someone else spoke he said, “No, that doesn’t follow, that doesn’t follow.” It was
the abyss of incurable madness that would last until the end of time.
But the instinct of self-preservation drew him out of his room. He flung himself into Oberlin’s arms, clung to
him as if he wished to become a part of him. Oberlin was the only person who had any existence for him, through
whom life might be given reality again. At such moments Oberlin would gradually bring him to himself, and Lenz
would fall on his knees before Oberlin, holding his hands, his face bathed in icy sweat on Oberlin’s knees, his
whole body shuddering and trembling.
Oberlin begged everyone to show him inexhaustible pity. The family knelt down and prayed for this man of
sorrows, but the servants ran away from him and regarded him as possessed by devils. When he became calm
again, his misery was like a child’s; he sobbed, he felt a deep, deep sense of pity for himself. These were the
happiest moments he had. Oberlin talked to him about God. Lenz broke away from him, looked at him with an
expression of endless suffering, and finally said,
“As for me, if I were almighty, if I really were, you know, I could not tolerate all the suffering. I would save
people from it, save them.”
Oberlin said that this was blasphemy; Lenz hopelessly shook his head.
He now made several unsuccessful attempts at suicide, which were only half in earnest. They were the result,
not so much of the will to die—for death promised him neither rest nor peace—but of an effort, at moments of
terrible fear or of a dumb apathy which bordered on mindlessness, to cure himself by physical pain. The moments
in which his mind was filled by some insane fantasy were now the happiest he knew. At least they brought him
peace for a time, and his wild looks then were not as fearful as the terrible pressure of anxiety which thirsted for
salvation or the endless pain of his torments.
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On February 8th, he stayed in bed in the morning. Oberlin went up to him. He lay almost naked on the bed,
violently agitated. Oberlin tried to dress him, but he complained that everything was so heavy, so heavy! He did
not think that he could walk. Now at last he realized how terribly the air weighed down on him. Oberlin tried to
give him courage. But he remained in the same condition for most of the day, and would take no food.
In the evening Oberlin was summoned to a sick man at Bellefosse. The weather was mild, the moon was
shining. On his way back, Lenz met him. Lenz seemed perfectly rational and spoke quietly and affectionately to
Oberlin. He asked Lenz not to walk too far; Lenz promised that he would not. As he was leaving, he suddenly
turned round, came close to Oberlin and said,
“Look, Pastor, if I did not have to hear that any more, it would be a great help to me.”
“What do you mean, my good friend?”
“Can’t you hear it? Can’t you hear that terrible voice screaming on the horizon? The usual name for it is
silence. Since I came to this quiet valley, I hear it all the time. It stops me sleeping. Oh, Pastor, if only I could
sleep again.” Then shaking his head he went on his way.
Oberlin went back to Waldbach, and was about to send someone after Lenz, when he heard him going up the
stairs to his room. A moment later something crashed into the courtyard with such a fearful sound that Oberlin
could not believe it could have been caused by a human fall. The nursemaid came running in, deathly pale and
trembling. …
*
He sat in the carriage, with icy resignation, as they drove west along the valley. He was completely indifferent
to where he was being taken. Several times, when the carriage was in danger of overturning on the bad roads, he
sat without moving; he was utterly disinterested. In this state he remained as they took the road over the
mountains. In the evening they reached Rheintal.
Gradually they left the mountains behind, until in the sunset they reared up like a dark blue wave of crystal, the
crimson rays of evening playing on its warm flood. At the foot of the mountains, a blue mist gleamed across the
plains. It was dark as they approached Strasbourg. The moon was big and full; distant objects were obscured.
Only the mountains cut a sharp contour on the skyline. The earth was a golden goblet, bubbling with the golden
waves of moonlight.
Lenz stared quietly ahead. He felt no forebodings, no distress, but a dull anxiety began to weigh down on him
as objects were lost in the darkness. They stopped at the inn. There he several times tried to do violence to
himself, but he was too carefully watched.
The next day, in dull rainy weather, he entered Strasbourg. He seemed quite rational, talked to people, behaved
in every way as other men do. But within him there was a terrible void. He felt neither fear nor desire any more.
Life had become for him simply an unavoidable burden.
And so his life continued. …\fn{ This story, the only one known to have been written by Büchner, was left unfinished at his
death. It is based on factual evidence: a diary kept by Jean Frédéric Oberlin (1740-1826), a Franco-German clergyman and philanthropist,
in 1778; and a French biography of Oberlin himself. Both of these were published by friends of the author in 1831. The subject of this story
was one Jacob Michael Reinhold Lenz (1751-1792); he experienced his first attack of insanity in 1778, while in Kaufmann’s care.
Kaufmann sent him to Oberlin’s vicarage and later visited him there with Lisette Ziegler, his fiancée; and this is the time in which the story
itself is set. The ENC (vol. 13, p. 955) says that he died later in Moscow “in misery on May 24, 1792,” age 41 }

58.240 Excerpt from The Schillingshof: “The Twelve Apostles”\fn{by E. Marlitt aka Eugénie John (1825-1877)}
Arnstadt, Thuringia, Germany (F) 4
… In the confused storm of contradictory thoughts surging in her brain, only one stood out clearly before her,
and she clung to it as to an anchor. She must away from here—far away. It would be no use to go to another
neighboring town; she must no longer breathe German air, nor see a German sky above her head; the sea must lie
between him and her: she would go away, far, far away.
As though this thought lent her wings, and would no longer let her rest even here, she hastened out of the
room, and mechanically entered the cloisters. Her first glance convinced her that Werner had left the garden. She
ran restlessly up and down, all her thoughts fixed on the one idea:
How could she obtain money for her journey?
At length she sat down, wearied out, on the pedestal where for centuries the statue of the Virgin Mary had
stood. She closed her eyes and leaned against the wall, which breathed refreshing coolness on to her burning
limbs. Perfect stillness reigned in the little corner, which no breath of air ventured to disturb; even the shoots of
126

broom did not move, but, twined round the capitals, let their ends hang loosely freely in the air. Now and then
only, when the young girl started up, or changed her position suddenly, a slight noise was heard in the wall, and
each time the pedestal trembled.
Magdalen was at first too much absorbed in her thoughts to notice this curious sound; but once she struck
rather more violently against a projection in the lower part of the wall, and, immediately heard an ugly creaking,
and felt herself violently shaken on the pedestal. That frightened her. She jumped up, and ran a little way into the
garden. She soon returned. The sun was shining in with such a warm golden light; the swallows, whose nests were
built among the green on the columns of the cloisters, were flying in and out undisturbed, and twittering merrily;
and a child’s happy laugh was heard across the garden-wall. She felt ashamed of her fear, and began boldly to
examine into the matter.
Above the pedestal, next to a projecting stone, was a sort of handle, round and massy, such as are even now
sometimes found on locks of old doors. It had hitherto remained unnoticed, because it had been completely
hidden by the statue. Magdalen’s arm had struck against this handle. Suddenly, the legend of the twelve silver
apostles occurred to her, who had once belonged to the convent, and were said still to lie in a subterranean
passage. Of course report had not failed to place as guard before the entrance black mastiffs, with flashing eyes as
big as plates, while the entrance itself was supposed to vanish as soon as the unhallowed eye of a mortal beheld it.
But what if the solution of the mystery lay before her? What if it were reserved to her to raise that treasure, of
whose value and greatness the legend told such incredible wonders? What a satisfaction for her if she could
scornfully throw these masses of silver before the feet of the purse-proud townspeople, and, above all, before him,
keeping nothing for herself but the means that would enable her to leave the town! But all that was so fantastically
absurd. Only an excited imagination could build such castles in the air in the midst of reality.
In spite of these arguments of common sense, Magdalen grasped the handle. After several vain attempts to turn
it, she pushed it back violently into the wall; and behold, several blocks of stone, which looked as though they
might any moment fall out of the wall, retreated with a loud noise, sending up a tremendous cloud of dust. A
broad crack appeared in the wall, and Magdalen now saw that the stones were not nearly so thick as they appeared
from outside. They were thin, and had been skillfully fastened on to an oaken door, which could now be easily
opened.
Just below Magdalen’s feet eight or ten well-worn steps led downwards. Below there was a greenish-golden
shimmer, as though the sun were shining through dense foliage. It did not look at all gruesome, and Magdalen
quickly resolved to descend. When she reached the bottom, she saw before her a low narrow passage; on the left,
close to the roof; were long narrow openings, through which fresh air and dim light could enter. Doubtless the
passage ran parallel with the convent-wall above; and this, with the living wall of thick foliage, hid these holes
from sight. The floor of the passage was covered with fine sand, and the mortar was as firmly fixed among the
stones as if years, and not centuries, had passed over it.
Magdalen went on. The passage descended somewhat steeply; and suddenly, to her right, appeared a second
passage, which frowned on her in absolute darkness. She hastened on in alarm, always following the greenish rays
of light which shone so consolingly into the chief passage. After a time these, too, ceased. Violent shaking above
her led her to suppose that she was now under a frequented street, full of the noise of carriages and of footpassengers—probably the market-place. Here the passage took a sharp turn to the right, and the lights from above
once more met her sight.
Magdalen had been walking on some time; but nowhere, neither on the walls nor the floor, were there any
traces of the convent treasure. Her foot waded in the soft powdery sand, and met no other object; and now and
then in the holes above appeared a many-colored scaly lizard; that was all. A few more steps, and she stood before
.a door, which exactly resembled the one at the entrance.
Magdalen stood and hesitated. Here doubtless was the solution of the problem; but what was it? Suppose this
unknown spot before her should breathe a miasma that would stun her instantly, and inevitably bring about her
death? She did not want to die down here; the thought was terrible. She retreated a step; but now everything she
had suffered today once more came back to her mind. Only an hour ago no price had seemed too high for the
restoration of her peace of mind; and even if she were to die down here—was that thought more terrible than the
consciousness that she must now drag out an existence, perhaps a long one, joyless and sunless, with weary heart,
in a hated spot?
Her pulse was beating violently. She felt as if storms were raging round her head, and beating their black
wings before her eyes. She seized the handle of the door and pushed it back. A loud crash and rattle deafened her;
a ray of light, as if the sun had poured forth all its brightness here, dazzled her eyes. She made one trembling step
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forward, and hid her face in both hands; while once more a thundering din was heard behind her, and the ground
shook beneath her feet.
At length she raised her eyes. Where was she? Before her lay a charming bed of flowers; above her towered a
group of beautiful lime-trees. She herself was standing on a neat gravel-walk, and the gentle murmur of a fountain
struck on her ear while its silver water shone through the bushes at a little distance.
At the first moment the whole surrounding appeared dazzling and fairy-like to the young girl, who had stepped
out of the dull twilight of a narrow shaft. What wonder if the astonishing solutions of fairyland passed before her
lively fantasy. But, after one careful glance, the lofty pinions of imagination suddenly descended and gave way to
violent alarm.
Good Heavens! She was standing on strange property, in the garden of some rich person! Under an airy
pavilion, beyond the flower-bed, sat a charming group of young girls. They were chatting, and leaning back
carelessly in their seats, holding some work in their hands; while several others were plundering a rose-bush, and,
amid loud laughter, fastening the beautiful flowers in their plaits. In their light white dresses they flitted like
pigeons among the bushes, and, in spite of her fright, Magdalen remained for a moment rooted to the spot, gazing
at the lovely picture. Next moment she resolved to fly back into the passage. She turned round. There was no
door, no opening, to be seen; but, from out his mighty beard, covered with green moss, the grave stone
countenance of a saint was staring at her.
With trembling hands she felt along the wall for a handle, or some other means of finding the vanished door.
She felt among the nettles at the foot of the statue, felt each stone fold of the priestly garment, and at length in
despair shook the saint himself, who kept his stern eyes angrily fixed on her. In vain; her retreat was cut off, and
she could not go forward without meeting the people of the house.
She remembered the scene in Werner’s house. Her poor clothes, not even covered by a protecting shawl, might
draw on her similar humiliation. She knew that at first her story would not be believed, because it must sound so
incredible; and before she should be able to prove the truth of it, how many attacks might not her proud spirit
have to endure!
Once more she looked across to the young girls. They looked so sweet and harmless. They were young like
herself. Perhaps if she went boldly up to them, and told them her adventure, they would believe her, and keep her
till darkness came on, and give her some covering in which to cross the streets.
She walked quickly along the gravel-path which led to the pavilion; but scarcely had she reached the first
flower-bed when she stood still in alarm. Through a large iron gateway just opposite her, came, in a black-silk
dress, carefully protected by a white apron, over which hung an immense bunch of keys, Madame Bauer, followed
by her grand-daughters. All three carried trays of cups and baskets of cake. Magdalen could doubt no longer. The
subterranean passage had connected two convents. She was in Werner’s garden.
Her heart almost stood still with terror; but suddenly a consolatory thought occurred to her. In this house lived
her good old Jacob. If she could but succeed in reaching his room she would be safe. The windows of the high
house could be seen through the branches of some chestnut-trees across a low roof, which must belong to the outhouses. She now knew which direction she must take, and turned into a narrow side-path which led through a
shrubbery. After a few steps she reached a little building that touched the back wall of the house, and had large
glass windows at the top. Silk curtains partly drawn hid the interior to which led several steps, on both sides of
which stood pots of flowers. Perhaps this room was connected with the outhouses, or, at any rate, led to the yard.
Magdalen entered quickly, and there was no one inside; but it did not seem to have a second door. Along that
wall, which had no windows, stood benches with dark-red cushions. In the middle of the room stood a covered
easel; and on the tables lay books and papers in bright confusion. Doubtless this was Werner’s studio. One
moment she remained standing in amazement, and looked into the room, that the closed curtains enveloped in dim
green light. Here he lived and worked; and here too, old Jacob had said, was the picture of the Italian girl that
Werner had called his future wife. If she raised an end of the covering from the easel she might, perhaps, see the
features of the woman who had succeeded in conquering that proud heart. Yet no; had they been an angels
features she could not have summoned up courage to raise that veil.
A noise behind Magdalen made her start. She turned round. On the lowest step stood an old servant, with a
duster arid broom in her hands, staring in astonishment, while her glances ran along the young girl like spiders.
“Well, I never did!” exclaimed she at length. I do call that impudence, to steal into houses in broad daylight! If
you want to beg, there is a hall; you ought to wait quietly there till some one comes; but to run in that cool way
right into the garden—why, it is worse than the gypsies! Well, I will go and tell the mistress that.”
“I implore you, for God’s sake, my dear woman!” exclaimed Magdalen, in alarm.
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“Stuff! I am not a woman,” answered the old servant crossly.\fn{ “Woman” is a pejorative sometimes, when the word
“If you want to flatter me, you have come to the wrong person, I can tell you! You shall have
your punishment!” she continued, stamping her broom on the ground. “I only wish the master was here now!”
“What do you want me for, Katharine?” asked Werner’s voice at that moment. He turned the corner, and
looked into the room with as much surprise as the maid had done before. Magdalen stood motionless, and hid her
face in both hands. Werner sprang up the steps.
“You were going to Jacob, and lost the way, did you not?” asked he hastily. Magdalen was silent.
“Nonsense! The way to old Jacob is not through the garden, Mr. Werner,” said the old woman angrily. “This
airy young person knows well enough why she has lost her way.”
“I did not ask your opinion, Katharine,” said Werner severely. “Now go into the house, and tell no one that you
have met this young lady here; I shall speak to my aunt about it myself.” The maid left the room without
speaking.
“Now,” said Werner, turning to Magdalen, “tell me what has brought you to me.”
On no account would the young girl now have liked to relate how she had come here. She thought of the
motives that had led her to descend into the passage. Besides, she felt she could not speak continuously to him
without becoming violently excited. She had difficulty, as it was, in holding up her head and controlling her
features. She therefore answered shortly,
“I did not want to come to you; and I do not think that I am obliged to justify my presence here to you. You
must be satisfied with the assurance that it was, indeed, a mistake that brought me here.”
“But supposing I do not declare myself satisfied with this explanation?”
“You are at liberty to believe what you please.”
“What! Always ready for battle, even in the most trying situation!”
“If you consider my situation trying, of course you will be ready to help me out of it as quickly as possible. It
will be easy for you to show me a way by which I can depart unperceived.”
“You do not want to meet the ladies out there?” Magdalen eagerly shook her head.
“Then I am sorry that I cannot help you. You see that this room has only one door; you must necessarily go
through the garden, if you want to get to the yard. Look there,” said he, drawing back a curtain a little way; “there
are the ladies walking before the garden-door.”
“Well, then, at least be so considerate as to leave me alone here till the ladies have left the garden.”
“I cannot do that either. The lock of this door was broken this morning, so that it cannot be locked. If I left you
here alone, you would not be safe from such attacks as you just had to suffer from old Katharine. There is no help
for it: I must stay here to protect you.”
“Rather will I endure ten times the wrong out there than remain here another moment!” exclaimed Magdalen
frantically, and rushed to the door. At that moment Werner’s name was called outside.
“What is the matter?” exclaimed he in excitement, and opened a window.
“It is beginning to rain,” answered Antonia. “But we don’t want to go up into the close rooms, and we beg you
to let us stay a little while in your studio.”
“I regret extremely, but this room has a marble floor. I should be inconsolable if the ladies were to catch cold
here, and must therefore refuse my consent.”
“To me too, dearest Egon?” asked Antonia, in melting tones.
“To you too, my dear Antonia.”
“But that is really most unkind, Mr. Werner,” said another girl’s voice. We should so much have liked to see
the picture of the beautiful Italian girl that Antonia has told us about.”
“Ah, I have just discovered a charming talent for playing the spy in my cousin! Well, I will confess it, I have a
beautiful Italian girl here; but I do not feel the least desire to show her to anyone, for the very simple reason that I
want to keep her quite to myself.”
“Fie, how ungallant!” all exclaimed at once, and flitted quickly past, for large drops were falling. Immediately
after, the garden-gate was thrown to.
Werner turned round now, and drew Magdalen, who was just about to rush out, back into the room.
A wonderful change had suddenly come over him. Where was the marble stillness of his features, the cold
calm of his eyes? Grasping the young girl’s hand, he said, with trembling voice,
“You must not leave this room until you have granted a request.”
Magdalen looked up surprised and startled. But he continued,
“A few hours ago, you told me that you hated me; now I beg you to repeat those few words to me here.”
“lady” is preferred.}
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Magdalen hastily snatched her hand away, and stammered almost inaudibly,
“What for?”
“I will explain to you afterwards. Repeat it!”
The young girl rushed farther into the room in the deepest emotion. She turned her back to Werner, and wrung
her hands in dumb terror. Suddenly she turned round, crossed her hands over her face, and said, in smothered
tones,
“I—I cannot!” Then she felt two arms thrown wildly around her.
“You cannot, and why not? Because you love me, Magdalen! Yes, you love me!” exclaimed Werner joyfully, as
he drew her hands from her face. “Let me see your eyes! Is that a feeling of which you need be ashamed? Look at
me, and see how happy and proud I am, when I say to you, I love you, Magdalen!”
“It is impossible! That icy coldness, which made me despair—”
“Was meant just as your brusqueness was which by no means made me despair,” interrupted Werner, smiling.
“My child, your skill in dissimulation is not great. The sins your sharp bitter words committed against me were
atoned for by your eyes. I loved you from the moment when I saw you, on the tower. Old Jacob’s tales, which I
drew from him without his noticing it, revealed to me your whole inner world, and taught me that I was destined
to raise a treasure which hundreds had passed by unnoticed. But I also knew that the bird catcher, who wanted to
catch this rare bird must be on his guard; for it was shy, and looked on the world with suspicious eyes. Therefore I
assumed the armor of cold calm, and avoided every violent movement in my words as well as in my features. I
have watched you numberless times, when you knew nothing of my presence. In the quiet old church, in the
convent garden, in Jacob’s room where you scorned my oranges, and in the little garden on the wall, where you
threw flowers to the neighbors’ children. Will you be my wife, Magdalen?”
She raised herself in his arms with sparkling eyes, and without a word extended both hands to him. And thus
was the bond formed between two human beings, of whom, but a few minutes ago, every ignorant observer would
have said that they must repel one another like fire and water.
Magdalen no longer concealed from her beloved how deeply she had suffered in the last few weeks, and told
him of her underground adventure, without concealing a single thought that had passed through her soul down
below.
“Then it is the mythical twelve apostles whom I have to thank for reaching this happy goal more quickly that I
had dared to hope,” said Werner, laughing. “Do you remember what I wished you in our first conversation, which
took such a stormy end?”
“Yes; that apostle—”
“Is love.”
“But the beautiful Italian girl, of whom Jacob said—”
“That I should marry her?” asked Werner, smiling. “Well, I will show her to you, that little Neapolitan girl,
with the repulsive features and the ugly hair, which has somehow managed to twine a firm net round my heart.”
He uncovered the picture on the easel. There sat a lovely girl on the parapet of a tower window, and looked
longingly and dreamily into the distance. The Neapolitan headdress lay on her rich blue-black plaits, a white-lace
kerchief surrounded her neck and disappeared in a fire-colored bodice, which fitted closely about the slender
figure. The picture was still unfinished, but it promised to be a masterpiece.
“You see my little girl, who avoids the glass, because she fears to be frightened at herself: this is you. But I
have often thrown aside my brush in disgust; for the peculiar charm that so suddenly kindled a bright light in me
scorns all colors.”
A violent shower of rain now struck against the glass walls; At that moment old Jacob ran past as fast as his old
legs could carry him. His white uncovered hair fluttered in the wind, and he came panting into the room.
“I wanted—” he began breathlessly.
“To see whether everything was all right, old Jacob?” broke in Werner, smiling. “Quite right,” continued he,
leading Magdalen towards the old man; “everything, except the banns and the wedding. What do you say, Jacob;
have I not chosen a beautiful bride?”
Jacob stood as still as a statue. At first he put his hand absently to his head and then smiled, like some one who
is trying to share in a joke he does not understand. Magdalen approached him, and, speechless with joy and bliss,
put her arm round his neck. Only then did he awaken from his stupor, and say, with tears in his eyes,
“O you wretched child, there you are! Your aunt is sitting over there and crying her eyes out. When she came
home the door stood open, and you could be found nowhere in the convent. Every one is looking for you; and on
your account I have, for the first time, forgotten my duty; for, in my fright and terror, I never heard the thunder130

storm, and the rain might have swamped the whole place here. But come with me at once; your aunt imagines
you, if possible, already among the Moors. But, for God’s sake, tell me why you are here?”
“I have told you already; she is here as my bride,” said Werner emphatically.
“O Mr. Werner,” implored the old man, “do not speak so! This girl does not understand any joking, I have
often told you so.”
“Yes, dear Jacob; and I might almost be afraid if I were not so very much in earnest,” said Werner, laughing, as
he drew the girl to his heart.
We have to learn to believe many things in this world, and so at length Jacob was brought to the delightful
conviction that Werner was really going to make his beloved Lenchen Mrs. Werner. And when the aunt’s unbelief,
of even longer duration, evinced by shakes of the head and gestures of the hand, was at length overcome, there
was a scene of joyful emotion and surprise in Jacob’s little room, such as the old walls had probably never
witnessed.
The subterranean passage leading to his garden has been blocked up by Werner’s order. He said gaily that by
this road happiness had come to him, and he must cut off its retreat for ever. In fact, he was so intoxicated by his
happiness that he never thought of devoting any attention to the mysterious passage. Other explorations could not
be compared with Magdalen’s in point of success; for others found nothing where the young girl, according to her
own statement, had sought silver and found gold.
Legend still crouches in the corners of the convent, and spreads her gray mantle over the mysterious twelve
apostles.
15.134 Excerpt from The Legend Of Thyl Ulenspiegel: “The Beggars Of Zealand”\fn{by Charles Théodore Henri de
Coster (1827-1879)} Munich, Bavaria, Germany (M) 5
… Being at Heyst, upon the dunes, Ulenspiegel and Lamme see, coming from Ostend, from Blanckenberghe,
from Knokke, many fishing boats full of armed men, adherents of the Beggars of Zealand, who wear in their
headgear the silver crescent with this inscription:
Better to serve the Turk than the Pope.

Ulenspiegel is glad; he whistles like a lark; from all sides answers the warlike clarion of the cock. The boats,
sailing or fishing and selling their fish, come to land, one after the other, at Emden. There William of Blois is
detained, who is equipping a ship under commission from the Prince of Orange.
Très-Long, having been at Emden for eleven weeks, was bitterly sick of waiting. He went from his ship to land
and from the land to his ship, like a bear on a chain.
Ulenspiegel and Lamme, wandering about on the quays, saw there a lord of a jovial visage, somewhat
melancholy and at a loss to heave up one of the paving-stones of the quay with a pikestaff. Not succeeding in this
he still bent every effort to carry out his undertaking, while a dog gnawed at a bone behind him.
Ulenspiegel came to the dog and pretended to want to rob him of his bone. The dog growls; Ulenspiegel does
not stop; the dog makes a great uproar of doggish wrath. The lord, turning at the noise, said to Ulenspiegel:
“What good does it do thee to torment this beast?”
“What good does it do you, Messire, to torment this pavement?”
“It is not the same thing at all,” said the lord.
“The difference is not extreme,” replied Ulenspiegel; “if the dog sets store by his bone and wants to keep it,
this pavement holds to its quay and is fain to remain on it. And it is the very least that folk like us, may do, turning
to busy ourselves about a dog when folk like you busy yourselves about a paving stone.” Lamme remained behind
Ulenspiegel, not daring to speak.
“Who art thou?” asked the lord.
“I am Thyl Ulenspiegel, the son of Claes, who died in the flames for his faith.” And he whistled like the lark
and the lord crowed like the cock.
“I am Admiral Très-Long,” said he; “what wouldst thou with me?” Ulenspiegel narrated to him his adventures,
and gave him five hundred carolus.
“Who is this big man?” asked Très-Long, pointing a finger at Lamme.
“My comrade and friend,” replied Ulenspiegel: “he desires, like myself, to sing on your ship, with the fine
voice of a musket, the song of deliverance for the land of our fathers.”
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“Ye are brave men both,” said Très-Long, “and ye shall go on my ship.”
They were then in the month of February; sharp was the wind, keen the frost. After three weeks of grudging
waiting Très-Long left Emden under protest. Thinking to enter the Texel, he went out from Vilie, but was forced
to go in top Wieringen, where his ship was locked up in the ice. …
*
One morning in March, since the wind, that was blowing sharp and cutting, ceased not to thicken the ice, and
Très-Long’s ship could not leave, the sailors and the soldiers of the vessel were holding feasting and revel on
sledges and on skates.
Ulenspiegel was at the inn, and the pretty woman said to him, all woeful, and as if bereft of her wits:
“Poor Lamme! Poor Ulenspiegel!”
“Why do you lament?” asked he.
“Alas! Alas!” said she, “why do ye not believe in the Mass? Ye would go to paradise without a doubt, and I
could save you in this life.” Seeing her go to the door and listen attentively, Ulenspiegel said to her:
“It is not the snow falling that you are listening to?”
“No,” said she.
“It is not the moaning wind that you give ear to?”
“No,” she said again.
“Nor to the merry din that our valiant sailors are making in the tavern close by?”
“Death cometh as a thief,” she said.
“Death!” said Ulenspiegel. “I do not understand thee; come inside and speak.”
“They are there,” she said.
“Who?”
“Who?” she answered. “The soldiers of Simonen-Bvol, who are to come, in the name of the duke, to throw
themselves on all of you; if you are so well treated here, it is like the bullocks that are meant for the slaughter. Ah!
why,” said she all in tears, “why did I not know it save but just now.”
“Do no weep, nor cry out,” said Ulenspiegel, “and stay where you are.”
“Do not betray me,” said she. Ulenspiegel went out from her house, ran, made his way to all the booths and
taverns, whispering into the ears of the seamen and the soldiers these words:
“The Spaniard is coming.” All ran to the ship, preparing with the utmost haste all that was needed for battle,
and they awaited the enemy. …
Meanwhile had come up the men of Simonen-bol, with a great artillery. They fired against the ship, which
replied to them. And their cannon balls broke the ice all about it. Towards evening a warm rain fell.
The wind blowing from the west, the sea grew angry under the ice, and heaved it up in immense blocks, which
were seen rising up on high, falling back again, clashing against one another, one mounting on top of another, not
without peril to the ship, which, when dawn broke through the clouds of night, opened out its canvas wings like a
bird of freedom and sailed towards the free ocean. There they joined up with the fleet of Messire de Lumey de la
Marche, admiral of Holland and Zealand, and chief and captain-general, and as such carrying a lantern at his
ship’s peak.
“Look well at him, my son,” said Ulenspiegel; “that one will never spare thee, if thou shouldst wish to leave
the ship against orders. Hearest thou his voice breaking forth like thunder? See how broad and strong he is in his
great stature! Look at his long hands with the crooked nails! See his round eyes, eagle eyes and cold, and his long
pointed beard that he means to leave to grow until he has hanged all the monks and priests to avenge the death of
the two counts! See him redoubtable and cruel.” …
*
On that day Très-Long’s ship took a ship from Biscay laden with mercury, gold dust, wines, and spices. And
the ship was emptied of its marrow, men, and booty, as a beef bone under a lion’s teeth.
It was at this time also that the duke ordained in the Low Countries cruel and abominable imposts, obliging all
the inhabitants who sold real or personal estate to pay one thousand florins in ten thousand. And this tax was a
permanent one. All sellers and buyers whatsoever must pay the king the tenth part of the purchase price, and it
was said among the people that if goods were sold ten times within a week the king should have all. And thus
commerce and industry took the way towards Ruin and Death.
In the days of May, under a clear sky, with the ship sailing proudly along the sea, Ulenspiegel sang:
Long live the Beggar! Beat upon the drum!
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Briele is taken,
Flessingue, took the key of the Scheldt;
God is good, Camp-Veere is taken,
Where Zealand kept her artillery!
We have bullets, powder, and shot,
Iron shot and leaden shot,
God is with us, who then is against?

*
Beat upon the drum of war and glory!
Long live the Beggar! Beat upon the drum!

“Aye, good fellows and friends,” said Ulenspiegel; “aye, they have set up at Antwerp, before the Town-hall, a
dazzling scaffold covered with red cloth; the duke is seated upon it like a king upon his throne in the midst of
liverymen and soldiers. Meaning to smile benevolently, he makes a sour grimace. Beat upon the war drum!
“He hath accorded a pardon, make silence, his gilded cuirass shines in the sun; the grand provost is on
horseback beside the dais; lo here cometh the herald with his kettledrums; he reads; it is a pardon for all those that
have not sinned; the others will be punished cruelly.
“Oyez, good fellows, he reads the edict that orders, on penalty as for rebellion, the payment of the tenth and
twentieth deniers.”
And Ulenspiegel sang:
O Duke! Hearest thou the voice of the people,
The strong dull clamor? ’Tis the sea that rises
In the hour of the mighty surges.
Enough of gold, enough of blood.
Enough of ruins. Beat upon the drum!
The sword is drawn. Beat upon the drum of woe!

*
The fair land of Flanders,
The gay country of Brabant,
Are sad as graveyards.
There where of old, in freedom’s days,
Sang the viols, squealed the fifes,
There are silence now and death.
Beat upon the drum of war.

*
Land of our fathers, sufferer beloved,
Stoop not your brow to the murderer’s foot,
Toilsome bees, rush in your swarms,
Upon the hornets of Spain.
Corpses of women and girls buried alive
Cry out to Christ: “Vengeance!”

*
Wander in the fields by night, poor souls,
Cry unto God! The arm quivers to strike,
The sword is drawn, Duke; we will tear out thy entrails
And flog thy face with them.
Beat upon the drum. The sword is drawn.
Beat upon the drum. Long live the Beggar!

And all the seamen and the soldiers of Ulenspiegel’s ship and of the other ships sang likewise:
The sword is drawn, long live the Beggar!

And their voices growled like a thunder of deliverance. Upon the hulls of Zealand, on boyers, on croustèves,
away goes Thyl Claes Ulenspiegel.
The free sea wafts the valiant flyboats on which are eight ten or twenty guns all of iron: they belch forth death
and massacre on the traitor Spaniards. He is an expert gunner, Thyl Ulenspiegel, son of Claes, lo how he aims
straight and true, and pierces like a wall of butter the carcasses of the butchers.
In his hat he wears the silver crescent, with this legend: “Liever den Turc als den Paus”: “Rather to serve the
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Turk than the Pope.” The sailors that see him climb up on their ships, agile as a cat, supple as a squirrel, singing
some song or other, with some gay jest in his mouth, would ask him curiously:
“Whence is it, little man, that thou hast so young a mien, for they say thou wert born long ago at Damme.”
“I am no boldy, but a spirit,” said he, “and Nele, my sweetheart, is like me. Spirit of Flanders, love of Flanders,
we shall never die.” …
And the embroidered banners of the Roman Catholic processions floated from the masts of the ships. And clad
in velvet, in brocade, in silk, in cloth of gold and of silver, such as abbots wear at solemn masses, bearing miter
and crozier, drinking the monks’ wine, the Beggars kept guard on their ships.
And it was a strange sight to behold appearing from out of these rich vestments, those coarse hands that held
arquebus or arbalest, halberd or pike, and all men of hard physiognomy, girt about with pistols and cutlasses
gleaming in the sun, and drinking from golden chalices the abbots’ wine that had become the wine of liberty.
And they sang and they shouted: “Long live the Beggar!” and thus thy scoured the ocean and the Scheldt. …
*
On a black night the tempest growled in the depths of the clouds. Ulenspiegel was on the deck of the ship with
Nele, and said:
“All our lights are out. We are foxes, watching by night for the passing of the Spanish poultry, which is to say
their two and twenty assabres, rich ships with lanterns burning, that will be to them stars of ill fortune. And we
shall rush upon them.” Nele said:
“This night is a witches’ night. This sky is black as the mouth of hell; these lightnings gleam like the smile of
Satan; the distant thunderstorm is growling dully; the sea-mews pass, uttering loud cries; the sea rolls its
phosphorescent waves like silver serpents. …”
*
And Ulenspiegel and Nele saw nothing now save the black sky the surging sea, the dark clouds coming
forward on the phosphorescent sea, and close at hand, red stars. These were the lanterns of the two and twenty
assabres. The sea and the thunder were growling and faintly. And Ulenspiegel rang the bell for the wacharm
softly, and cried:
“The Spaniard, the Spaniard! Hew is sailing for Flessingue!”
And the cry was repeated throughout the whole fleet. And Ulenspiegel said to Nele:
“A gray hue is spreading over the sky and over the sea. The lanterns burn now but feebly; the dawn lifts, the
wind is freshening, the waves throw their spume over the decks of the ships; a thick rain is falling and speedily
ceases; the sun rises radiant, gilding the crest of the waves: it is thy smile, Nele, fresh as the morning, sweet as the
sun’s ray.”
The two and twenty assabres pass: on the ships of the Beggars the drums are beating the fifes are squealing: de
Lumey cries:
“In the Prince’s name,\fn{Prince William of Orange, the leader of the Protestant Cause in The Low Countries (what is now The
Netherlands and Belgium, and was then officially called The Spanish Netherlands } to the chase!” Ewont Pietersen Wort, subadmiral, cries:
“In the name of Monseigneur d’Orange and the admiral, to the chase!” On all the ships, the Johannah, the
Swan, Anne-Mic, the Beggar, the Compromise, the d’Egmont, the de Hoorn, on the Willem de Zwyger (the
William the Silent), all the captains cry:
“In the name of Monseigneur d’Orange and the admiral!”
“To the chase! Long live the Beggar!” cry the soldiers and sailors.
Très-Long’s houlque, on which are Lamme and Ulenspiegel, and called Briele, followed closely by the
Johannah, the Swan, and the Beggar, take four assabres. The Beggars fling everything Spanish into the sea, make
the inhabitants of the Low Countries prisoners, empty the ships like eggshells, and leave them to float without
masts or sails in the roadstead. Then they pursue the other eighteen. The wind blows violently; coming from
Antwerp, the sides of the swift ships bend over in the water of the river beneath the weight of the sails swollen
like a monk’s cheeks in the wind that come from kitchens; the assabres go swiftly; the Beggars pursue them into
the very roadstead of Meddleburg under the fire from the forts. There a bloody battle joins: the Beggars carrying
axes rush on the decks of the ships, soon strewn with lopped-off arms and legs, that have to be thrown into the
waves after the combat ends. The forts fire on them: they take no heed, and to the shout of “Long live the
Beggar!” take from out the assabres powder, artillery, bullets, and corn; burn the boats when they have emptied
them; and make off to Flessingue, leaving them smoking and flaming in the roadsteads.
From there they will send squadrons to pierce the dykes of Zealand and Holland, to help in the construction of
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fresh ships, and notably of flyboats of one hundred and forty tons carrying up to twenty cannon of cast iron.
On the ocean, on the Scheldt, in sunshine, in rain, in snow, in hail, winter and summer, glided the ships of the
Beggars to and fro. All sails are out like mantling swans, swans of white freedom. White for freedom, blue for
great heart, orange for the prince, ’tis the standard of the proud ships.
All sails set! All sails set, the stout ships; the billows beat upon them, the weaves besprinkle them with foam.
They pass, they run, they fly along the river, their sails in the water, swift as clouds in the north wind, the proud
ships of the Beggars. Hear you their prows cleaving the wave? God of freemen? Long live the Beggar!
Hulks, flyboats, boyers, croustèvese, swift as a wind big with tempest, like the cloud that bears the thunderbolt.
Long live the Beggar! Boyers and croustèves, flat-bottomed boats, slide along the river. The waters groan as they
are cloven through, when the ships go straight on face forwards with the deadly mouth of their long culverin on
the point of the bows. Long live the Beggar!
All sail out! all sail out, the gallant ships, the waves toss them, sprinkle them with foam. Night and day,
through rain, hail, and snow, they go on their way! Christ smileth on them in cloud, in sun, in star-shine. Long live
the Beggar. …
*
On the ships of the Beggars, under the dazzling sky, over the shining waves, squealed the fifes; droned
bagpipes, gurgled flasks, chimed glasses, and shone the steel of weapons and armor.
“Ho!” said Ulenspiegel, “let us beat the drum of glory, let us beat the drum of joy. Long live the Beggar! Spain
is conquered; the ghoul is beaten down. Ours is the sea, Briel is taken. Ours is the coast as far as Nieuport, beyond
Ostende and Blanckenberghe, the islands of Zealand, the mouths of the Scheldt, the mouths of the Meuse, the
Rhine mouths as far as Helder. Ours are Texel, Vlieland, Ter-Schelling, Ameland, Rottum, Borkum. Long live the
Beggar!
“Ours are Delft, and Dordrecht. ’Tis a trail of powder. God holdeth the linstock. The murderers abandon
Rotterdam. Free conscience, like a lion with teeth and claws of justice, seized the county of Zutphen, the towns of
Deutecom, Doesburg, Goor, Oldenzeel, and on the Welnuire, Hattem, Elburg, and Harderwyck. Long live the
Beggar!
“’Tis lightning, ’tis a thunder bolt: Campen, Zwol, Hassel, Sheenwyck, fall into our hands with Oudewater,
Gouda, Leyden. Long live the Beggar!
“Ours are Bueren, Enckhuys! Not yet have we Amsterdan, Schoonhoven, or Middleburg. But all cometh in
time to patient blades. Long live the Beggar!
“Drink we the wine of Spain. Drink from the chalice whence they drank the blood of the victims. We shall go
by way of the Zuyderzee, by rivers, streams, canals; we have North Holland, South Holland, and Zealand; we
shall take East and West Frisia; La Briele shall be the refuge for our ships, the nest of the hens that hatch out
liberty. Long live the Beggar!
“Hearken in Flanders, our beloved land, how there bursts forth the cry of avenging. Armor is polishing, the
swords are a-whetting. All are astir, a-thrill like the strings of a harp in the warm breeze, the breath of souls that
cometh from grave pits, from torture fires, from the bleeding corpses of the victims. All, Hainaut, Brabant,
Luxembourg, Namur, Liége the free city, all! Blood sprouts and springs up. The harvest is ripe for the sickle.
Long live the Beggar.
“Ours the Noord-Zee, the wide North Sea. Ours are good guns, proud ships, the bold band of redoubted
seamen: rogues, robbers, soldier-priests, gentlemen, townsfolk, and artisans fleeing persecution. Ours to all of us
joined together for the work of freedom! Long live the Beggar!
“Philip, king of blood, where art thou? D’Alba,\fn{The Duke d’Alba, commander of the Spanish infantry in the Spanish
Netherlands} where art thou? Thou dost cry out and curse and blaspheme, thou with the holy hat, the Holy Father’s
gift. Beat the drums of joy. Long live the beggar!
“Drink all! The wine flows into the golden cups. Drain it with glee. Priestly robes on the backs of rough men
are flooded with red liquor; banners, ecclesiastic and Roman, wave in the wind. Eternal music! To you, fifes
squealing, bagpipes droning, drums beating, peals of glory. Long live the Beggar!”
58.244 L’Arrabiata\fn{by Paul Joyhann Ludwig von Heyse (1830-1914)} Berlin, Germany (M) 9
The day had scarcely dawned. Over Vesuvius hung one broad gray stripe of mist, stretching across as far as
Naples, and darkening all the small towns along the coast. The sea lay calm. Along the shore of the narrow creek
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that lies beneath the Sorrento cliffs, fishermen and their wives were at work already, some with giant cables
drawing their boats to land, with the nets that had been cast the night before, while others were rigging their craft,
trimming the sails, or fetching out oars and masts from the great grated vaults that have been built deep into the
rocks for shelter to the tackle overnight. Nowhere an idle hand; even the very aged, who had long given up going
to sea, fell into the long chain of those who were hauling in the nets. Here and there, on some flat housetop, an old
woman stood and spun, or busied herself about her grandchildren, whom their mother had left to help her
husband.
“Do you see, Rachela? Yonder is our padre curato,” said one to a little thing of ten, who brandished a small
spindle by her side; “Antonio is to row him over to Capri Madre Santissima! But the reverend signore’s eyes are
dull with sleep!”
And she waved her hand to a benevolent-looking little priest, who was settling himself in the boat, and
spreading out upon the bench his carefully tucked-up skirts. The men upon the quay had dropped their work to see
their pastor off, who bowed and nodded kindly, right and left.
“What for must he go to Capri, granny?” asked the child. “Have the people there no priest of their own, that
they must borrow ours?”
“Silly thing! Returned the granny. “Priests they have in plenty—and the most beautiful of churches, and a
hermit too, which is more than we have. But there lives a great signora, who once lived here; she was so very ill!
Many’s the time our padre had to go and take the Most Holy to her, when they thought she could not live the
night. But with the Blessed Virgin’s help she got strong and well, and was able to bathe every day in the sea.
When she went away, she left a fine heap of ducats behind her for our church, and for the poor; and she would not
go, they say, until our padre promised to go and see her over there, that she might confess to him as before. It is
quite wonderful, the store she lays by him! Indeed, and we have cause to bless ourselves for having a curato who
has gifts enough for an archbishop, and is in such request with all the great folks. The Madonna be with him!” she
cried, and waved her hand again, as the boat was about to put from shore.
“Are we to have fair weather, my son?” inquired the little priest, with an anxious look toward Naples.
“The sun is not yet up,” the young man answered; “when he comes, he will easily do for that small trifle of
mist.”
“Off with you, then, that we may arrive before the heat.”
Antonio was just reaching for his long oar to shove away the boat, when suddenly he paused, and fixed his
eyes upon the summit of the steep path that leads down from Sorrento to the water. A tall and slender girlish
figure had become visible upon the heights, and was now hastily stepping down the stones, waving her
handkerchief. She had a small bundle under her arm, and her dress was mean and poor. Yet she had a
distinguished if somewhat savage way of throwing back her head, and the dark tress wreathed around it was like a
diadem.
“What have we to wait for?” inquired the curato.
“There is someone coming who wants to go to Capri—with your permission, padre. We shall not go a whit the
slower. It is a slight young thing, but just eighteen.” At that moment the young girl appeared from behind the wall
that bounds the winding path.
“Laurella!” cried the priest. “And what has she to do in Capri?”
Antonio shrugged his shoulders. She came up with hasty steps, her eyes fixed straight before her.
“Ha! L’Arrabiata! Good morning!” shouted one or two of the young boatmen. But for the curato’s presence,
they might have added more; the look of mute defiance with which the young girl received their welcome
appeared to tempt the more mischievous among them.
“Good-day, Laurella!” now said the priest. “How are you? Are you coming with us to Capri?”
“If I may, padre.”
“Ask Antonio there; the boat is his. Every man is master of his own, I say, as God is master of us all.”
“There is half a carlino, if I may go for that?” said Laurella, without looking at the young boatman.
“You need it more than I,” he muttered, and pushed aside some orange-baskets to make room: he was to sell
the oranges in Capri, which little isle of rocks has never been able to grow enough for all its visitors.
“I do not choose to go for nothing,” said the girl, with a slight frown of her dark eyebrows.
“Come, child,” said the priest; “he is a good lad, and had rather not enrich himself with that little morsel of
your poverty. Come now, and step in,” and he stretched out his hand to help her, “and sit you down by me. See,
now, he has spread his jacket for you, that you may sit the softer. Young folks are all alike; for one little maiden of
eighteen they will do more than for ten of us reverend fathers. Nay, no excuse, Tonino. It is the Lord’s own doing,
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that like and like should hold together.”
Meantime Laurella had stepped in, and seated herself beside the padre, first putting away Antonio’s jacket
without a word. The young fellow let it lie, and, muttering between his teeth, he gave one vigorous push against
the pier, and the little boat flew out into the open bay.
“What are you carrying there in that little bundle?” inquired the padre, as they were floating on over a calm
sea, now just beginning to be lighted up with the earliest rays of the rising sun.
“Silk, thread, and a loaf, padre. The silk is to be sold at Anacapri, to a woman who makes ribbons, and the
thread to another.”
“Spun by yourself?”
“Yes, sir.”
“You once learned to weave ribbons yourself, if I remember right?”
“I did, sir; but mother has been much worse, and I cannot stay so long from home; and a loom to ourselves we
are not rich enough to buy.”
“Worse, is she? Ah! Dear, dear! When I was with you last, at Easter, she was up.”
“The spring is always her worst time. Ever since those last great storms, and the earthquakes she has been
forced to keep her bed from pain.”
“Pray, my child. Never slacken your prayers and petitions that the Blessed Virgin may intercede for you; and
be industrious and good, that your prayers may find a hearing.” After a pause:
“When you were coming toward the shore, I heard them calling after you. ‘Good morning, l’Arrabiata!’ they
said. What made them call you so? It is not a nice name for a young Christian maiden, who should be meek and
mild.” The young girl’s brown face glowed all over, while her eyes flashed fire.
“They always mock me so, because I do not dance and sing, and stand about to chatter, as other girls do. I
might be left in peace, I think; I do them no harm.”
“Nay, but you might be civil. Let others dance and sing, on whom this life sits lighter; but a kind word now
and then is seemly even from the most afflicted.”
Her dark eyes fell, and she drew her eyebrows closer over them, as if she would have hidden them.
They went on a while in silence. The sun now stood resplendent above the mountain chain; only the tip of
Mount Vesuvius towered beyond the group of clouds that had gathered about its base; and on the Sorrento plains
the houses were gleaming white from the dark green of their orange-gardens.
“Have you heard no more of that painter, Laurella?” asked the curato—“that Neapolitan, who wished so much
to marry you?” She shook her head.
“He came to make a picture of you. Why would you not let him?”
“What did he want it for? There are handsomer girls than I. Who knows what he would have done with it? He
might have bewitched me with it, or hurt my soul, or even killed me, mother says.”
“Never believe such sinful things!” said the little curato very earnestly. “Are not you ever in God’s keeping,
without whose will not one hair of your head can fall? And is one poor mortal with an image in his hand to prevail
against the Lord? Besides, you might have seen that he was fond of you; else why should he want to marry you?”
She said nothing.
“And wherefore did you refuse him? He was an honest man, they say, and comely; and he would have kept
you and your mother far better than you ever can yourself, for all our spinning and silk-winding.”
“We are so poor!” she said passionately; “and mother has been ill so long, we should have become a burden to
him. And then I never should have done for a signora. When his friends came to see him, he would only have
been ashamed of me.”
“How can you say so? I tell you the man was good and kind; he would even have been willing to settle in
Sorrento. It will not be so easy to find another, sent straight from heaven to be the saving of you, as this man,
indeed, appeared to be.”
“I want no husband—I never shall,” she said, very stubbornly, half to herself.
“Is this a vow? Do you mean to be a nun?” She shook her head.
“The people are not so wrong who call you willful, although the name they give you is not kind. Have you
ever considered that you stand alone in the world, and that your perverseness must make your sick mother’s
illness worse to bear, her life more bitter? And what sound reason can you have to give for rejecting an honest
hand, stretched out to help you and your mother? Answer me, Laurella.”
“I have a reason,” she said reluctantly, and speaking low; “but it is one I cannot give.”
“Not give! Not give to me? Not to your confessor, whom you surely know to be your friend—or is he not?”
137

Laurella nodded.
“Then, child, unburden your heart. If your reason be a good one, I shall be the very first to uphold you in it.
Only you are young, and know so little of the world. A time may come when you will find cause to regret a
chance of happiness thrown away for some foolish fancy now.”
Shyly she threw a furtive glance over to the other end of the boat, where the young boatman sat, rowing fast.
His woolen cap was pulled deep down over his eyes; he was gazing far across the water, with averted head, sunk,
as it appeared, in his own meditations. The priest observed her look, and bent his ear down closer.
“You did not know my father?” she whispered, while a dark look gathered in her eyes.
“Your father, child! Why, your father died when you were ten years old. What can your father (Heaven rest his
soul in paradise!) have to do with the present perversity of yours?”
“You did not know him, padre; you did not know that mother’s illness was caused by him alone.”
“And how?”
“By his ill-treatment of her; he beat her and trampled upon her. I well remember the nights when he came
home in his fits of frenzy. She never said a word, and did everything he bade her. Yet he would beat her so, my
hear felt ready to break. I used to cover up my head and pretend to be asleep, but I cried all night. And then, when
he saw her lying on the floor, quite suddenly he would change, and lift her up and kiss her till she screamed and
said he smothered her. Mother forbade me ever to say a word of this; but it wore her out. And in all these long
years since father died, she has never been able to get well again. And if she should soon die—which God forbid!
—I know who it was that killed her.”
The little curato’s head wagged slowly to and fro; he seemed uncertain how far to acquiesce in the young girl’s
reasons. At length he said:
“Forgive him, as your mother has forgiven! And turn your thoughts from such distressing pictures, Laurella;
there may be better days in store for you, which will make you forget the past.”
“Never shall I forget that!” she said, and shuddered. “And you must know, padre, it is the reason why I have
resolved to remain unmarried. I never will be subject to a man, who may beat and then caress me. Were a man
now to want to beat or kiss me, I could defend myself; but mother could not—neither from his blows nor kisses—
because she loved him. Now, I will never so love a man as to be made ill and wretched by him.”
“You are but a child, and you talk like one who knows nothing at all of life. Are all men like that poor father of
yours? Do all ill-treat their wives, and give vent to every whim and gusto of passion? Have you never seen a good
man yet? Or known good wives, who live in peace and harmony with their husbands?"
“But nobody ever knew how father was to mother; she would have died sooner than complain or tell of him,
and all because she loved him. If this be love—if love can close our lips when they should cry out for help—if it
is to make us suffer without resistance, worse than even our worst enemy could make us suffer—then, I say, I
never will be fond of mortal man.”
“I tell you you are childish; you know not what you are saying. When your time comes, you are not likely to be
consulted whether you choose or fall in love or not.” After a pause, he added,
“And that painter: did you think he could have been cruel?”
“He made those eyes I have seen my father make, when he begged my mother’s pardon and took her in his
arms to make it up. I know those eyes. A man may make such eyes, and yet find it in his heart to beat a wife who
never did a thing to vex him! It made my flesh creep to see those eyes again.”
After this she would not say another word. The curato also remained silent. He bethought himself of more than
one wise saying, wherewith the maiden might have been admonished; but he refrained, in consideration of the
young boatman, who had been growing rather restless toward the close of this confession.
When, after two hours’ rowing, they reached the little bay of Capri, Antonio took the padre in his arms, and
carried him through the last few ripples of shallow water, to set him reverently down upon his legs on dry land.
But Laurella did not wait for him to wade back and fetch her. Gathering up her little petticoat, holding in one hand
her wooden shoes and in the other her little bundle, with one splashing step or two she had reached the shore.
“I have some time to stay at Capri,” said the priest. “You need not wait—I may not perhaps return before
tomorrow. When you get home, Laurell, remember me to your mother; I will come and see her within the week.
You mean to go back before it gets dark?”
“If I find an opportunity,” answered the girl, turning all here attention to her skirts.
“I must return, you know,” said Antonio, in a tone which he believed to be one of great indifference. “I shall
wait here till the Ave Maria. If you should not come, it is the same to me.”
“You must come,” interposed the little priest; “you never can leave your mother all alone at night. Is it far you
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have to go?”
“To a vineyard by Anacapri.”
“And I to Capri. So now God bless you, child—and you, my son.”
Laurella kissed his hand, and let one farewell drop, for the padre and Antonio to divide between them.
Antonio, however, appropriated no part of it to himself; he pulled off his cap exclusively to the padre, without
even looking at Laurella. But after they had turned their backs, he let his eyes travel but a short way with the
padre, as he went toiling over the deep bed of small, loose stones; he soon sent them after the maiden, who,
turning to the right, had begun to climb the heights, holding one hand above her eyes to protect them from the
scorching sun. Just before the path disappeared behind high walls she stopped, as if to gather breath, and looked
behind her. At her feet lay the marine; the rugged rocks rose high around her; the sea was shining in the rarest of
its deep-blue splendor. The scene was surely worth a moment’s pause. But, as chance would have it, her eyes, in
glancing past Antonio’s boat, met Antonio’s own, which had been following her as she climbed.
Each made a slight movement, as persons do who would excuse themselves for some mistake; and then, with
her darkest look, the maiden went her way.
*
Hardly one hour had passed since noon, and yet for the last two Antonio had been sitting waiting on the bench
before the fishers’ tavern. He must have been very much preoccupied with something, for he jumped up every
moment to step out into the sunshine, and look carefully up and down the roads, which, parting right and left, lead
to the only two little towns upon the island. He did not altogether trust the weather, he then said to the hostess of
the osteria; to be sure, it was clear enough, but he did not quite like that tint of the sea and sky. Just so it had
looked, he said, before the last awful storm, when the English family had been so nearly lost; surely she must
remember it?
No, indeed, she said, she didn’t. Well, if the weather should happen to change before night, she was to think of
him, he said.
“Have you many fine folk over there?” she asked him, after a while.
“They are only just beginning as yet, the season has been bad enough; those who came to bathe, came late.”
“The spring came late. Have you not been earning more than we at Capri?”
“Not enough to give me macaroni twice a week, if I had had nothing but the boat—only a letter now and then
to take to Naples, or a gentleman to row out into the open sea, that he might fish. But you know I have an uncle
who is rich; he owns more than one fine orange-garden; and, ‘Tonino,’ says he to me, ‘while I live you shall not
suffer want; and when I am gone you will find that I have taken care of you.’ And so, with God’s help, I got
through the winter.”
“He has children, this uncle who is rich?”
“No, he never married; he was long in foreign parts, and many a good piastre he has laid together. He is going
to set up a great fishing business, and set me over it, to see the rights of it.”
“Why, then you are a made man, Tonino!” The young boatman shrugged his shoulders.
“Every man has his own burden,” said he, starting up again to have another look at the weather, turning his
eyes right and left, although he must have known that there can be no weather side but one.
“Let me fetch you another bottle,” said the hostess; “your uncle can well afford to pay for it.”
“Not more than one glass; it is a fiery wine you have in Capri, and my head is hot already.”
“It does not heat the blood; you may drink as much of it as you like. And here is my husband coming; so you
must sit a while, and talk to him.”
And in fact, with his nets over his shoulder, and his red cap upon his curly head, down came the comely
padrone of the osteria. He had been taking a dish of fish to that great lady, to set before the little curato. As soon
as he caught sight of the young boatman, he began waving him a most cordial welcome; and he came to sit beside
him on the bench, chattering and asking questions. Just as his wife was bringing her second bottle of pure
unadulterated Capri, they heard the crisp sand crunch, and Laurella was seen approaching from the left-hand road
to Anacapri. She nodded slightly in salutation; then stopped, and hesitated. Antonio sprang from his seat.
“I must go,” he said. “It is a young Sorrento girl, who came over with the signor curato in the morning. She
has to get back to her sick mother before night.”
“Well, well, time enough yet before night,” observed the fisherman; “time enough to take a glass of wine.
Wife, I say, another glass!”
“I thank you; I had rather not”; and Laurella kept her distance.
“Fill the glasses, wife; fill them both, I say; she only wants a little pressing.”
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“Don’t,” interposed the lad. “It is a willful head of her own she has; a saint could not persuade her to do what
she does not choose.”
And, taking a hasty leave, he ran down to the boat, loosened the rope, and stood waiting for Laurella. Again
she bent her head to the hostess, and slowly approached the water, with lingering steps. She looked around on
every side, as if in hopes of seeing some other passenger. But the marina was deserted. The fishermen were
asleep, or rowing about the coast with rods or nets; a few women and children sat before their doors, spinning or
sleeping; such strangers as had come over in the morning were waiting for the cool of the evening to return. She
had not time to look about her long; before she could prevent him, Antonio had seized her in his arms and carried
her to the boat, as if she had been an infant. He leaped in after her, and with a stroke or two of his oar they were in
deep water.
She had seated herself at the end of the boat, half turning her back to him, so that he could only see her profile.
She wore a sterner look than ever; the low, straight brow was shaded by her hair; the rounded lips were firmly
closed; only the delicate nostril occasionally gave a willful quiver. After they had gone on a while in silence, she
began to feel the scorching of the sun; and, unloosening her bundle, she threw the handkerchief over her head, and
began to make her dinner of the bread; for in Capri she had eaten nothing.
Antonio did not stand this long; he fetched out a couple of the oranges with which the baskets had been filled
in the morning.
“Here is something to eat to your bread, Laurella,” he said. “Don’t think I kept them for you; they had rolled
out of the basket, and I only found them when I brought the baskets back to the boat.”
“Eat them yourself; bread is enough for me.”
“They are refreshing in this heat, and you have had to walk so far.”
“They gave me a drink of water, and that refreshed me.”
“As you please,” he said, and let them drop into the basket.
Silence again. The sea was smooth as glass. Not a ripple was heard against the prow. Even the white sea-birds
that roost among the caves of Capri pursued their prey with soundless flight.
“You might take the oranges to your mother,” again commenced Tonino.
“We have oranges at home; and when they are gone, I can go and buy some more.”
“Nay, take these to her, and give them to her with my compliments.”
“She does not know you.”
“You could tell her who I am.”
“I do not know you either.”
It was not the first time that she had denied him thus. One Sunday of last year, when that painter had first come
to Sorrento, Antonio had chanced to be playing boccia with some other young fellows in the little piazza by the
chief street.
There, for the first time, had the painter caught sight of Laurella, who, with her pitcher on her head, had passed
by without taking any notice of him. The Neapolitan, struck by her appearance, stood still and gazed after her, not
heeding that he was standing in the very midst of the game, which, with two steps, he might have cleared. A very
ungentle ball came knocking against his shins, as a reminder that this was not the spot to choose for meditation.
He looked round, as if in expectation of some excuse. But the young boatman who had thrown the ball stood
silent among his friends, in such an attitude of defiance that the stranger had found it more advisable to go his
ways and void discussion. Still, this little encounter had been spoken of, particularly at the time when the painter
had been pressing his suit to Laurella.
“I do not even know him,” she said indignantly, when the painter asked her whether it was for the sake of that
discourteous lad she now refused him. But she had heard that piece of gossip, and known Antonio well enough
when she had met him since.
And now they sat together in this boat, like two most deadly enemies, while their hearts were beating fit to kill
them. Antonio’s usually so good-humored face was heated to scarlet; he struck the oars so sharply that the foam
flew over to where Laurella sat, while his lips moved as if muttering angry words. She pretended not to notice,
wearing her most unconscious look, bending over the edge of the boat, and letting the cool water pass between her
fingers. Then she threw off her handkerchief again, and began to smooth her hair, as though she had been alone.
Only her eyebrows twitched, and she held up her wet hands in vain attempts to cool her burning cheeks.
Now they were well out in the open sea. The island was far behind, and the coast before them lay yet distant in
the hot haze. Not a sail was within sight, far or near—not even a passing gull to break the stillness. Antonio
looked all round, evidently ripening some hasty resolution. The color faded suddenly from his cheek, and he
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dropped his oars. Laurella looked round involuntarily—fearless, yet attentive.
“I must make an end of this,” the young fellow burst forth. “It has lasted too long already! I only wonder that it
has not killed me! You say you do not know me? And all this time you must have seen me pass you like a
madman, my whole heart full of what I had to tell you; and then you only made your crossest mouth, and turned
your back upon me.”
“What had I to say to you?” she curtly replied. “I may have seen that you were inclined to meddle with me, but
I do not choose to be on people’s wicked tongues for nothing. I do not mean to have you for a husband—neither
you nor any other.”
“Nor any other? So you will not always say! You say so now, because you would not have that painter. Bah,
you were but a child! You will feel lonely enough yet, some day; and then, wild as you are, you will take the next
best who comes to hand.”
“Who knows? Which of us can see the future? It may be that I will change my mind. What is that to you?”
“What is it to me?” he flew out, starting to his feet, while the small boat leaped and danced. “What is it to me,
you say? You know well enough! I tell you, that man shall perish miserably to whom you shall prove kinder than
you have been to me!”
“And to you, what did I ever promise? Am I to blame if you be mad? What right have you to me?”
“Ah! I know,” he cried, “my right is written nowhere. It has not been put in Latin by any lawyer, nor stamped
with any seal. But this I feel: I have just the right to you that I have to heaven, if I die an honest Christian. Do you
think I could look on and see you go to church with another man, and see the girls go by and shrug their shoulders
at me?”
“You can do as you please. I am not going to let myself be frightened by all those threats. I also mean to do as I
please.”
“You shall not say so long!” and his whole frame shook with passion. “I am not the man to let my whole life be
spoiled by a stubborn wench like you! You are in my power here, remember, and may be made to do my bidding.”
She could not repress a start, but her eyes flashed bravely on him.
“You may kill me if you dare,” she said slowly.
“I do nothing by halves,” he said, and his voice sounded choked and hoarse. “There is room for us both in the
sea. I cannot help thee, child”—he spoke the last words dreamily, almost pitifully—“but we must both go down
together—both at once—and now!” he shouted, and snatched her in his arms.
But at the same moment he drew back his right hand; the blood gushed out; she had bitten him fiercely.
“Ha! Can I be made to do your bidding?” she cried, and thrust him from her, with one sudden movement. “Am
I here in your power?” And she leaped into the sea, and sank.
She rose again directly; her scanty skirts clung close; her long hair, loosened by the waves, hung heavy about
her neck. She struck out valiantly, and, without uttering a sound, she began to swim steadily from the boat toward
shore.
With senses benumbed by sudden terror, he stood, with outstretched neck, looking after her, his eyes fixed as
though they had just been witness to a miracle. Then, giving himself a shake, he seized the oars, and began rowing
after her with all the strength he had, while all the time the bottom of the boat was reddening fast with the blood
that kept streaming from his hand.
Rapidly as she swam,. He was at her side in a moment.
“For the love of our most Holy virgin,” he cried, “get into the boat! I have been a madman! God alone can tell
what so suddenly darkened my brain. It came upon me like a flash of lightning and set me all on fire. I know not
what I did or said. I do not even ask you to forgive me, Laurella, only to come into the boat again and not to risk
your life!” She swam on as though she had not heard him.
“You can never swim to land. I tell you it is two miles off. Think of your mother! If you should come to grief, I
should die of horror.”
She measured the distance with her eye, and then, without answering him one word, she swam up to the boat,
and laid her hands upon the edge; he rose to help her in. As the boat tilted over to one side with the girl’s weight,
his jacket that was lying on the bench slipped into the water. Agile as she was, she swung herself on board without
assistance, and gained her former seat. As soon as he saw that she was safe, he took to his oars again, while she
began quietly wringing out her dripping clothes, and shaking the water from her hair,. As her eyes fell upon the
bottom of the boat, and saw the blood, she gave a quick look at the hand, which held the oar as if it had been
unhurt.
“Take this,” she said, and held out her handkerchief. He shook his head, and went on rowing. After a time she
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rose, and, stepping up to him, bound the handkerchief firmly round the wound, which was very deep. Then,
heedless of his endeavors to prevent her, she took an oar, and, seating herself opposite him, began to row with
steady strokes, keeping her eyes from looking toward him—fixed upon the oar that was scarlet with his blood.
Both were pale and silent. As they drew near land, such fishermen as they met began shouting after Antonio and
gibing at Laurella; but neither of them moved an eyelid, or spoke one word.
The sun stood yet high over Procida when they landed at the marina. Laurella shook out her petticoat, now
nearly dry, and jumped on shore. The old spinning woman, who in the morning had seen them start, was still upon
her terrace. She called down.
“What is that upon your hand, Tonino? Jesus Christ! The boat is full of blood!”
“It is nothing comare,” the young fellow replied. “I tore my hand against a nail that was sticking out too far; it
will be well tomorrow. It is only this confounded ready blood of mine, that always makes a thing look worse than
it is.”
“Let me come and bind it up, comparello. Stop one moment; I will go and fetch the herbs, and come to you
directly.”
“Never trouble yourself, comare. It has been dressed already; tomorrow morning it will be all over and
forgotten. I have a healthy skin, that heals directly.”
“Addio!” said Laurella, turning to the path that goes winding up the cliffs.
“Good-night!” he answered, without looking at her; and then taking his oars and baskets from the boat, and
climbing up the small stone stairs, he went into his own hut.
*
He was alone in his two little rooms, and began to pace them up and down. Cooler than upon the dead calm
sea, the breeze blew fresh through the small unglazed windows, which could only be closed with wooden shutters.
The solitude was soothing to him. He stooped before the little image of the Virgin, devoutly gazing upon the glory
round the head (made of stars cut out in silver paper). But he did not want to pray. What reason had he to pray,
now that he had lost all he had ever hoped for?
And this day appeared to last forever. He did so long for night! For he was weary, and more exhausted by the
loss of blood than he would have cared to own. His hand was very sore. Seating himself upon a little stool, he
untied the handkerchief that bound it; the blood, so long repressed, gushed out again; all round the wound the
hand was swollen high.
He washed it carefully, cooling it in the water; then he clearly saw the marks of Laurella’s teeth.
“She was right,” he said; “I was a brute, and deserved no better. I will send back the handkerchief by Giuseppe
tomorrow. Never shall she set eyes upon me again.”
And he washed the handkerchief with the greatest care, and spread it out in the sun to dry. And having bound
up his hand again, as well as he could manage with his teeth and his left hand, he threw himself upon his bed, and
closed his eyes.
He was soon waked up from a sort of slumber by the rays of the bright moonlight, and also by the pain of his
hand; he had just risen for more cold water to soothe its throbbings, when he heard the sound of someone at the
door. Laurella stood before him. She came in without a question, took off the handkerchief she had tied over her
head, and placed her little basket upon the table; then she drew a deep breath.
“You are come to fetch your handkerchief,” he said. “You need not have taken that trouble. In the morning I
would have asked Giuseppe to take it to you.”
“It is not the handkerchief,” she said quickly. “I have been up among the hills to gather herbs to stop the blood;
see here.” And she lifted the lid of her little basket.
“Too much trouble,” he said, not in bitterness—“far too much trouble. I am better, much better; but if I were
worse, it would be no more than I deserve. Why did you come at such a time? If any one should see you? You
know how they talk, even when they don’t know what they are saying.”
“I care for no one’s talk,” she said, passionately. “I came to see your hand, and put the herbs upon it; you
cannot do it with your left.”
“It is not worth while, I tell you.”
“Let me see it then, if I am to believe you.”
She took his hand, that was not able to prevent her, and unbound the linen. When she saw the swelling, she
shuddered, and gave a cry:
“Jesus Maria!”
“It is a little swollen,” he said; “it will be over in four-and-twenty hours. She shook her head.
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“It will certainly be a week before you can go to sea.”
“More likely a day or two; and if not, what matters?”
She had fetched a basin, and began carefully washing out the wound, which he suffered passively, like a child.
She then laid on the healing leaves, which at once relieved the burning pain, and finally bound it up with the linen
she had brought with her. When it was done:
“I thank you,” he said. “And now, if you would do me one more kindness, forgive the madness that came over
me; forget all I said and did. I cannot tell how it came to pass; certainly it was not your fault—not yours. And
never shall you hear from me again one word to vex you—” She interrupted him.
“It is I who have to beg your pardon. I should have spoken differently. I might have explained it better, and not
enraged you with my sullen ways. And now that bite—”
“It was in self-defense; it was high time to bring me to my senses. As I said before, it is nothing at all to
signify. Do not talk of being forgiven; you only did me good, and I thank you for it. And now, here is your
handkerchief; take it with you.”
He held it to her, but yet she lingered, hesitated, and appeared to have some inward struggle. At length she
said:
“You have lost your jacket, and by my fault; and I know that all the money for the oranges was in it. I did not
think of this till afterward. I cannot replace it now; we have not so much at home—or if we had, it would be
mother’s. But this I have—this silver cross. That painter left it on the table the day he came for the last time. I
have never looked at it all this while, and do not care to keep it in my box; if you were to sell it? It must be worth
a few piastres, mother says. It might make up the money you have lost; and if not quite, I could earn the rest by
spinning at night when mother is asleep.”
“Nothing will make me take it,” he said shortly, pushing away the bright new cross which she had taken from
her pocket.
“You must,” she said; “how can you tell how long your hand may keep you from your work? There it lies; and
nothing can make me so much as look at it again.”
“Drop it in the sea, then.”
“It is no present I want to make you; it is no more than is your due; it is only fair.”
“Nothing from you can be due to me; and hereafter when we chance to meet, if you would do me a kindness, I
beg you not to look my way. It would make me feel you were thinking of what I have done. And now good-night;
and let this be the last word said.”
She laid the handkerchief in the basket, and also the cross, and closed the lid. But when he looked into her
face, he started. Great heavy drops were rolling down her cheeks; she let them flow unheeded.
“Maria Santissima!” he cried. “Were you ill? You are trembling from head to foot!”
“It is nothing,” she said; “I must go home”; and with unsteady steps she was moving to the door, when
suddenly she leaned her brow against the wall, and gave way to a fit of bitter sobbing. Before he could go to her
she turned upon him suddenly, and fell upon his neck.
“I cannot bear it!” she cried, clinging to him as a dying thing to life—“I cannot bear it! I cannot let you speak
so kindly, and bid me go, with all this on my conscience. Beat me! Trample on me! Curse me! Or if it can be that
you love me still, after all I have done to you, take me and keep me, and do with me as you please; only do not
send me away so!”
She could say no more for sobbing. Speechless, he held her a while in his arms.
“If I can love you still!” he cried at last. “Holy Mother of God! Do you think that all my best heart’s blood has
gone from me through that little wound? Don’t you hear it hammering now, as though it would burst my breast
and go to you? But if you say this to try me, or because you pity me, I can forget it. You are not to think you owe
me this, because you know what I have suffered for you.”
“No!” she said very resolutely, looking up from his shoulder into his face, with her tearful eyes; “it is because I
love you; and let me tell you, it was because I always feared to love you that I was so cross. I will be so different
now. I never could bear again to pass you in the street without one look! And lest you should ever feel a doubt, I
will kiss you, that you may say, ‘She kissed me’; and Laurella kisses no man but her husband.” She kissed him
thrice, and, escaping from his arms:
“And now good-night, amor mio, cara vita mia!” she said. “Lie down to sleep, and let your hand get well. Do
not come with me; I am afraid of no man, save of you alone.”
And so she slipped out, and soon disappeared in the shadow of the wall. He remained standing by the window,
gazing far out over the calm sea, while all the stars in heaven appeared to flit before his eyes.
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*
The next time the little curato sat in his confessional, he sat smiling to himself. Laurella had just risen from her
knees after a very long confession.
“Who would have thought it?” he said musingly—“that the Lord would so soon have taken pity upon that
wayward little heart? And I had been reproaching myself for not having adjured more sternly that ill demon of
perversity. Our eyes are but shortsighted to see the ways of Heaven! Well, may God bless her, I say, and let me
live to go to sea with Laurella’s eldest born, rowing me in his father’s place! Ah! Well, indeed, l’Arrabiata!”
58.253 Excerpt from Die Schwarze Galeere: “How The Black Galley Took The Andrea Doria”\fn{by Wilhelm
Raabe (1831-1910)} Eschershausen, Lower Saxony, Germany (M) 3
… Over\fn{A note reads: The following extract is taken from Raabe’s Die Schwearz Galeere, a story of the Netherlanders’ struggle
against Spain. Jan Norris, second in command of the Black Galley, has been captured by the captain of the Andrea Doria and, with his
sweetheart, Myga van Bergen, taken on board the galleon. Jan escapes, leaving Myga on board. But— } Fort Liefkenhoek the banner
with the Lions of Leon and the towers of Castile flutters proudly. The same banner flies over Fort Lillo and over
all the other fortifications bristling with cannons’ mouths, on both sides of the Scheldt, right up to the massive
walls of the citadel of Antwerp. On all these walls and ramparts sharp eyes are keeping watch, and the answering
cries of the sentinels to each other
“Keep good watch! Keep good watch!”
But near and ever watchful is the enemy. At any moment he may appear. Who knows the hour of his coming?
“Keep good watch! Keep good watch!”
The cannon on the Brabant shore of the Scheldt, the cannon on the Flanders coast are ready to pour out death
and destruction on the mad vessel that in their despite might seek its way upstream to Antwerp.
“Keep good watch! Keep good watch!”
But the night is dark, illumined neither by moonlight nor by the glimmer of stars. It is hard to keep good watch
on such a night. How still it is, and how warm! Only the rustling of the mighty stream sounds continually through
the warning cries of the warriors on the ramparts. O not cease either by day or by night.
“Keep good watch! Keep good watch!”
What is this that is coming from South Beveland, crossing the West Scheldt where sea and river meet and can
no longer be distinguished the one from the other. What is this that is gliding over the waves in the black night? A
hundred invisible arms propel it; swift as an arrow it darts along: it is like the Ship of Ghosts, like the Flying
Dutchman.
A mighty ship cuts its way through the waves: others follow, others less powerful. What does the darkness
trouble the men from Zealand! They know how to find their way on the waters which are their home. One dark
shadow follows another; in a line they glide along. No sound is heard on board, even the rowers make no noise as
they dip their oars into the waves. The words of command are whispered from mouth to mouth. Every man knows
his duty. Every man has sworn a mighty oath to drive his knife into the throat of his neighbor should he by a
sound, a thoughtless cry, put the success of the enterprise in jeopardy. Every man will keep his oath, though it
were father, brother, son, whom he must cut down …
Noiselessly the Black Galley with its escort of shadows glides on. The deep, solemn booming of the bell is
heard in the distance—the bell from the tower of Our Lady in Antwerp.
Two o’clock!
In his place stands the captain of the Black Galley, his naked sword in his hand; but on this night another has
charge of the ship and its crew. If but the least ray of light were to fall on the face of this leader, you would behold
that face with horror, Jan Norris, the betrothed of Myga, now a prisoner on the Andrea Doria; Jan Norris, the
Water-Beggar,\fn{Watergeuzen. The best-known of all those who opposed the regime of Philip II over what is now The Netherlands and Belgium.
Fiercely anti-Catholic, homeless, desperate, they infested the English Channel; and from 1569, were granted letters of marque, making them officially under
Dutch admirals (from 1569); and their seizure of Breille (April 1, 1572) gave the sign for a general rising throughout The Netherlands against Spanish rule }

who has left his betrothed in the power of his deadly enemy; Jan Norris, who leapt, but not to his death, from the
deck of the Genoese galleon; Jan Norris it is who commands the Black Galley tonight.
Jan Norris’s eye can see in the night; it pierces the darkness like the brightest day. Rescue—revenge! Have a
care, Leone della Rota! The night breeds misfortune. This is no time to benumb your senses with love of women
and with Sicilian wine. Look to your ship, Leone della Rota, beware—beware of—the Black Galley!
On board the Andrea Doria all the orders had been given and carried out. In three hours the Genoese ship
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would start on her way to join the four galleys that had gone on ahead: off Biervliet they were to combine for the
chase of the Black Galley. The ship’s company took advantage of their short respite to go to sleep. Even the watch
on deck slept, and the man by the gangplank had let his match go out, like the rest of the matches on board. Was
not the ship lying safe enough under the walls of Antwerp and the ramparts of the citadel?
From the mainmast, the ship’s lantern throws a flickering, uneasy light over the deck; from the cabin windows
a feeble illumination falls on to the dark waters of the Scheldt which are rushing past below. In the cabin,
Lieutenant della Rota rises from the couch of Captain Antonia Valani.
“It is all over,” he says. “Do you hear, beautiful Fleming? He is dead, and—Leone della Rota is captain of the
Andrea Doria. Do you hear, most beautiful? I enter into my inheritance. You, too, are mine; with my friend’s last
breath you became mine.”
Spinola’s Lieutenant again filled a beaker with wine. He raised the beaker and drained it.
“To thee, Antonio! Poor old fellow—thou shalt have a noble seaman’s grave in the seas. They shall not put
thee beneath the earth. Under the merry waves shalt thou sleep, as becomes a son of Genoa. In the arms of the sea
maidens shalt thou sleep—”
“Mercy, holy God, send death, save me!” sobbed the despairing girl, but the drunken Leone laughed wild and
shrill.
“Don’t look at me like that, my queen. Today to me, tomorrow to another. That’s war. That’s life. What, do you
think I should lament and mutter prayers like a papist by the body of my friend? Were we on the Ligurian
strand,\fn{Genoa is the capital of the Province of Liguria } we would crown ourselves with roses and myrtle to celebrate
this wonderful night. In the name of revenge, in the name of victory, come to my arms, wild Beggar: come and be
mine, beautiful heretic!”
With a piercing shriek, Myga van Bergen clung to the posts of the bed on which Antonia Valani’s pale bleeding
body lay stretched. She sought for protection from the dead. But with wild laughter Leone snatched the
unfortunate girl up in his arms. His burning kisses rained on her mouth, on her naked shoulders—
Over his head resounded a dull thud that made the lamp on the ceiling shake. A cry—a wrestling—a second
thud—the stamping and trampling of many feet—wild cries, the sharp report of a gun—the shout of terror and
alarm:
“The Beggars! The Beggars! The Beggars on board! Treachery! Treachery! To arms! To arms!”
“What’s that? Diavolo!” cried the Lieutenant, releasing the girl and reaching for his sword.
The body of Antonio Valani raised itself once more from its bloody couch; once more the staring eyes opened
wide and fixed themselves on the Lieutenant.
“Protect the ship—traitor! Despicable.” A dark stream burst from his mouth. Antonio Valani sank back. This
time death held its booty.
On deck the tumult grew more and more general after the fall of the first watch. The ship’s company, confused,
taken by surprise, turned out with any weapons they could lay their hands on.
“To arms! Treachery! The Beggars!”
Curses—groans—appeals for quarter.
Myga van Bergen fell on her knees at the Lieutenant, drawing his sword, hurried up the cabin stairs. On deck
he stumbled over dead and wounded. The fight was swaying wildly hither and thither, and the Netherlanders’
shouts of triumph and the terrible battle-cry of the Beggars: “Better Turk than Papist!” began to overpower the
call to arms of the Genoese who had been so rudely awakened from their sleep.
And still more and more men were swarming like cat sup the sides of the Andrea Doria. The merchant ships,
and the small warships lying near seemed also to have been overpowered, for from them, too, the noise of battle
resounded, shots were fired, torches shone out.
In despair, Leone della Rota threw himself on the path of his nearest foes, with word and deed encouraging his
men to resistance. In the Spanish guard-house on the quay, a drum awakened and sounded the Spanish révillé.
“The Beggars! The Beggars! The Beggars before Antwerp! Treachery! Treachery! The Beggars in the city!”
Torches moved on the quay; lights appeared in the houses behind the city walls.
“Better Turk than Papist! Victory! Victory! The Black Galley—the Black Galley,” shouted the Beggars on
board the Andrea Doria, carrying all before them. No quarter was given. Those who were not struck or hacked
down were simply thrown overboard. The name of the Black Galley filled the Italians’ hearts with dread, and
broke their courage more than all else. Some fled to the land; many more were cut down in the first surprise of the
attack.
Round the mainmast, in the circle of light cast by the ship’s lantern, a desperate few still struggled. Here
145

Lieutenant della Rota, with the bravest of his men, held his ground, and at last the whole battle was concentrated
at this spot. The deck was slippery with blood, and covered with the dead: many a wild Bggar fell to the sword of
the Italian Lieutenant.
“Courage, brave comrades! To me! They’re sending help from the land. Courage!” cried Leone, striking down
a Zealander; but in his place stood a fresh warrior, stepping over the fallen.
“Forward, Water Beggars! Down with the foreign tyrants! Down with the flag of shame! Down from the mast
with it! Do you know me, foreign scoundrel? Cowardly stealer of girls!”
“Diavolo!” cried the Lieutenant, for a moment paralyzed with fright and amazement. But he pulled himself
together. “So you are not drowned, Beggar? So much the better—eat cold steel then—there!”
“Take that! And that! Myga! Myga! Rescue! Revenge! Take that, you dog. Go to hell, and greet your comrades
there from Jan Norris, the Water-Beggar!”
Leone dell Rota sank to the deck in his blood, and Jan Norris set his foot upon the breast of the fallen man, and
shouted in his face:
“Myga is saved! The ship is taken! Spread those tidings in hell!”
What that he thrust his sailor’s knife into the throat of his deadly enemy. By this time, all the Genoese who had
not saved themselves by flight had fallen. The fight on the Andrea Doria was over, and the Beggars were already
at work on the chains that moored the ship to the quay.
In the cabin, Myga lay unconscious in the arms of Jan, who carried his betrothed out of that dreadful place and
from the dead captain, Antonio Valani, up into the fresh air.
Fighting was still going on on some of the neighboring ships; others were already gliding out into the stream,
steered by the Beggars; and the wild harmonies of the victors’ song rose through the night:
Wilhelmus von Nassaue
Bin ich von deutschem Blut,
Dem Vaterland getreue
Bleib’ ich bis in den Tod—”

From the stern of the Andrea Doria, the trumpeter of the Black Galley sounded the same air, and in a wild
chorus the victorious seamen joined in:—\fn{A note translates: (above) William of Nassau / Of German blood I come, / To
Fatherland most faithful / I’ll be till life is done. (below) That Spaniards you harm bring, / My Netherlands so dear; / When that I think
upon it, / My heart it bleedeth sore.}
Dass euch die Spanier kränken
O Niederlande gut,
Wenn ich daran tu’ denken,
Mein edel Herz, das blu’t.

Even the mortally wounded among the Beggars raised themselves at the sound of the solemn harmonies—
those who could no longer sing, moved their lips to the words of the song. And through its power, Myga van
Bergen came back to life. Laughing and crying in Jan’s arms, she joined in the song of freedom.
“Well, I keep faith! With thunder of cannon and clashing of bells and sounding of trumpets, I am taking you
home. Saved! Saved!” rejoiced Jan.
Shot after shot of warning sounded from the citadel, drum after drum joined in the alarm raised by the drum on
the quay. Sounds that grew even louder announced that the great Flemish city was rousing itself behind its walls
and its ramparts, and many an oppressed, angry heart beat high at the proud, forbidden melody that bade defiance
to the roll of the Spanish drums, and seemed to rise more loudly the more they tried to drown it. The tocsin
sounded now from every tower. There was a rattling and clashing from the city and the citadel down to the quay
—company after company hurrying down to the river.
But proudly and more proudly rang out over the tumult:—\fn{ A note translates: (first verse) My shield and my sure
helper / Art Thou, O Lord my God, / I’ll build on that foundation, / Dear Lord, forsake me not. (second verse) My prayer, that I may faithful
/ Be, serve Thee all the day, / The tyranny that wounds me / Drive far and fast away .}
Mein Schild und mein Vertreuen
Bist du, o Gott, mein Herr,
Auf dich so will ich bauen,
Verlass mich nimmermehr,

146

Dass ich doch fromm mag bleiben,
Dir dienen zu aller Stund’,
Die Tyrannei vertreiben,
Dir mir mein Herz verwund’t.

Thousands upon thousands of hearts, behind the walls that Paciotti had built round the city of Antwerp, were
stirred to sweet trembling by these tones; thousands upon thousands of eyes grew damp because of them.
But this was no time for reflection. The Black Galley had accomplished its greatest feat of arms, now the fruits
of victory must be brought to safety. Protected by the fire of the Black Galley, Jan Norris, commanding the
Andrea Doria, reached the middle of the Scheldt, and sailed slowly downstream past the city. Seven smaller ships
which had been captured, were in front with the Beggars’ ships—the Black Galley closed the procession.
How fiercely it lightened and thundered from the forts of Antwerp; how well the reply came from the ships of
the Beggars, and from the Andrea Doria, which now flying the Beggars’ flag, her sails merrily swollen by the
morning breeze, glided down the stream; how Don Federigo Spinola tore his hair at such an unheard of deed!
Fire from every fort, from every battery beside the river!
The thunder of the cannon had ceased. All the Netherlanders’ ships with their booty, had safely passed the
Spanish forts. But from the distance still echoed the song of 1568:—\fn{ A note translates: Proclaim will I before God / The
Lord, and all His Power, / That I the king disdainèd / And scorn showed, in that hour. / Because I, God the Highest, / In majesty supreme, /
For righteousness and conscience / My service whole must bring }
Vor Gott will ich bekennen
Und seiner ganzen Macht,
Dass ich zu seinen Zeiten
Den Konig hab’ veracht’t,
Weil dass ich Gott dem Herrn,
Der höchsten Majestät,
Hab’ müssen obedieren
In der Gerechtigkeit!

The sounds died away towards the sea, as the Beggars’ proud squadron with its booty, its bloody wounds, and
its glory, glided down stream in the thickening mist. …
104.88 A Tale Of Prince Ferdinand: A Folktale\fn{told by “an old peasant woman” (c.1840?Western Pomerania, Germany (F) 2

)}

Peetsch, Mecklenburg-

In his early years Prince Ferdinand was a rather riotous and godless boy. When he was grown, his father, the
king, one time said to him,
“Ferdinand, instead of playing your godless tricks, you should rather try to make the fair Helena, the beautiful
princess, your wife.”
He did not need to tell him twice. Soon afterward Ferdinand set out for the country where Helena’s father was
king. In the first forest he met an old man in rags, who offered to change clothes with him. This suited the prince
perfectly, for he thus would not be recognized. He therefore agreed. When they parted, the old man said,
“Here, Prince Ferdinand. I wish to give you something which can be quite useful for your journey. Here is a
ring, an orchis\fn{Orchid} root, and a fern. If you put the ring into your mouth, you will be invisible; if you hold
the orchis root near a lock, it will burst open by itself; and if you carry the fern with you, you will be able to hear
for miles around what people are talking about, even if they speak in a low voice.”
Prince Ferdinand went on. Late in the evening he saw a light which was burning before a den far away in the
woods. He went toward this light. Before the den an old woman was washing potatoes. When he asked her for a
night’s shelter, she gave him the good advice to go on in a hurry; the people living there were robbers, and they
would soon come home, and then he would fare ill.
“Well,” said Ferdinand, “I am a robber, too.”
Thus he was allowed to lie down by the stove. When the robbers came home, they were pleased to find a
companion, for they had not been together for very long and had not yet chosen a chief. They agreed that he who
could steal the most on the following day should be their chief.
On the highway the next day Prince Ferdinand came across a Jew with a big herd of fat rams. He went past the
Jew and on purpose dropped his golden sword. Having passed over the next hill, he hid in a bush. The Jew first
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drove his herd on for a while, and when he thought the owner of the sword to be far away, he drove his rams into
the bushes and went back to fetch the sword. In the meantime, however, Prince Ferdinand drove the rams away.
Although none of the other robbers had brought back as much as Ferdinand, they did not make him their chief
yet. They wanted to set out once more the next day.
This time Prince Ferdinand had a Jew who was driving a fat ox walking before him. When he was ahead of
him, the prince loosened a new shoe. The Jew was very much interested in the fine shoe, and as he believed the
other to be lying farther back, he tied his ox to a tree and walked back. Ferdinand, however, went off with the ox.
The robbers still did not make him their chief, and they agreed that he who would bring the greatest amount of
money on the following day should be their chief.
“Well,” said the prince, “that’s a mere trifle, if you can give me a horse.”
They gave him one.
The next day Ferdinand rode to the town where the fair Helena’s father was king. He tied his horse to a tree
outside the town, made himself invisible with the help of his ring, and penetrated the royal treasury. Since the
king had a great amount of money and valuables, the treasury was a fireproof vault with the most ingenious doors
and locks, and whoever would enter there would first have to go through heaven knows how many other rooms
with complicated doors and locks. The prince had only to hold his orchis root to the doors, and all the locks burst
open. He took as much money as he was able to carry and wrote in the treasury and on all the doors the word
“breeches-flap” before leaving. By means of the orchis root the locks were all closed again. The prince wrote
“breeches-flap” on the big drawbridge over which he had to go and on all the houses and street corners he passed;
then he leaped into the saddle with his treasure and rode back to the robber’s den.
Now the robbers, of course, saw that he was their best man and wanted to make him their chief. But Prince
Ferdinand was satisfied to have proved what he was able to do and he traveled on.
Prince Ferdinand went to the town where the fair Helena lived. He applied to a shoemaker as a journeyman.
He told the shoemaker that he would not work but that he would bring him enough money to satisfy him. With the
help of his charms he made his way again and again into the royal treasury, and each time he marked his path by
writing “breeches-flap” everywhere.
At last the king became enraged. He deliberated with his councilors about how to catch Breeches-flap. They
decided to catch him with a ruse on his way to the castle. They would fix a trapdoor on the bridge he passed,
which would cut the head from the body, so that the body would fall into the water, while the head would remain
on the bridge. With the help of his fern, Prince Ferdinand could hear what was being said for ten miles around;
therefore, he knew all about the trap. He decided to outsmart them again.
On the following night, he visited the treasury and took the shoemaker with him. When they drew near the
bridge, Prince Ferdinand told the old man to go on, since he wanted to relieve himself. So the old shoemaker was
beheaded. Prince Ferdinand, however, went invisibly as usual into the treasury, wrote “breeches-flap” again
everywhere (on the drawbridge, too), and took the head of his old master with him. He had to leave the body
behind because he could not get it out of the moat. He told the shoemaker’s wife that her husband had met with an
accident. He consoled her and promised that if she did not tell anybody, she would be well provided for.
The next morning the king was beside himself when he saw that Breeches-flap had again played a trick on
them and had escaped. In order to discover whose body it was they had found, the king ordered the carcass to be
carried from one house to the other through the whole town. He expected the wife of the dead man to burst out
crying at this sight. Prince Ferdinand told his master’s wife what was going to happen and asked her not to betray
him. She promised, but Ferdinand, who knew women, did not trust her. When they came with the corpse, he sat
down by the stove and started cutting wood. Everything happened as he had expected. When the corpse was
dragged past, the old woman went to the window and cried out at the sight,
“Good Lord!”
Prince Ferdinand, however, who was in danger of being discovered, cut his hand at the same moment with the
ax, so that he was bleeding. When the police entered, the woman had to say that she had shouted “Good Lord”
because of her journeyman’s wound. Accordingly, they went on with their corpse, and as nobody in the whole
town recognized it, the king gave orders to hang it on the gibbet outside the town. For he thought that Breechesflap, who had taken the head with him, might try to get the body, too. In order to catch him, he placed twelve
hussars on guard near the gibbet.
Prince Ferdinand bought a horse and a cart. In the cart he put two wicker bottles of wine and a big pot of black
paint. With this carriage he went past the gibbet at night, dressed as an old woman. The hussars had just lit a fire
to warm themselves, for it was deucedly cold. Prince Ferdinand stopped and asked if he could warm himself a
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little. They allowed the old woman to do so. After a while, she asked if the gentlemen wanted to drink a drop of
wine, for she would like to show her gratitude. They accepted with pleasure. She got out the first wicker bottle,
and it was soon empty. The hussars, who liked the stuff, asked her if they could have some more, and finally the
old woman got out the other basket and offered it to them. But Ferdinand had put a sleeping draught into this wine
and, therefore, the twelve hussars fell fast asleep after a short while.
This is what Ferdinand had been waiting for. He quickly got out his pot and painted the fellows all black. Then
he took the corpse, wrote “breeches-flap” on the gibbet, and went away. He buried his master the same night.
The next day when the hussars woke up, they were enraged. They would have liked to run away, but they had
to go to the king and tell him what had happened. The king said,
“This really is too much!”
He tried to think of a way to get Breeches-flap. At last he decided to arrange a big feast for everybody. He
expected Breeches-flap, who was turning up everywhere, to come, too.
Everything was prepared, and the feast was announced. A prince from a distant country, who was of course
Ferdinand, asked the king by letter if he might come as well. The king invited him cordially, and the prince
arrived with princely pomp in a coach with a coachman and two servants.
While they were at the table where different sorts of wine were served, Prince Ferdinand said that he had
brought a barrel of wine from his country and that with the king’s permission he would like them to taste it. And
so they did. The sleeping draught which Prince Ferdinand had again put into it worked at once. After a quarter of
an hour, the whole company was fast asleep. Then Prince Ferdinand wrote “breeches-flap” on the wall, painted
everyone with green paint, which he had brought with him, and disappeared.
When the king and his guests woke up, Prince Ferdinand was invisible among them. The king entreated
Breeches-flap through a servant to step forward: Nothing should happen to him. But Ferdinand remained
invisible. Only when the king asked him for the third time, did he step forth.
The king asked him why he had done all this. Ferdinand said that he did it in order to gain Helena, since his
father told him to ask for her as his wife.
The king agreed immediately, but told Ferdinand that he could have had her more easily.
174.117 Excerpt from From Memory’s Shrine: The Reminiscences Of Carmen Sylva: “Grandmamma”\fn{by
Carmen Sylva aka Elizabeth of Neuwied (1843-1916)} Neuweid, nr. Koblenz, Rhineland Palatanate, Germany (F) 9
… I cannot rightly remember any of my grandparents, for grandmamma, as we all called her, whom I learnt to
know and love in my childhood, was in reality only my mother’s stepmother—my grandfather, the Duke of
Nassau’s, second wife. She was a daughter of the terrible Prince Paul of Wurtemberg, so notorious for the
violence of his temper; and her mother was one of the lovely Princesses of Altenburg, another of whom had been
my grandfather’s first wife, who died in giving birth to my mother, her eighth child. As their mother was a
Princess of Mecklenburg, sister to Queen Louisa of Prussia, my grandmother and the old Emperor William were
first cousins.
Five years had passed since the death of his first wife, before my grandfather could be persuaded to think of
marrying again, so deeply did he regret this good and amiable woman, and so happy had he been with her. But
then, hearing so much said in praise of this young niece of hers, he suddenly determined to see and judge for
himself, whether the good looks and other good qualities with which she was credited, should seem sufficient to
compensate for the slight deafness from which she suffered. So he set off for Stuttgart incognito, even taking the
precaution to disguise himself and muffle up his face, and watching his opportunity, he followed the young
princess home from church, and taking up his stand under her window, listened to her conversation with her
companions, in order to find out whether her infirmity prevented her taking part in it to advantage.
Her beauty and grace so enchanted him, his mind was made up at once, and throwing off the muffler that
concealed his features, he stepped forth in full view of the astonished little group. There was a cry of “Uncle
Wilhelm!” from some of the young people, and then the next moment the intruder had vanished, as quickly as he
came, only to reappear a little later with all due formality, in the character of suitor for the hand of the fair young
girl, whom he carried off as his bride.
It was no such easy matter for her, the scarce eighteen-year-old wife, to enter her new home and take up her
position there, in the house in which, but a short time since, she the young cousin had played, a child herself, with
the other children. Three of these were about her own age; the two elder sons, Adolphus and Maurice, now almost
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grown up, and Therese, the eldest daughter, although only fifteen, very much spoilt and very independent, and too
much accustomed to play the part of mistress of the house and have her own way in everything, to feel disposed
to part with these privileges in favor of anyone else.
It was therefore the very greatest comfort to the youthful stepmother to find herself warmly welcomed by the
youngest member of the family, a real child still, my mother, then a little girl of five with her long fair hair falling
in curls below her waist. The very warmest affection sprang up at once between them, and lasted throughout their
whole lives.
Grandmamma’s own life had been anything but smooth and untroubled from her earliest years, and it is no
wonder that when she one day later on sat down to write her recollections, she should have done so under the title,
Histoire de mes Peines. Her parents’ married life had been excessively unhappy; her father having even, in order
to rid himself of a wife he detested, gone to the length on one occasion of actually hiding a man in her bedroom,
and then bursting in upon her followed by the whole Court, in the hope that his unsuspecting victim’s confusion
might lend her an appearance of guilt! But his diabolical plot fell through, for, all helpless and defenceless as she
was, the poor lady’s innocence was perfectly evident, and her accuser’s character only too well known for anyone
to put faith in anything he said.
It was shortly after this charming exploit that Prince Paul determined to send his daughters to school in France.
I am not sure when it was exactly, whether at an earlier or later date, that he gave them into the care of such an illnatured governess, that they had to suffer for the rest of their lives from the effects of her petty tyranny,
grandmamma’s deafness having been caused, she always believed, from her having been forced by her tormentor
to stand sometimes for a couple of hours at a time, barefoot in her nightdress on the cold stone floor, whilst her
sister Charlotte’s digestion was ruined by her never being allowed to satisfy the cravings of her healthy young
appetite.
They were no better off during their schooldays in France. In the establishment in which their father placed
them, the spirit of the Revolution still prevailed to such an extent, that everyone of aristocratic birth was looked
upon with suspicion, and as for the title of Princess, to bear that was little less than a crime! So that the poor little
Wurtemberg princesses had a hard time of it, mistrusted and shunned by their schoolfellows, who refused even to
let them join in their games, and played all sorts of mischievous tricks on them, whilst the governesses for their
part vented their dislike in imposing on them the most unsuitable tasks—even of a menial description.
Not only from grandmamma herself, but also from her sister, afterwards the Grand Duchess Hélène of Russia,
with whom much of my own girlhood was spent, did I hear all about this. It was she who told me how often in her
sadness and loneliness she would seat herself on the stairs, to watch the movements of the hands of the big clock
opposite, as if that were her only friend and companion, listening through the long dreary hours to its melancholy
ticking, and counting the slow monotonous swinging of the pendulum backwards and forwards.
When the sisters returned to the Würtemberg Court, they were as lonely as ever, for they had become strangers
to everyone, including the King and Queen, during their exile. But soon, the Emperor Nicholas having seen the
one asked for her hand in marriage for his brother Michael; and thus it was that the Princess Charlotte was sent to
Russia in charge of a governess—for she was only fourteen years old—to finish her education and be received
under the name of Hélène into the Orthodox Church as a preliminary to the wedding.
And so grandmamma was left alone and but for the occasional society of her two brothers, more forsaken and
disconsolate than ever. It was when she was eighteen, as I have said, that a change came into her life also, with
her marriage. But the husband with whom she entered her new home was no young man, he was the widower of
her aunt, and she had been accustomed to regard him in the light of an uncle—one of the older generation, rather
to be respected and looked up to than to be treated as an equal. So that my grandfather need have been at no pains
to inspire her with awe for his person and frighten her into submissiveness. However, that there might be no
mistake at all as to the position he intended to assume, the wedding-ceremony was no sooner over, and the newlymarried couple alone in their traveling carriage, than he proceeded to light his pipe, and closing the windows,
smoked hard in her face for a few hours, just to see if she would venture to remonstrate or complain! Needless to
say, she was too well broken in by a long course of severity, to dare to utter a word of protest, and it seems to me
that had her husband but known how joyless her youth had hitherto been, he must have tried rather to cheer her
and raise her spirits, than to crush her still more by the assumption of so brutal an attitude.
Unfortunately in Germany the custom still prevails, of trying to keep women in subjection. A foolish notion
survives among us, that women ought to keep silence, and thus, while our wiser French neighbors demand of their
women-folk to take the lead in all conversation, which they enliven and stimulate with their wit and brilliancy, the
German on the other hand expects members of the other sex to be content to listen in silent admiration, needle in
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hand, while he holds forth ponderously on whatever subject he pleases. The natural reaction from this absurd
tyranny is a sort of revolt of womankind, attended by exaggeration in the opposite direction—a tendency that
certainly deprives its adherents of much of their former grace and charm, whilst it is to be questioned whether
there be any compensating gain in strength.
In all this we have undoubtedly fallen behind our ancestors, for in the old Germanic tribes not only was the
entire rule and management of the household given up to women, but our rude forefathers also reverenced in them
their best friends and counselors, priestesses of the hearth and altar, superior beings in fact. It was only when
Roman institutions had the supremacy, that the contrary opinion came into force, and was carried to the utmost
extremes, it being found convenient to ascribe inferior brain-power to those who were to be reduced to subjection.
I wonder if it never struck any of the wiseacres who propounded this ludicrous theory, that as the propagation of
the human race can only be carried on by the co-operation of the female portion, it must, if the latter be in reality
so woefully inferior, necessarily in course of time deteriorate altogether! Surely, if they were not blinded by their
own vanity, each one of these superior beings must be aware that his first youthful health and physical vigor,
together probably with much of the mental and moral force on which he prides himself, were in the first instance
derived from one of the sex he so looks down upon, and imbibed with his mother’s milk!
What is strangest of all is that women should so long have put up with being treated in this manner. Was it that
they did not think it worth their while to protest, that for all these centuries they have smilingly seen through the
unwarrantable pretensions of their husbands, brothers and sons, calm and confident in their own quiet strength,
which must, if they but chose to put it forth, prevail against irrational blustering? To me, in any case, it would
appear rather a confession of weakness on the part of some of my sisters, when I hear them clamoring for their socalled rights. Which of the old Roman legislators was it, who in helping to frame the laws which press so hardly
on our sex, gave it as his reason, that unless women were firmly kept down, they would soon get the upper hand
altogether, being, as he had the courage and honesty to confess, “so much stronger and cleverer than men!”
My mother has very often told me of her joy at the arrival of the pretty new mamma, who looked so sweet, and
took her in her arms so kindly, as if she felt it a real comfort to find this little one prepared to love her, and to
whom she might try to be a real mother. Not quite as she would have wished though, as she soon found out, for
that would not have fallen in with my grandfather’s views. He wanted his wife for himself, and expected her to be
constantly in her own rooms awaiting his good will and pleasure, and not that he should perhaps be told if he went
to look for her there, that she had gone upstairs to the schoolroom or nursery.
It was for this reason that my mother in her turn had to continue leading a lonely life in her childhood, only
seeing her parents at stated hours, and ever in the greatest dread of her father, who, if he were annoyed at
anything, generally, I regret to say, laid about him with his riding-whip pretty freely. Such energetic modes of
enforcing obedience or expressing disapproval were already somewhat going out of fashion in my childhood, and
I am glad to think how many children there now are who have never received a blow, and are wholly free from the
terrorizing influences under which earlier generations grew up.
My mother’s first impression of her stepmother was, as I have said, one of pure enthusiasm. She was old
enough to feel the charm of a pretty face, and to observe the pride her father took in his young wife’s beauty, and
the intense satisfaction he felt in witnessing the admiration she excited. He was rather fond of teasing his little
daughter with the prospect of very soon finding a husband for her, to which the little girl would reply quite
gravely,
“No, I do not mean ever to get married!”
And her father would cast an enquiring glance at his wife, as if wondering whether she had the air of a victim
of the marriage yoke, to be however promptly reassured by her smile of unaffected amusement at the child’s
ingenuousness. Grandmamma’s first baby did not live, but she had in course of time four other children, who were
to the little elder sister a source of unfailing delight. She would amuse them for hours, telling them the most
wonderful stories, which she made up herself, and the little ones simply adored her. For her own elder brothers
my mother had, as I shall have occasion to relate, an almost passionate attachment. I must speak of them in their
own place, but in this sort of family history, the lives are all so mixed up together, and have so many points of
contact, one must from time to time let a side-light fall on some, whose turn to be treated at length has not yet
come.
The occasional visits which the terrible Prince Paul paid his daughter were rather like the explosion of a bomb
in the household. As an instance of the alarm which his presence inspired, my mother used to relate with
amusement the story of her stepmother’s consternation at finding her one day alone with him for a few minutes,
imitating the tone of commiseration with which she said to her:
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“What, all alone, poor child! Go upstairs and rest!”
It was the only time that she ever heard grandmamma say a word that could imply the slightest dislike to her
father. Her manner towards him was always perfect, and she never criticized his conduct.
My mother was just fourteen, grandmamma therefore only twenty-seven, when my grandfather suddenly died.
Grandmamma was so inconsolable, that for the first week she shut herself up in her own room, refusing to see
anyone, and shedding floods of tears. And yet her married life cannot have been a very cheerful. one. What dreary
evenings those must have been, on which her husband came home tired from his shooting, and fell asleep on the
sofa directly after dinner, his wife and daughters not daring to speak a word, for fear of disturbing his slumbers!
Nor was it perhaps much better, to have at other times to stand the whole evening beside the billiard-table, looking
on at the interminable games he played with his chamberlains.
As for the visits from other Courts, these were mostly terribly stiff and formal affairs, and if, as was sometimes
the case, the Rhine-steamers bringing the expected guests were delayed, then it meant several hours of tedious
waiting. Standing about waiting was part of the daily business of Court life, and children were not spared, they
had to do just like the rest. As for asking them if they were tired or bored, that occurred to nobody; it was the
proper thing and had to be done, and that was enough.
It was only much later that I could at all appreciate what infinite tact must have been requisite on
grandmamma’s part, to enable her, the young widow with her little children, to take up exactly the right position
towards her stepson, now Duke of Nassau, so little younger than herself. But her innate sense of the fitness of
things pointed out to her exactly the right line of conduct, and it was with the most perfect womanly dignity and
grace that she settled down at once into the part of the middle-aged, one might say the elderly woman, which she
had decided should henceforth be hers.
She had a stately way of receiving visitors, nearly always standing, and with the doors on all sides thrown wide
open. Even her doctor was accustomed to stand and talk to her, or else would walk up and down with her, hat in
hand, through the rooms with their big folding-doors opening one into the other. All this perpetual living on view
as it were, this lack of privacy, seemed to us then perfectly natural—one is always inclined to take the difficulties
in the lives of others as a matter of course, especially if they themselves accept them unmurmuringly. So that it
never even occurred to me how frightfully dull and monotonous was the life grandmamma led—just the same
little round of duties and occupations day by day, a drive to the same spot at the same hour, varied only by a little
walk while the carriage waited for her, and just the same set of people received in audience over and over again.
There could of course never be any pleasure to her in receiving visitors, on account of her deafness, but she
never let this interfere with the enjoyment of others, and nothing pleased her so much as to sit, smiling and serene,
in the midst of a crowd of gay and laughing young people, whose words she could not hear, but whose bright
laughing faces enabled her to share in their mirth. It is in looking back on them now, that such details throw fresh
light for me on the inner meaning of that beautiful and serene, yet in reality solitary existence, and I reflect on the
amount of silent endurance, the long practice in self-restraint and self-sacrifice, all the disappointments and
disenchantments, by which in the end that appearance of placid content, of sweet and smiling resignation, had
been acquired.
My own happiest hours were those spent with grandmamma. Oh! how we loved everything about her—her
house, that pretty house, standing on a hill covered with rose-trees, so that it was a perfect bower of roses during
the summer months, and inside fragrant the whole year round with the perfume of the flowers that filled it
everywhere! She had at first taken another house in Wiesbaden, for she insisted on moving from Biebrich directly
after her husband’s death, in order to give up the Castle to his eldest son, who then had this house built on purpose
for her, and in it she lived the whole of her widowed life. It was called after her the “Paulinenpalais,” and bore
that name still for many years after her death. But now it has been sold, has passed into other hands, and retains
nothing of the charm that belonged to it in grandmamma’s time.
How well I remember every nook and corner of it, each one endeared to me by some special association, and
with grandmamma’s presence pervading it all—the drawing-room we thought so lovely, with its oriental
decorations, in imitation of the Alhambra, and her dear little boudoir, with its soft blue hangings, and the
delicately scented note-paper on her writing-table, of the special pale green tint she always used, for the sake of
her somewhat weak eyes.
And what lovely fine crochet-work was done by those beautiful hands of hers, gloved or ungloved. One wore
gloves much more in those days, it was considered a duty to take care of one’s hands, and would have been
condemned as a mark of excessive ill-breeding, to hold out a hand that was not beautifully cared for, for others to
kiss. Very rarely though did one give one’s hand at all. It is very different now-a-days, when young princes
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content themselves with a silent shake of the hand, and young princesses too find nothing to say, and put it on the
ground of their shyness.
My mother knew what it meant to suffer from shyness, she hardly ever entered the drawing-room in her youth
without having shed tears beforehand, so terrible an ordeal was it to her, but she knew what would have awaited
her had she not at once gone round the circle of guests speaking to each in turn. Nor did grandmamma’s deafness
ever prevent her from entering into conversation with each person presented to her, finding the right thing to say
to each one, whilst only her heightened color betrayed to those who knew her well, the torture it was to her to go
on talking thus, without hearing more than a chance word here and there of the other’s replies.
It was in her drawing-room that I took unconsciously my first lessons in deportment, her way of holding a
reception seeming to me so gracious and so natural, I felt that no better model could be found. To me she was
invariably of the most exquisite kindness, but I should never have taken it into my head to be otherwise than
extremely respectful towards her. I was never happier than when sitting at her feet, playing with the tips of her
delicate tapering fingers, which she left in my clasp, whilst she went on conversing with the others. Sometimes
she took me out for a drive, and I felt very proud at being alone with her in the carriage.
“Sit very upright,” she used to say, “and then people will think you are grown-up!”
But the greatest delight of all was to be allowed to be present at grandmamma’s toilet, to watch her hair being
dressed, and see her arrange her curls, as she always did herself, with her own hands. Her hair was coiled round at
the back, and a piece of black lace hung over it, and then in the front the mass of soft little curls shaded her
forehead most becomingly, after the fashion of her youth, to which she always clung. Nor did she ever change the
style of her dress, during all the years of her widowhood. Her dressing-room seemed to me quite a little sanctuary,
so dainty and sweet, with the delicious smell of the rose-water she used to bathe her eyes, and all the beautiful
glass-stoppered bottles set out on the toilet-table, and yet there were no toilet arts or mysteries at all, nothing that
need be concealed from a child’s gaze.
Grandmamma often stayed with us for months together, for my mother and she were intensely fond of one
another, and there was even a great likeness between them, which was not surprising, as they were first cousins.
She wrote a great deal, had a special facility with her pen, and many a document for the use of her stepson was
drawn up by her. French she wrote with perhaps even greater ease, always employing that language for any notes
she made for her own reference, for it was of course the language of her youth, being spoken exclusively at the
German Courts in the old days. My mother also spoke it before she could speak German, hardly knowing a word
of the latter language at the time of her father’s second marriage.
*
The year 1848, so full of unrest throughout Europe, did not pass unfelt in Nassau. My uncle, the Duke, was
absent when the revolution broke out, and an angry mob collected round grandmamma’s palace in Wiesbaden,
and even began piling faggots at every corner, with the evident intention of setting it on fire. Then when popular
excitement was at the highest pitch, two or three delegates of the revolutionary party came up to demand of any
members of the ducal family the signing of the new constitution.
There was no time for reflection; grandmamma had to sign the paper herself, and let her son Nicholas, a boy of
fourteen, do the same, and then she took up her stand on the balcony, with what outward calm she might, but in
her heart longing for her stepson to return and restore order. At last, to her relief, she perceived the plumes of his
helmet on the other side of the square, and soon could recognize him, in full uniform, making his way quietly on
foot through the thickest of the crowd. He had heard the news of the revolution at Frankfort, and jumping on the
first railway-engine that left, came back with all speed. In her joy grandmamma waved her handkerchief as a
signal, and in a moment, from all the houses round, whose inmates had been watching the course of events behind
closed windows, countless handkerchiefs were waving also, notwithstanding the danger of thus attracting to
oneself a shot from the insurgents. There was an anxious pause whilst the Duke came forward to the edge of the
balcony, and leaning over, called down into the crowd below, in a clear and decided if not very well-pleased tone
of voice:
“The engagement my mother and brother have entered into for me, I will fulfill!”
The last syllable echoing across the square with cutting emphasis, as I have often been told by those who were
present at the scene.
Nassau was a gem among the states of Germany. There was an alliterative saying about the sources of the
country’s wealth: from water, in the first place, for besides the Rhine flowing through it, there were all the
magnificent mineral and medicinal springs; then its wine, the very best in Germany, and in the whole world! Next,
the woods, of such splendid and luxuriant growth, and the home of innumerable wild creatures—feathered and
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four-footed game of all sorts! As for wheat, there were corn-fields in abundance, enclosed by fruit trees, whose
branches were drooping with their load; and last, though not least, the ways, those roads for which the land was
famous—the so-called vicinal ways—were as good as the finest highways elsewhere. With all this, rates and taxes
were things unknown, in that fortunate country, in those halcyon days.
The state was prosperous, the reigning family wealthy, and any deficit in the revenue was supplied by the
gaming-tables at Wiesbaden. As these were only open to foreigners, neither the townspeople nor the innocent
country-folk around were ever exposed to the temptations and dangers so eloquently set forth in certain
pamphlets. There, the misery of the peasantry is depicted in moving terms—honest families reduced to the direst
poverty after losing their little all in the gambling-saloons!
But it so happened that no peasant was ever admitted inside the doors, or had he succeeded in gaining
entrance, he would very speedily have been turned out, before he had time even to watch the play, much less stake
his own money! An officer in the army seen there would have been immediately cashiered, nor was access to the
tables granted to any magistrate or functionary, or to anyone belonging to the territory. It is not that I wish to
undertake the defence of gambling, but, apart from the question of its intrinsic immorality, so much that is
erroneous has been written on the subject and has come to my own notice, that I cannot refrain from stating here
the facts of the case, as they are known to me.
For Nassau it may emphatically be said, that the institution only benefited the country, very materially adding
to its prosperity, without doing it any harm at all.
On rainy days, our favorite walk was under the arcades, where we wandered up and down, looking in at the
shop windows, that seemed to me an Eldorado, with all the treasures they displayed. And never shall I forget my
sensations, the day that for the first time I possessed a whole thaler of my own, to spend as I liked! I drove with
grandmamma to the Arcade, and we got out there, that I might make my purchase. Now I had long since set my
heart on the loveliest little basket, lined with pink silk, which I had often gazed at with longing eyes, thinking it
quite an unattainable object.
“That costs a gulden,” said the shopkeeper, in answer to my somewhat embarrassed question, for it seemed to
me rather an indelicate thing to ask the price of anything, a feeling I have not altogether got over to this day. A
gulden! my spirits sank.
“Ah! I have only a thaler!”
“But that is a great deal too much,” replied the friendly shop-man, with whom I was delighted, as in addition to
my purchase, he handed me back numberless little coins, with which I at once bought several other charming
knick-nacks. For I could not tolerate the idea of taking a single pfennig home with me. To have money in one’s
pocket seemed to me already then a real misfortune, and I have never changed in that respect.
How should one change? Does one not remain the same from the cradle to the grave? And what a number of
pretty little things I had for my money! Some of them I have to this day, for I could not bear to part with them,
and brought them with me to Romania.
*
The year 1856 saw us for the last time all assembled round grandmamma, in the month of February, to
celebrate her forty-fifth birthday. I was just twelve years old, but already so familiar with the outward signs of illhealth and sickness, that the change in her appearance at once astonished and even disquieted me. It was the
strange bright patch of red on each cheek that struck me especially. Her complexion had always remained
brilliant, and her cheeks rosy, but now they were much redder, and I seemed to be encircled by a hard line that
made the skin around look whiter than ever. I think she had also a little dry hacking cough. It soon became evident
that her lungs were attacked, her fits of coughing were accompanied by hemorrhage, and the doctors pronounced
her to be in a decline. We saw but little of my mother that spring and summer, as she was constantly in
Wiesbaden, the invalid always asking for her, and liking no other nursing so well as hers. Already early in July it
was announced that there was no longer any hope, and my mother, whose perpetual dread it was that my naturally
impulsive nature should gain more and more the upper hand, counting on the solemn impressions of such a scene
to sober me for life, resolved to take me with her to the death-bed.
Such an experience was indeed well calculated to damp a child’s high spirits, and it remains with me as the
most vivid recollection of my youth. For accustomed as I was to sickness and suffering, death I was yet
unacquainted with. And now, all at once, I was to see someone die!
But what a radiant, blissful death that was! The evening before she passed away, grandmamma seemed
positively transfigured. A rapturous expression was on her face, as she lay there stretching out her arms towards
something that was seen by her alone, and repeating with marked emphasis the words “at four o’clock!” For many
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hours we all sat or knelt round her bed, until at last my mother sent me away to get a little sleep, promising to
have me awakened when the end approached.
I stopped to press my lips once more to the dear wasted hand, and at that grandmamma opened her eyes,
looked at me and smiled, and her lips shaped themselves as if to give me a kiss. My eyes were running over with
tears, as I stooped over her for that last kiss. Even then, almost in her death-agony, her natural sweetness and
affability never deserted her for a moment, and as with her failing eyes she caught sight of a doctor who had been
summoned in haste, with one of her own peculiarly graceful gestures she pointed to a chair by her bedside,
begging him to be seated.
Meanwhile, in the next room, still, in my little dressing-gown I had thrown myself on a camp bedstead that had
been placed there for anyone able to snatch a few minutes’ rest, and had fallen into an uneasy sleep, until a little
before four o’clock my mother woke me, everyone thinking that the end must come then.
In these few hours I found that a great change had taken place—still the same hot flush on the cheeks, but the
eyes sunken, and without the slightest look of consciousness, and her breath coming in short quick gasps. I
trembled all over. Through the door open into the boudoir beyond, I could see the old clergyman, Pastor Dilthey,
who had officiated both at my mother’s confirmation and at her marriage, sitting there in his full canonicals, grave
and imposing, waiting to perform the last solemn rites. The room was left in darkness, only the first rays of
morning stealing in through the closed shutters flickered strangely here and there, and fell over the old pastor’s
silvery hair, making his pale serious face look still more grave and pale.
I watched him from the doorway, but felt in too great awe to go up and speak to him, so I stole up quietly to
grandmamma’s writing-table, and looked once more at all the little articles standing on it, with which I had
sometimes been allowed to play and all of which had the scent of the filagrée vinaigrettes she kept among them.
The hands of the little clock there already pointed to four when she suddenly began to breathe a little more freely,
and the danger seemed no longer so imminent.
We knelt round her bed, without a sound, except when one or other of her daughters, unable to control her
sobs, was immediately called to order by my mother lest the calm of the death-bed should be disturbed. And so
the hours passed. I grew more and more tired.
Then, between one and two o’clock that afternoon, a terrific storm broke out. The open windows banged to and
fro, the rain splashed and dashed against the window-panes, the thunder rolled, and grandmamma’s breath came
in fitful gasps. She could no longer swallow even the few drops of water that were held to her lips. So the storm
raged on, and her breathing grew more painful and irregular, and I knelt on like the rest at her bedside, when
suddenly I knew no more, all grew dark before my eyes, and I had fallen forward, my dark curls streaming across
my mother’s feet, fast asleep. Or was it perhaps in reality faintness that had overcome me, and that then passed
into the sound sleep of childhood, worn out as I was with the unwonted hours of watching and fasting I had gone
through? It is very possible, for I had eaten nothing for the last four-and-twenty hours, and was exhausted with
kneeling and with all the tears I had shed.
When I came to myself again, the storm had spent its fury, the flashes of lightning were less frequent, the
thunder only went on rumbling in the distance, the rain had stopped, and a ray of sunshine streamed into the room
and right across the face of the dying woman, whose breathing was still slower and feebler. At last, as the big
belfry clocks in the town began to strike the hour, one after the other, there were still longer pauses between the
gasps for breath. I saw then for the first time what it means to smile from sheer despair.
Good old Dr. Fritze, who had attended grandmamma all her life, and who literally idolized her, had seated
himself on the bed and lifted her in his arms, to try to ease her breathing a little. When the clocks began striking,
he smiled, and said aloud, “one more breath!” and then, “one more!” and again, “and just one more!” And after
that there was a deathly silence, whilst the old Black Forest clock above her head struck four. Her daughters hid
their faces in the pillows to stifle their sobs, and the deep rich voice of the old pastor rang out in words of solemn
prayer.
Then the head of the family, the Duke of Nassau, rose to his feet, and stretching out his hand across the
sleeping form, called on his brother and sisters to unite with him in the vow that her dear memory should hold
them together in all things henceforth, just as if she were still living in their midst. Their tears fell fast over the
still white face, so unmoved in death, as they joined hands with him in answer to his appeal. The one daughter, the
Princess of Waldeck, was so beside herself with grief, that it took all my mother’s firmness to enable her to regain
her composure, the latter being indeed a tower of strength to them all in that sad hour.
After a little while we were all sent away, in order that the laying out of the corpse might be attended to, before
too great rigidity should have set in, and once more I became sadly conscious of the shortcomings of human
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nature, at least in my own person, as the pangs of hunger began to assert themselves, after this prolonged fast. It
was perhaps not very astonishing, considering my youth, that I should have been able to enjoy even at such a
moment the repast which was now provided for me, but I felt terribly ashamed of myself, above all that the
servants waiting on me should see me eating with such hearty appetite, and I wondered if everyone thought me
very hard-hearted! Had I not fallen asleep just at the wrong moment too? I felt thoroughly small, and there was no
one to comfort me with the assurance that it was not my heart that was in fault, but only my poor little body
demanding its rights!
In the one drawing-room, that which was known as the “sisters’-room,” as it had specially belonged to my
aunts, three beds were put up, and here my mother and I were to sleep together with her youngest sister, for the
house was so over-full that proper accommodation was wanting, the dining-room, the largest room of all, being
converted into a chapelle ardente. Of this last detail I knew nothing. I had been so simply brought up, the ways of
a Court were unfamiliar and even quite distasteful to me.
*
Next morning I was up betimes, and without disturbing anyone I crept out into the garden, taking with me the
first tablecloth that came to hand, and this I filled with all the roses I could gather, fresh fragrant roses, still wet
with dew, to take to grandmamma. Without a word to anyone, I made my way upstairs very softly to her room,
and began placing my roses in a big garland round her. I did not feel at all afraid at first, but in course of time the
intense stillness began to affect me, so that I was quite glad when Fraulein von Preen, grandmamma’s lady-inwaiting, came into the room with one or two of the maids and helped me to arrange my flowers.
The day passed slowly, chiefly taken up with giving orders for mourning, bonnets of the correct shape, with
the point coming very low down on the forehead, and long crape veils, falling right over the heavy folds of the
black woolen dresses with their long trains. I too was to have a little black woolen dress, and that made me sadder
than ever, it seemed to me such a melancholy garb.
The following morning I again got up as early as possible, feeling rather impatient to see my aunt go on
sleeping so soundly, for she was never an early riser, and had not yet made up for the rest she had lost. But I
hardly knew what to do with myself, having been told that I could not go to see grandmamma today, and I turned
and twisted about restlessly in the room.
All at once I caught sight of a sheet of grandmamma’s own special pale green note-paper, with something
written on it in her hand-writing, lying on a table. Young as I was, I quite understood that one must not read every
paper one sees lying about: my mother never even opened a letter addressed to me, so as to set me the example of
the respect due to private correspondence. But this paper lay spread wide open for everyone to see, and was
evidently not a letter at all, that much was clear to me, notwithstanding my short-sight. It was certainly allowable,
I told myself, to look at dear grandmamma’s handwriting once more.
It turned out to be a translation of some English verses—a poem of Longfellow’s, which is known to
everybody, but with which I first made acquaintance then, through the medium of grandmamma’s German
version. The first verse of the original runs:
The day is cold, and dark, and dreary,
It rains, and the rain is never weary;
The vine still clings to the mouldering wall,
And at every gust the dead leaves fall,
And the day is dark and dreary.

Quick as thought I had made a copy of the verses, and leaving the paper where I found it, I was reading my
treasure through once more when my aunt awoke and called her sister, and it was only then that I noticed that my
mother must have been up and dressed before me, as she had already left the room. Thrusting my beloved verses
back in my pocket, I softly approached my aunt’s bedside, wishing her good morning.
“Good morning!” she replied, continuing with a sigh: “today is my birthday!”
“Oh!” I said, and could find no more to say. I felt perfectly well how unkind and unfeeling I must appear, I
quite understood how tragic it was for her, to celebrate her eighteenth birthday beside her mother’s open coffin, I
was simply choking with affection and sympathy—but I could not get out a single word to express what I felt.
And what indeed could a small child say to help and console! Myself I had just found great comfort in those
beautiful verses, and I longed to show her these, but was not quite sure whether I had done right in copying them,
and so my poor aunt and I just went on looking at one another in silence, when fortunately my mother came in,
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breaking the ice with the warmth of her presence, and, finding exactly the right thing to say, in the fewest words
possible, as she folded her sister in her arms. I withdrew, very quietly, leaving them together, and that was perhaps
the only sensible thing that I did, or could have done, under the circumstances.
*
The next few days were the most gloomy and depressing of all, with the lying in state in the chapelle ardente,
in which grandmamma seemed to have become something so distant and removed from me, all shrouded in lace,
and with tapers burning round her, high up and scarcely to be seen from the steps of the catafalque on which we
could only kneel and pray—no longer my own dear grandmamma round whom I might strew roses, but
something cold and strange, and far-off, at which crowds came to stare—a mere show! I wanted to think of her
still as I had seen her the evening before her death, glorified, as it were, and already belonging to that other and
better world, on the threshold of which she stood; it was on this picture my thoughts loved to dwell, and on the
memory of her last kiss, and of the magnificent storm which raged while she was drawing her last breath.
Everything that had come afterwards was dull and commonplace in comparison—a pageant, out of which the
loftiness and sanctification had departed out of this chilling atmosphere.
I withdrew then more and more into myself, cherishing these sacred recollections, and above all musing over
my priceless treasure, the poem I had discovered, and which seemed to me like a message from grandmamma
herself; so much must the words have meant to her, I fancied I could hear her voice speaking through them; and
so little heed did I in consequence pay to what was going on around me, that of the actual funeral ceremonies, at
some portion of which in any case I must have been present, I have no remembrance at all. I must have passed
through it all as if in a dream, and there is altogether a blank in my mind concerning it.
*
Aunt Sophie, the youngest sister of my mother, returned with us to Monrepos, and took up her abode with us
for a time. She became betrothed, still in her deep mourning, to the Prince of Sweden, who suddenly made his
appearance in our midst, I could not at all make out why. And I was just as much puzzled to know why, one
evening when my aunt and Fraulein von Bunsen were playing Haydn’s Seven Words from the Cross, as arranged
by Neukomm for piano and organ, the prince should so persistently have kept his eyes fixed on my aunt, who was
only playing the piano, whilst as everyone knows, the organ, which Fraülein von Bunsen was playing, is the far
more important part!
He, however, never took his gaze off my aunt, who certainly looked very interesting with her well cut profile
thrown up by the long black veil. Later on I understood a little better what it meant, after I had heard him sing
Adelaide to my aunt’s accompaniment, with all the power of his fine tenor voice, and with a fervor of expression
which I have never heard since.
Life seemed to go on again then just as before, only dear grandmamma’s place was empty. I remember too,
being present when the question of her tombstone was being discussed. It had been her especial desire, not to be
put inside a vault, but to be buried under the open sky, and it seemed to me that it was a very poor way of carrying
out her wish, if after all a great heavy stone monument were to be raised above her, on which no flowers could
ever grow, nor the sunshine and the rains of heaven penetrate it. Only of course my opinion was not asked, and I
kept it to myself, not at all convinced by the explanation given, that the grave, if left open to the sky, and not
covered by any sort of tombstone, would in course of time look very neglected and uncared for. What a much
better plan it were, to keep the houses, or at any rate the rooms, which people have lived in, sacred to their
memory, by leaving them just as they were when they inhabited them, filled with the spirit of the past! That would
be a true and living monument, and would speak with far greater eloquence than all the epitaphs and inscriptions,
so soon effaced and forgotten.
With regard to myself, my mother had certainly accomplished the purpose she had in view, perhaps even more
fully than she had intended, my natural tendency to melancholy, which seldom showed itself on the surface, being
fostered and encouraged by events of such gravity. The poetic impulse grew stronger, but was kept just as secret
as all the rest of my inner life. I was always writing verses, trying my hand even at a novel, and now to all the old
ideals stirring confusedly within me, new visions from without came flashing across my brain, suggested by the
scenes of death and mourning I had just passed through.
I saw again the dimly lighted chamber, the first rays of dawn stealing through upon the silvery hair and
motionless form of the old pastor, and playing over all the inanimate objects, that seemed to take no part in what
was going on. And yet—had not her own little clock stood still at the hour of four? That then had known and
understood!
But I told no one my impressions and sensations, my deepest and strongest feelings I had ever been
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accustomed to keep to myself, it being impossible to me to overcome the reserve that, unfortunately for me,
accompanied so highly-strung and impulsive a temperament. The effort to unlock my soul would have cost me too
much, and I felt instinctively that to impart its tumult, even had I been able to do so, would have been by no
means a welcome proceeding to those around me. It was all too strong, too wild, too violent. So I shut myself up
as before, and went on living in a world of my own, very much more true and real, it seemed to me, than the outer
world, in which most of my fellow-creatures were content to live.
*
Before the year was over, my father’s mother was also dead. But I had never known her—her mind had been
affected for many years, and none of us ever saw her. So that I could not mourn for her, as for the grandmamma I
had known and loved, and it was to the latter my thoughts flew back once more, as I knelt beside the coffin of her
who had once ruled, as wife and mother, in the home to which she now only returned for her last long slumber. It
was for her I wept again, rather than for this unknown grandmother, sorrow for whom was also somewhat crushed
by the funeral pomp and ceremony. It left me merely a little sadder and more thoughtful than before, as having
had yet another lesson in the vanity of all earthly things. …
104.93 Helping To Lie: A Folktale\fn{told by Wihelmine Schröder (1855Germany (F) -1

)}

Brackrade, Schleswig-Holstein,

There was a nobleman who liked to tell terrible lies, but sometimes he got stuck.
Once he wanted to hire a new servant. When one came to offer his services, the nobleman asked him if he
could lie.
“Well,” he said, “if it’s got to be!”
“Yes,” said the nobleman, “I sometimes get stuck telling lies. Then you will have to help me.” One day they
were in an inn, and the nobleman was as usual telling lies:
“Once I went hunting and I shot three hares in the air.”
“This is not possible,” said the others.
“Then you better fetch my coachman,” he said, “to bear witness.” They fetched him.
“Johann, listen, I have just been telling these gentlemen about the three hares I shot in the air. Now you tell
them how that was.”
“Yes, sir. We were in the meadow, and a hare came jumping through the hedge, and while it was jumping out,
you shot and it was dead. Afterward, when it was cut open, there were two young hares inside.”
Of course the others could say nothing to this. On their way home the nobleman said that it was well done.
“Well sir,” said Johann, “the next time you tell lies, try to keep out of the air. On firm ground it will be easier
for me to help you.”
161.166 Excerpt from Eros Invincible\fn{by Ricarda Hutch (1864-1947)} Brunswick, Lower Saxony, Germany (F) 10
… I was born in a Hanseatic city of North Germany: a place which I can never recollect without a curse and a
tear. My father was a wealthy merchant, as were all the men of importance there. They constituted a definite type.
Much traveled, they were men of the world, with a certain polish and the dignified yet affable manner of those
who have to submit themselves often to the hypercritical gaze of foreigners. They bore themselves with a
distinction and an ease not to be found in many walks of life, and I can still take pleasure in imagining myself
transported back into their midst. They had cares in plenty, but not of the petty, sordid kind, for with them
everything was on the grand scale; and as long as they were taking an active part in affairs they had abundance of
money and spent it freely. They had not the highest culture, but they did not need it—yet they would not for the
world have appeared to lack it.
Life, in my youthful environment, had a Phreacian splendor and beauty. Our family lived as did the rest of our
caste, but we were somewhat different. On my father’s side, the family had not always belonged to this Hanseatic
city; my father’s father had been the first of his line to settle there. My ancestors had been clergymen, but had
bequeathed to their posterity none of their clerical qualities except a taste for learning and a certain tendency to
the spiritual.
The Ursleus in the old days were probably religious fanatics; yet all my kinsmen that I remember had
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discarded religion as a prejudice which they found out of harmony with our times. These Ursleus were interested
in poetry, in the arts and in science, only as laymen and dilettantes, it is true, but with genuine sincerity and
enthusiasm, and not as the other Phreacians, to whom these preoccupations were merely topics of drawing-room
conversation. Most of our social life was within our own family, anyway, which was numerous enough to occupy
us.
My father, Ludolf Ursleu, the elder, was unfortunately obliged to consume his magnificent powers in business.
Out of consideration for us, and out of a certain aesthetic pride, he kept his cares to himself, for he regarded
money-making as a necessary evil and despised it. In our home, it was understood that the true duty of a man was
to wear his life as a jewel or as a beautiful garment, to carry his head high and to maintain an unruffled calm. Of
this, my father’s ideal of dignity, my mother was the happy consummation.
How beautiful she was! Yet, when one looked at her, one did not at once think of her beauty, for she was
perfect and therefore not as striking as a woman with born defects. When looking at her and talking to her, one
became animated and interesting; and as nearly as I can tell, women accepted this superior attraction of hers as a
matter of course, without a thought of envy. She never gave herself any of the airs of a reigning beauty—she
never took herself quite seriously enough—yet she had a naïve delight in her good looks; and like a child or a
savage, she might have put on brightly-colored glass beads and laughed at her reflection in a pool, without
realizing that it was she who was the original of that radiant image. She was unspoiled and spontaneous as a
spring welling up in the midst of a primeval forest.
When I was a child, I used to gaze at her and wonder how she would look when old. I wondered indeed, for
that was as impossible to conceive as the Venus of Milo with wrinkles. She seemed in truth to be as one of the
ever-felicitous Immortals. My father himself was a strong and handsome man, but thought and worry and the
years had left their marks on him. When I read the myth of the Goddess of the Dawn and the undying but not
eternally youthful husband who withered perpetually in her rosy arms, I thought of my parents, not as they were
then, but as I could imagine them at a future time.
Such a comparison would never have occurred to my mother, who hardly thought about herself at all and who
certainly was not sentimental. I think, too, that she was incapable of a passionate emotion. There was a definite
connection between her beauty and her happy nature; she could not have experienced a feeling so violent as to
mar her serene beauty.
I, the first-born child, was named for my father. Inwardly and outwardly I resembled him very little, but
sufficiently to feel my relationship to him very strongly when in contact with other people. I was more volatile
than he. For that reason, I passed a stormier youth than he would have permitted or desired for himself; but my
youth left me sooner than his, and I became a morose dotard at an age when he had still been a personable man.
I had a younger sister, Galeide, who will play an important part in this narrative. Since she was not nearly so
beautiful as my mother, we never considered her appearance; but in fact she was a little delight, soft and round
and good to hold on one’s lap, like a quiet and contented kitten. She was greatly spoiled and indulged, and usually
she responded with tolerant indifference. I must say, however, that she could also be very tender and affectionate,
when she was so inclined, and she was unfriendly to no one. She liked to have her own way, and wanted never to
be alone. When she could find no companion, she lay in the sun and played make-believe with the clouds, or
daydreamed; and usually she kept with her a kitten, a rabbit or some other pet, seeming generally to prefer
animals to people. It was odd how, as early as I can remember, animals came to her instinctively and grew tame in
her presence. Because she was ordinarily so gentle and quiet, the family used to call her “the good child” or “good
little Galeide.”
I did not join them in this, but always insisted that Galeide was not really good at all, but that she did exactly
as she pleased, and it merely so happened that her whims usually coincided with the pleasure of those about her.
Toward me, she was always very tender; and although I was several years older than she, her tenderness was often
quite maternal. It was strange indeed how she could be so child-like and so motherly at the same time; but she
was a mother and a child as long as she lived, and many other things besides, as I shall hereafter relate.
*
Anyone who describes my native city as beautiful, loves wide, straight streets, large, cleanly houses, and
quadrangular parks. I myself detest them. There are old quarters in the city, too, but their antiquity is manifest in
dirt and gloom and tortuousness, not in an aspect of dignity and rich association. One ought to live in Swabia, in
one of the age-old cities of the Empire, where one can wander about as in some charming legend of the past. In
my boyhood, of course, I did not know that such cities existed; and, with my inexperience, I should perhaps not
have understood and appreciated them if I had.
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Nature is different; we are born with an apprehension of her language. She is man’s oldest and truest friend:
The man at whose cradle she is not present and whose youth she does not protect is under a curse; his spirit never
unfolds; his heart can never open wholly; he is like a seed on which the sun has not shone. I should have turned
out better if I had been born in Switzerland. I know I had not a bad disposition, and but for a very little that was
lacking in me, I think I might really have amounted to something. But, be it great or small, if there is that certain
lack in one’s nature, one makes a botch of life.
When I was a boy of thirteen, my parents took me to Switzerland. At that time, I was still tolerably studious,
well-behaved and sensible. When I had been in the mountains for a time and had grown accustomed to them, a
true happiness, such as I had never imagined, came over me. I loved the woods and the snow-capped mountain
peaks with wild tenderness and with humble awe. I can still recapture my innocent and blissful feelings of that
time, and I contemplate them with deep emotion. I can still see the trusting little boy under the majestic, kindly
pine trees or amid the huge boulders, staring at the weather-beaten faces of the cliffs.
Galeide was with us, and she romped about amid this magnificent scenery with great delight, but without a
sign of surprise, as if she had always been used to. primeval Nature. While I was fond of roaming about through
the lovely forests in the valley, she liked only the high mountains; and for so young a child, she was an
astonishingly hardy and sure-footed climber. When we arrived on a promontory, she would spring ahead, with a
bacchantic cry of triumph, and shake her curls in the wind. This would exasperate me, for I thought it the behavior
of a wild Indian, and most unbecoming in a nice little girl. When I consider it now, I tell myself that, at all events,
it was characteristic of my sister Galeide.
Once, while we were in the mountains, somebody made her the present of a marmot. She was absurdly pleased
with it, and I was greatly disgusted. I was particularly incensed at the imbecilic way she carried on with the beast,
which she seemed to consider more important than any human being. When we went back to our home in the city,
the mountain animal was naturally quite out of place, and it was taken away from her. This bereavement threw her
into a violent fever. I can still see her huddled in a gilt plush chair, crooning weirdly in her delirium. Her
condition, which was obviously unfeigned, was so alarming that my parents were presently obliged to return the
animal to her.
Yet, her behavior when it died was most remarkable. She had been away at the time, and the whole family was
apprehensive of the consequences of this shock to Galeide’s tender nature. No one wanted to break this dreadful
news to her, though actually it should have inspired every reasonable and cleanly occupant of the house to joyful
hymns of thanksgiving. At length, with the greatest delicacy, we told her of her loss.
Not a tear came to her eyes. She stroked the furry little body tenderly and expressed, in the loveliest fashion,
her pity for the beast, the thread of whose happy life had been cut so early. Nor did she forget him, but was always
telling anecdotes of Urselino, as she had named the wretched creature; and she never wanted to possess another. I
always suspected that she derived a melancholy pleasure from the touching picture which the episode had
bequeathed to her cabinet of memories.
While my little sister was occupied with these simple and childish emotions, I was engaged in my first
romance. I cannot refrain from telling this proper little story—it is so innocent and poignant, and so very different
from what I shall afterwards have to record. If only I could have retained the soul of a thirteen-year-old boy!
Then, many things would not have come about, which gave me little pleasure at the time and which I now recall
with deep shame.
As for my romance: we were beside the indescribably beautiful Wallensee, which has a reputation for sudden,
violent storms. I loved it the more for its resistance to those who wrested their living from it, and was sure that it
recognized me as a different sort of person altogether, who understood and revered it. I could not think of a more
glorious fate than to be buried under the green hills of its waters and, motionless, to look up to heaven through
those billows of shifting emerald. My parents never allowed me to go out on the lake alone. At first, I felt insulted
at this; and I thought I was eternally disgraced when the boatman sent me out in the care of his daughter, who to
all appearances was even younger than I.
Little Kordula grasped the oars expertly and began to row, and I gazed with admiration at her thin but very
graceful brown arms, working away so valiantly and tirelessly. Her hair was tangled, but, contrary to my usual
taste, I soon found it extremely attractive; her dark eyes were not large, but there was a twinkle of understanding
and of sly humor in them. When she spoke, however, my aestheticism was outraged, and I lectured her severely
on her dialect. She turned on me in immediate indignation, maintaining that hers was the beautiful language of a
free people, and not that of a race of imperial slaves, who had to serve kings and bow down to them, and who
could not do as they chose. I was delighted with her assertion of independence and remembered with pride that I
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too was a republican, but this I could not make her understand.
Soon I had lost all feeling of superiority in my admiration of this bright little Swiss girl. In the shadow of the
heroic fir trees on the clear waters of the mountain lake, it was not hard for me to think of my native land as
ignominiously enslaved, and to regard these sturdy, plain-spoken mountain-folk as happy examples of the benefits
of liberty. Thus, little brown Kordula identified herself in my mind with the noblest of human ideas, the dream of
freedom; and my boyish heart grew full to bursting—and the fuller the heart, the lighter is the burden of life.
In spite of her patriotic boasting, Kordula had not a little respect for the more refined city people from far
away, so her admiration for me was about equal to mine for her. We must have been a delightful couple. My
parents were charmed with the idyll, and placed no obstacle in the way of our growing intimacy; and they
scrupulously refrained from showing any sign of the amusement we must have given them.
One evening we went out in the boat, just as the sun was setting. A train roared past, convulsing all the air. I
felt sad and joyful as I saw it dart along without me, for soon, but happily not yet, I should be on that very train.
The echoes died away, leaving the silence more profound than before. The icy gray of the mountain-tops
gradually turned to warm violet in the sunset. The lake was without a ripple; it was as if breathlessly
contemplating the miracle that was taking place all about it. While I was beset with vague, boundless emotions, a
very definite mood formed itself in Kordula, and suddenly she began to recite an affecting poem which she must
have learned at school.
I was deeply stirred. I felt a wild despair at not being Swiss, at not being able to call these mountains and the
beloved green water of this lake my own. Soon afterward, I began to make verses, too. They were all addressed to
Kordula, and I gave them to her. Whether she understood them or not, she saw at any rate that they were in rhyme,
and accordingly I became a poet to her; for, of course, she could not yet distinguish between good verses and bad.
She regarded me with greater respect, and became curiously fond of gazing into my eyes. Once, I asked her what
she saw there, and she answered with a most charming image:
“I see your thoughts swimming around like fish wagging their tails in a lake—many, many of them!”
I blushed and hung my head, but I was proud and happy as never before.
At last, I had to part from Kordula; and it was a heart-breaking ordeal. The worst of all came when we were at
home again. I disliked going outdoors, and on the way to school I stubbornly kept my eyes on the sidewalk, so as
not to see the hated stone houses and the unlovely horizon. I liked best to sit in my room and weep and weep with
unconsolable longing, and the most desirable destiny I could imagine was a grave in the Wallensee, under the
zigzag branches of the fir trees. I was in great distress, and I had deep reason for feeling as I did. When one
departs from Nature, one departs from all that is good and beautiful, all that makes for happiness. I ought to have
been born an Alpine shepherd. If I had, I should now be out there shouting and yodeling, instead of sitting here in
a bare, monastic cell, wiping away a furtive tear as an echo comes to me from the mountains.
*
As yet, I have said nothing of my great-grandfather.
If, as I came to understand later, our whole family were misfits in this century, then my great-grandfather, my
mother’s grandfather, Ferdinand Olethurm, was completely outside the race of men that is now living. He was a
survival from another age, which had known nothing of a social question, a New Germany, or hatred of the
French. His only patriotism was for his own Hanseatic city, which he loved as if he had carried the stones for its
construction with his own hands. Up to this point, he seems true to the type of patrician of the old school; but he
had such a remarkably alert and active mind that nothing new, no matter how foreign to the formative experiences
of his youth and early manhood, was incomprehensible or uninteresting to him.
What made him particularly stimulating and attractive to the young was the characteristic, unexpected in a man
of his venerable age, that he never regarded an event or an idea primarily from the moral point of view. If he liked
a man, that man might have turned out to be a veritable cutthroat and pirate, and my great-grandfather, with his
profound, sympathetic understanding of the human heart, would not have been disturbed thereby in the slightest
degree. Is not everything that happens in this world explicable and necessary? As a matter of fact, Ferdinand
Olethurm needed no explanations, and went on loving or hating as his instinct prompted.
Thus, it was not an impression of mellowed wisdom that he gave, but of inexhaustible vigor and indestructible
individuality; and by these he won people and held them to his influence. He loved me and Galeide inordinately,
Galeide perhaps more than me, partly because she was a girl, but chiefly because her tender nature was also
capable of iron hardness, and these occasional obduracies delighted the old man.
“They were like almonds in a pudding!” he used to say.
Galeide was regarded quite generally as a remarkable child, although I could never see why. Nor could I
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understand why all the members of our household felt such a pressing need of her presence, since it seemed to me
that people hardly noticed her even when she had been in the same room with them for a long time. My parents
could not make up their minds to send her to the usual boarding-school, but as they must conform in some degree
to the accepted standards of our caste, they decided to have a French girl come and live with us and teach Galeide
the timidly honored language of our otherwise detested neighbors.
Among the applicants was a young girl from French Switzerland,\fn{ Switzerland is still commonly thought of as
divisible by the languages spoken in her cantons: thus French-speaking (19%), German-speaking (70%), Italian-speaking (10%), and
Romansch-speaking (1%)} named Lucile Leroy. It had been several years now since I was in Switzerland, but I still

had vivid recollections of the lovely mountain country, immaculate in the sunlight, and I was immensely pleased
that a girl from those wonderful regions should come to live in our somber Northland. My parents always
delighted in rarities, and for us a Swiss was as novel as our oysters or a Pomeranian günsebrust would be to the
mountaineers.
Galeide said nothing about this arrangement, which was for her special benefit, but she seemed rather
displeased than pleased. At length, it was settled that Lucile should come and live with us; it was all done quite
simply, without any portent of the tragedy which this choice was to bring about. Indeed, Fate, with a tread of
bronze, accompanied this delicate young girl and strode, disguised and terrible, into our easy Phreacian life.
Not that Lucile herself would have been the direct cause of any calamity; not that disaster could have been
predicted immediately. She was received by my parents with such cordiality as is not shown to many girls in her
position. That it was not misplaced, she proved at once by the manner in which she reacted to it. Conscious of her
intelligence and of her ability to do what was expected of her, she conducted herself as a welcome guest,
embarrassing no one by a forced and obvious humility, but accepting the proffered kindliness and repaying it with
affection and gratitude. She had an animated manner, a faculty of saying things of real interest, and, what was
most agreeable to my parents, she had a novel and fresh attitude toward much that was so familiar to us as almost
to have passed out of notice. She had grown up in a totally different environment from ours. The complex
metropolitan culture, which we had absorbed into ourselves almost unconsciously, was for her something to be
acquired by heroic effort; and she set about the task with admirable diligence and enthusiasm, disregarding and
indeed repudiating the advantages of her own more wholesome upbringing in her excessive respect for
refinement.
She was delighted with everything in our house—the wide, high rooms, designed for beauty rather than for
utility, and with our whole way of living. Yet she remained herself, even more than she knew, and could never
entirely break down the fence around her soul, which always visualized as an orderly, well-kept flower garden,
vegetable garden and orchard. At the same time, she disapproved of many things which occurred in our house,
and expressed her opinion with a freedom which delighted my parents, all the more since they were not obliged to
make the changes which would suit her.
They liked to listen to her eloquent assertions of her principles, and even somewhat regretted that Galeide was
not able to think and speak in such a manner.
Galeide never spoke of principles; in fact, she had none, and when she liked or disliked something and would
or would not do this thing or that, she said so, bluntly and often in immoderate terms, which, to be sure, her gentle
voice made less offensive than they might have been if another girl had employed them. All the same, this habit of
hers annoyed me.
Although Galeide was vexed by the extremely favorable impression which this strange, interesting creature
made on my parents, she did not subject Lucile to any of the unpleasantness which might have been expected
from a jealous little girl. The difference of five or six rears between the girls’ ages was almost disregarded. I
remember that Lucile often spoke to my sister, who was only a child, and an uncommonly thoughtless one at that,
as to a mature person. They were as sisters to each other; indeed, they were much more intimate than sisters
usually are. Galeide even imitated Lucile, although not very noticeably, and lavished upon the foreign girl tender
and charming demonstrations of her affection. Lucile responded with equal warmth, perhaps with greater. I
sometimes provoked Lucile to ardent defense of Galeide. I remember I once said:
“Galeide doesn’t want to be good!” Incidentally, I did not want to be good myself, and not only that, but I
thought it was a poor sort of man who did.
“What if she doesn’t?” Lucile objected. “She is good. A genius doesn’t obey other people’s rules, but makes
rules for them to obey. Maybe Galeide is a genius, and that is why we can’t help loving her.”
I thought Lucile had an extraordinarily exaggerated opinion of my sister. Lucile and I addressed each other
with the intimate pronoun du. She sometimes treated me as a little boy, and of course I would not tolerate that. I
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won her respect by my superior book-learning and by my real mental agility in the loftily intellectual discussions
which she loved.
Before she came, I had pictured her as resembling Kordula of Wallensee. Absurd as the fancy was, it occupied
my emotions most agreeably, although I had already had some quite different and less edifying experiences of
love. When Lucile arrived, I was soon reconciled to the fact that she was not Kordula. She impressed me, and I
was flattered to observe that she took considerable interest in me. Her presence exercised a certain happy restraint
on me; at least, it made me try to conceal the evidence of my follies.
When I came home slightly intoxicated or in the pitiful state which results from a youngster’s insane gluttony,
she did not hesitate to accost me with vigorous expressions of her disapproval and contempt. I replied with what
arrogance I could muster, but I dreaded these scenes and strove to be more careful. Of course, I did not really
mend my ways; her influence was not strong enough for that. How could it have been? I yielded to every impulse,
whether for good or ill, if it promised an agreeable experience.
I wanted to be a man of the world, and was a fool; I wanted to know how to live, and learned only to die before
my time. I was like the dog which lets the bone fall into the water to snap at the reflection.
*
I tremble with impatience, yet with some dread, to see advancing in the procession of my memories the
shadow of the man in whom my sympathies were wrapped up as in no other. I speak of my cousin, Ezard Ursleu,
the only person I could have wished to be, for I found him much more satisfactory than myself.
His father, my uncle Harre, was a physician of prominence in my native city. Before my time, however, Harre
Ursleu had given up general practice, continuing to serve only as family physician in the homes of friends of long
standing, and devoting himself to independent research. His contributions to the perfection and advancement of
his own science were considerable and he was master of many other branches of learning as well, for, a true
Ursleu, he took great interest in matters which, strictly speaking, need not have concerned him at all.
To be sure, nothing is alien to the well-rounded man, but it is impossible to know everything; Earth pours out
its marvels in limitless abundance, and the vessel in which we may receive and retain them is small and shallow.
The capacity of Harre Ursleu’s intellect was indeed extraordinary, and he did not deserve, by any means, a
reputation for breadth without depth. Thanks to an excellent constitution and regular habits, he was able to devote
long hours to work and study, without becoming, however, a dry-as-dust scholar. In fact, he expressed his
thoughts so brilliantly that many persons made the mistake of considering him superficial, and he enjoyed life
more than some moralists thought proper.
He paid not the slightest heed to such critics, but was all the more obedient to the promptings of his own
nature. He never undertook anything that would have put an excessive burden upon himself, yet he would have
thought it disgraceful to miss a scientific meeting or neglect work of any sort for the sake of a material pleasure.
Thus, he was a man to be admired and emulated by a youngster, for he represented what youth holds most
desirable: he was distinguished in his profession, and he knew how to appreciate and enjoy the good things of life.
His son, though quite different from him, was his chief pride. Ezard must have a splendid career, and where
were there better opportunities than in the old Hanseatic city? As an overseas merchant, he could direct the tide of
gold, in magnificent fashion, to his own and his country’s advantage; or as one of our oligarchs, he could enjoy,
locally, the prestige of a prince. We know that the lords of an aristocratically governed republic are inclined to
look down on the kings who reign by the grace of God, and this feeling of superiority can be justified sometimes
even as regards birth, for the princes of today are all descended from vassals, while many families of our old cities
can proudly point to their free ancestors among the Germanic conquerors. My uncle, after considering and
discarding other plans, thought it best to have his son study law, as in this profession he could advance most
rapidly to the head of the government.
I was not yet twenty when Ezard returned from the university and I first became really acquainted with him.
Coming home the day Galeide was confirmed, he was present at the banquet after that memorable event. He was
soon the center of attraction, while the guest of honor, who looked thin, pale and melancholy in her black dress
with a long train, was almost unnoticed.
“Odysseus among the Phreacians!” I thought, for I conceived the hero not as a furrowed veteran of tribulation,
but as a god-like vanquisher of Fate.
There can be no conquest so gratifying and so inspiring as that of Fate, and Ezard Ursleu, passing among the
guests with the manner of one well able to cope with all the vicissitudes of life, communicated to everyone a
feeling of security. What was so impressive about him? He was not large, but he was slender and wellproportioned. His features were distinguished and regular, and, strikingly animated by his mood or his thoughts;
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one might have said that it was the nobility of his sentiments which made him so handsome, or, conversely, that it
was the harmony of his handsome features which fully brought out that expression of spirituality and rich
temperament.
I felt all this at the time without admitting it to myself, for I was at the age of presumption and had talents and
potentialities of my own. I could not be content with the role of hero-worshiper; I wanted to be the hero myself.
Cousin Ezard had an admirable native modesty, the usual accompaniment of a certain kind of beauty—that which
is a kind of transparence for the subtly variegated soul to suffuse with its many colors, as a greenish goblet of
Venetian glass is illuminated to its true hue only by the deep gold of the noblest Rhine wine. He was quite without
vanity, never having needed to strive for love and recognition. It is said that a shepherd has a special way of
holding the sheep so that they submit themselves peaceably and trustfully to the shearing. Ezard had such a grip
for men, who always gave him the best there was in them, and that as much to their own advantage as to his.
It was soon apparent that Ezard had a special fondness for Lucile. Like many other highly developed men who
possess certain excellent feminine traits along with the best characteristics of their own sex, he particularly
admired such women as were remarkable for independence, individuality and activity. Lucile, for her part, was
fascinated by Ezard from the moment they met.
She concealed her sentiments, however, with a charming demureness and contradicted him more than anybody
else. She could be extremely amusing and enticing; and if she built up a wall around herself, she merely
challenged his love of overcoming obstacles and made him more eager to win her.
Uncle Harre liked to engage her in duels of words. She had a great admiration for him. She was as if dazzled
by the brilliant play of his many-sided intellect, which was like an inexhaustible waterfall, refracting every ray of
light which struck it and flashing forth a jeweled iridescence. He was amused by her aggressive eagerness in
attack and censure.
Religion was often the subject of their disputation. Lucile was a Catholic, in accordance with the tradition of
her family. My uncle teased her about certain matters of belief which he viewed as monstrosities, and which, with
his extraordinary conversational powers, he could easily represent as supremely ridiculous. Lucile welcomed
these opportunities to defend her creed, and she did so most eloquently. Galeide was a little ashamed of herself for
not feeling more or less engaged by either party, and would gladly have kindled ever so tiny a flame of faith in her
innocent breast. My great-grandfather supported the party which seemed weaker, or he founded one of his own by
lauding Buddhism or Parseeism as the well of heavenly wisdom.
Uncle Harre indulged the inclination of his son as long as he thought it a passing fancy, but was quite emphatic
in his objection to anything serious. A Swiss governess was not exactly a proper catch for Ezard. Of course, this
prejudice could be overcome. Harre Ursleu was no vulgar fortune-hunter, and even less was he the cruel father
unalterably opposed to his son’s choice. It was merely that Lucile was not the sort of woman to impress the doctor
strongly.
“The little thing has sense,” he would say. “Her mind twinkles like a fixed star, but I prefer the still, steady
light of the great planets. Try to imagine her in marble! A Juno? Ridiculous! A Venus? Impossible! A Diana? God
forbid! She is too small for anything. We think of her as a Minerva, but she lacks the dimensions. She hasn’t
enough body for a great lady, and altogether too much brains for a cute little doll. I like to sit next to her in
company, but I don’t want her in my family.”
Ezard did not allow himself to be influenced in the least by his father's opinion. It is possible that he admired
certain traits in Lucile which Uncle Harre, possessing them himself, therefore could not notice or appreciate in
others. Ezard’s wooing inspired her, brightened her and made her prettier, more vivacious and more active than
ever. Galeide, too, was attentive and devoted.
Poor Lucile was at the height of her brief good fortune.
Those were happy days in the house of the Ursleus. Our way led up the mountain, and each felt so much
strength stored up within him that he was glad to spend of it.
*
I have done with desire; should I have entered this cloister otherwise? I know from much observation that a
person who cherishes desires is like a person shaking apples from a tree; realization, like the falling fruit, is very
apt to knock him in the head. Nevertheless, I cannot rid myself of one wish. That is, that I might begin my student
days again; that I might again have the choice of the style in which the house of my life should be built.
Ah, God! How helpless and immature I was, when I floundered into the task of preparation! Will and struggle,
I thought, were old-fashioned sentimentalities. Work was slavery, the fate of the incapable, as the potato is fated to
be the humble food of the poor. I was most impressed by people who ate only the tips of asparagus and only the
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loose jelly of oysters. That was the way to live, I thought; to nibble at what is most tempting, in order to have the
taste and the enjoyment, without the burden of digestion.
If I had applied this principle to my actual physical diet, I should have brought at least one trophy out of the
battle of life: a good stomach, which is an achievement not to be underestimated. Instead, however, of nibbling
and sipping at table, I partook lustily of every feast, and my greatest ambition was to out-gorge and out-guzzle all
my companions. I think there was not, at that time, any ambition more difficult for a student to achieve. I also
wanted to be a good fencer, and by constant practice I became fairly skilful.
I believe I have never displayed so much diligence and endurance in any other activity. To be sure, I did not
bring to my training the idealistic spirit of the patriotic young gymnasts of the early nineteenth century, who
steeled their bodies in order to fight the better for their country; I was striving merely to win a reputation among
my classmates, not a tenth of whom knew what manly worth was, and not one of whom possessed it.
Concerning my studies I had best be silent, for they commanded the very minimum of my attention. I was
taking a law course, chiefly because Ezard had done so and I foolishly imagined, although naturally I did not
admit this to myself, that if I imitated his actions, even in the crudest fashion, I should automatically come to be
like him.
I had my love affairs, most of them unedifying enough. Yet, one or two might be worth recording. I had
decided not to retrace, in fancy, these paths of my life, but one or another entices me with its pleasant sylvan
windings. It is only through error that wisdom can be attained. Saint Augustine himself had to be burned in the
fire in order to come out purified. I am making no bid for sainthood, but it truly seems to me that my nature
required me to seek reprehensible pleasures not merely for sensual gratification, but for experience of evil from
which I might arrive at a true knowledge of good.
This is the difference between the erring youngster of parts and the commoner sort of libertine, who may
indeed be the less wild of the two.
In a university town where I spent several semesters, there was a girl who kept a confectionery shop.. It was
considered smart\fn{Cool} for a young man to have enjoyed her favor at one time or another. The shop was always
full of students, who bought the stale candy and insipid beverages but did not taste them; and this too was
considered smart.
The girl’s name was Georgine. She had a dazzlingly white skin and stunning red hair. Phlegmatic by nature
and grown sluggish from sitting behind the counter all day, she had a certain lazy dignity which kept her from
seeming entirely common. I was absurdly in love with her, and it must be said at once that hers was the kind of
beauty which is found only in dreams and fairy tales. When she raised herself to her full height, lifted her heavy
eyelids a very little and moved her full lips indolently, one almost expected her to say:
“I am the Queen of the Sea! There are coral thrones in my palace of pearl. Swear to be true, and you shall
come with me!”
Her radiant hair was like a crown, and the glass beads around her neck seemed priceless diamonds. Everyone
knew that she sold her love to the highest bidder, but who cared, when from time to time she bestowed a kiss on
him, like alms given to a beggar out of untold abundance? She was as lazy emotionally as physically, and she let
herself be loved like a lapdog which is patted by many hands. She was the same after an amorous fondling as
before. There was something of the beautiful beast about her; or she might have been a mermaid, half fish and
half woman.
It was not difficult to win as much of her favor as she granted to everyone whom she did not actually dislike,
but such a cheap and easy victory was not enough for me. I saw that I could achieve a unique and highly enviable
importance by winning Georgine completely for myself, to be shared with none. Accordingly, all my thought and
aspiration centered upon this conquest. I must add that in this jealous effort I was prompted not entirely by vanity,
but more or less by a perfectly wholesome distaste for other men’s refuse. Moreover, what I desired was more
than an unresisting body; I wanted a soul, enough of a soul to love me, that is, and just so much Georgine really
had, as presently appeared. She was like a leaf of Venetian sumac, which is aromatic only when rubbed to powder.
Until I came to her, no one had attempted to press out the essence of her spirit.
I used to tell Georgine of my parents and my sister, and of our way of living. She understood very little of what
I said, but at least she realized that, whether I did or did not love her more intensely than her other suitors did, I
loved her more decently. Doubtless that was why she gave me more than she had given anybody else. One reveals
one’s nature not only in actions of importance, but in one’s manner of entering a room and giving a greeting. A
superior person kisses and receives a kiss in a way that is not that of the quite ordinary, and Georgine must have
noticed, from many little indications, that she had a rare prey in her grasp, such as she could not capture every day
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of her life.
Her love for me increased, and she grew anxious and jealous. Most of us are ready to climb a little higher, if a
ladder is let down to us. Georgine emerged somewhat from the shell of her settled ways and lost some of her
odalisque qualities, some of her sleepy, tranquil dignity. I felt that this loss was a gain, and loved her the more
because of it.
Then, she dismissed all the others for my sake and put an end to the promiscuous fondling. I achieved
importance, certainly, and created some unpleasant feeling. Those who frequented the place had been accustomed
to a look of enticement in her green eyes as the beautiful Georgine leaned back in her chair and indolently poured
out the lemonade.
The students did not know what to make of the new Georgine. They would gladly have crawled on their hands
and knees before her, but they were incapable of respect and regarded the change in her manner as an insulting
discrimination. Georgine cared not at all, and continued to lay bleeding hearts at my feet, as a red Indian might
bring to his beloved the scalps of the paleface. I was greatly pleased, and she felt that therein she had her reward.
She treated her scorned lovers more disdainfully than was fitting and advisable, after all that had passed before.
An unspeakable scoundrel took a most diabolical revenge on her by dashing a devouring acid into her beautiful
face and destroying that masterpiece of Nature forever. Georgine was pitiful to behold. The golden crown of her
hair shone over her disfigured features as the sun over the weltering havoc of a battlefield. Not only was she no
longer beautiful; she was hideous.
I sat beside her and wept, as a father weeps over the dishonored body of a child. The unhappy Georgine was
utterly annihilated. With trembling hands, she undid her hair and pressed it against her eyes.
“Oh, my beautiful face! My beautiful face!” she groaned, and those were the only words I heard from her.
There was such anxiety of soul, such beseeching complaint in them, that I was moved to the bottom of my
heart, although it was only an outer, transitory excellence that she lamented. Yet, it was all she had, her pride and
her fortune; ruined and defenseless, why should she not give way to despair? I was afraid in my wretchedness that
she would beg me to love her as before. The idea did not enter her head; on the contrary, she dismissed me
vehemently, and would not even take any money from me. I did not wait to be told twice to go, but set out at once
on a long excursion in order to abandon myself to my thoughts, which seemed to me most profound and
significant.
Meanwhile, the poor woman drowned herself. She wrote her last wish on a scrap of paper in large, sprawling
letters: that when she lay in her coffin, her face should be covered with her hair. This was done, and it seemed
symbolical, for as that golden mantle covered the wreck of her face, so while she lived her beauty had spread out
its divine wings over her poor, disfigured soul and made us glad to overlook her failings for the sake of one
splendidly redeeming excellence. Her strange misfortune moved everyone deeply, and all honor was shown her at
the funeral. Thus, unconscious homage was done to sovereign Nature, who pours forth her bounty where she
pleases, without plan but by whim alone, the caprices of Nature being the supreme law.
I no longer remember whether I attempted to regard as heroic my own part in this sad affair. I know that it
threw me into a profound ill-humor; that I railed at Fate for begrudging me my well-earned pleasure and showing
me this tempting fruit, only to snatch it away from my Tantalus grasp. Of course, there was not a particle of truth
in my complaint. I, or rather the mixed elements of my nature, had been to blame for everything. Many are the
gliding swallows, the circling larks, the tilting water wagtails, the paddling ducks. But solitary is the falcon, which
darts into the air with proud sure flight, seizes what it desires, and then soars over earth again, as if suspended
from Heaven by a golden thread.
*
At home, I told only my great-grandfather of my amours. He asked for my confidence, not from prurience or
curiosity, but from genuine interest in my welfare. He was convinced that the soul comes out of every love affair
the richer for the experience, just as the body is developed by exercise and use. Knowing him well, I used to
weave a good deal of romance into my stories and make some parade of psychological terminology, as if I had
loved more for experiment than for gratification. Perhaps I really had, but most of my profound conclusions
occurred to me only as I was talking to him. With his deep understanding of human nature and his vigorous
powers of expression, he could pass illuminating judgments, subtly accurate, upon the persons involved, as if he
had known them for years.
When I was away, he wrote me delightfully witty letters, telling of everything that went on in the house, and
unconsciously revealing his own complex character with a minuteness comparable only to that of the camera,
which spares not a wrinkle. I was amused especially by the expression, in every letter, of his cardinal preference
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and aversion: his boundless love for Galeide and his antagonism to Uncle Harre. He regarded Uncle Harre as a
man badly constructed, like a late Gothic church which a not too conscientious architect, neglecting the principles
of art, has permitted to shoot up in forms too bold to support themselves. By such a characterization, of course, he
was attempting to rationalize and justify his prejudice.
At this particular time, he was especially annoyed by the increasing intimacy of the relationship between my
cousin Ezard and Lucile Leroy, because he had wanted Ezard, of whom he was quite fond, to marry my sister
Galeide; and since the idea was very dear to him, he considered it as a decree of Providence, which must be
carried out by any and all means. So he and Uncle Harre were in agreement upon one point: that Ezard ought not
to marry Lucile.
However, my great-grandfather insisted that Uncle Harre was chiefly to blame for Ezard’s disappointing
choice. Fine as the old man’s understanding was, it was always dominated by his emotions; and they could betray
him into the strangest offenses against logic. Thus, he claimed that Uncle Harre, by talking prematurely, before
there was any reason to do so, against Ezard’s marriage with Lucile, had first put the idea into Ezard’s head, and
then, by trying to arrange another more advantageous match, had confirmed the boy, who naturally would rebel,
in his obstinate determination to marry a woman who would bring him nothing but herself.
As a matter of fact, Ezard had not a particle of the stubbornness which the old man ascribed to him. He really
thought he had found his mate in the passionate, dark-eyed Swiss girl.
“Galeide is still a child,” I said. “Why should he be expected to pick her out to fall in love with?”
My great-grandfather smiled, thinking of his favorite, and said that I could not possibly understand; that
brothers were never unprejudiced, and must either under- or over-estimate their sisters.
“She is a lovely, innocent child,” he said, “a flower. She often makes me think of a white lily on a long, slender
stem, its deep chalice full of enchanting odors. She will surprise all of you, before long.”
We had this talk, or one much like it, while I was home from the university on vacation, at the time when the
inevitable topic of conversation in our family circle was the love of Ezard and Lucile. A few days later, their
engagement was announced. My great-grandfather was indignant. My parents “had favored the match,” had even
“helped it along”; in short, had “shamefully neglected their own child, good little Galeide, ever since Lucile came
into the house.” They had “cheated Galeide out of her right.”
My mother did not take these accusations very much to heart. She was greatly pleased by her grandfather’s
preference for Galeide, as an authoritative testimonial to the child’s good qualities, which at that time were not so
apparent to everybody. Ezard was whimsically perturbed at the old gentleman’s dissatisfaction.
“But,” he said, “I can’t fall in love with Galeide just to please him! I don’t know how to go about it, and really
1 don’t believe she would want me to try. She seems to think a lot more of her salamanders and frogs”—she had a
glass case full of these disgusting creatures—“than she does of me. 1 should like to do what great-grandfather
wants me to, but I can’t turn amphibian.”
My parents thought Ezard was quite right. They could tell no better than he what the future was to bring forth,
and meanwhile, they were pleasantly excited by the approaching nuptials.
Lucile was a charming fiancée. Most delightful to me was the ardent expression constantly aglow in her great,
dark eyes. Her tongue was livelier than ever, but at times she fell into silent reverie, a novel mood for our
energetic Lucile. Toward her betrothed she was now mischievously coy, now passionately tender, as if to attract
him and repel him at the same time. Anyone could see that she loved him beyond all measure, but she seemed to
be making a great effort not to show it, as if the expression of such emotion would detract from her dignity and
individuality.
Galeide was quite downcast. She felt that she had lost Lucile entirely in having to share her at all. My sister
was extremely appropriative with the people she liked. She monopolized them as she did her pets, which she
coddled so much that they could not exist without her. I do not mean to criticize her; if she was inconsiderate, it
was because her fondness was insatiable. She was still a child, and Lucile, her prey, had been seduced from her by
a stronger attraction. Lucile, as not many girls would have been when spellbound by love, was still very
affectionate toward my sister. Once she said to Ezard, in my presence:
“If I were in your place, I should have fallen in love with Galeide. It is fortunate you do not know how good it
is to kiss her!”
Fortunate indeed for Lucile, who could not have looked on with the magnanimous self-denial she was able to
imagine in the security of possession.
Uncle Harre, still disapproving, attempted to place an obstacle in the way by demanding that Lucile become a
Protestant, though he himself would have married a Turkish woman without the slightest scruple, if he had wished
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to do so. Ezard declared that he would cling to Lucile no matter what church she belonged to, but he realized that
there might be some inconveniences if the mother of his future children were to remain a Catholic. He also felt the
temptation of testing her readiness to make an important sacrifice for his sake.
Lucile surprised us all by consenting at once. The rationalistic side of our creed may have appealed to her; but
I had observed that she was incapable of retaining an opinion in which she was joined by none around her. She
might defend a principle stoutly, but in the course of the argument it was liable to so much gradual change as
finally to become unrecognizable, or indeed to be completely reversed. However, she always preserved
appearances. She quite succeeded in convincing herself that she was converted only by a thorough comprehension
of Protestant doctrine and a realization of its soundness. Of course, she merely wanted to share Ezard’s creed
along with the other elements that made up his life. My great-grandfather, who for some time had been unable to
tolerate Lucile, said lightly, but not without malice, that he could understand being converted from Protestantism
to Catholicism, but not the other way around. Lucile flushed and replied, spiritedly:
“Just as humanity grew out of Catholicism into Protestantism, so should the individual. One should progress
from the unquestioning faith of the child to inquiry and conscious enlightenment. To go in the opposite direction
is certainly to go backward!”
Galeide, in semi-darkness in a far corner of the room, had been swaying rhythmically back and forth in a big
green rocking-chair.
“What are you arguing about?” she said, sleepily. “One person takes the other one’s religion merely so that
they can get married!”
“You little heathen!” said my mother, laughing. “Don’t ever talk like that in company! Educated people have
their convictions.”
“Really?” Galeide countered. “But if I wanted to turn Buddhist at this moment, you wouldn’t allow me to act
according to my convictions!”
Her look of challenge as she said this was so lovely that I understood for the first time how one might have
liked to catch her up and give her a good, vigorous kiss.
Ezard began to tease Lucile a little. He assumed, innocently and correctly enough, that she had changed her
religion principally for his sake. His fiancée must have considered the difference between the Protestant and
Catholic faiths too insignificant to influence a God in His judgment of human souls. If now she was trying to
make herself and others believe that her conversion was due to greater enlightenment, she was merely desirous of
saving her compromised reputation as a teacher. When he saw, however, that she was extremely sensitive about
the whole matter, he became serious and said to her, very affectionately:
“Well, in any case, it is fortunate that your convictions enable you to take a step which so obliges and gratifies
my father.”
Lucile, apparently, was shamed by his delicacy, for she suddenly gave way to a spontaneous and tender
demonstration which, by contrast with her usual tartness and reserve, must have pleased her lover greatly. After
this tilt, they seemed happier and more in love than ever. My great-grandfather said to me afterwards:
“Lucile makes any listener sufficiently aware of what she would like to be, namely, something extraordinary;
what she really is, we have yet to learn. Perhaps we shall never learn, if, for instance, she is nothing at all, as is
frequently the case with people who try to make themselves.” …
53.97 Excerpt from Mythology: “Cupid And Psyche”\fn{by Edith Hamilton (1867-1963)} Dresden, Saxony, Germany,
(F) 4
… There was once a king who had three daughters, all lovely maidens, but the youngest, Psyche, excelled her
sisters so greatly that beside them she seemed a very goddess consorting with mere mortals. The fame of her
surpassing beauty spread over the earth, and everywhere men journeyed to gaze upon her with wonder and
adoration and to do her homage as though she were in truth one of the immortals. They would even say that Venus
herself could not equal this mortal.
As they thronged in ever-growing numbers to worship her loveliness no one any more gave a thought to Venus
herself. Her temples were neglected; her altars foul with cold ashes; her favorite towns deserted and falling in
ruins. All the honors once hers were now given to a mere girl destined some day to die.
It may well be believed that the goddess would not put up with this treatment. As always when she was in
trouble she turned for help to her son, that beautiful winged youth whom some call Cupid and others Love,
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against whose arrows there is no defense, neither in heaven nor on the earth. She told him her wrongs and as
always he was ready to do her bidding.
“Use your power,” she said, “and make the hussy fall madly in love with the vilest and most despicable
creature there is in the whole world.”
And so no doubt he would have done, if Venus had not first shown him Psyche, never thinking in her jealous
rage what such beauty might do even to the God of Love himself. As he looked upon her it was as if he had shot
one of his arrows into his own heart. He said nothing to his mother, indeed he had no power to utter a word, and
Venus left him with the happy confidence that he would swiftly bring about Psyche’s ruin.
What happened, however, was not what she had counted on. Psyche did not fall in love with a horrible wretch,
she did not fall in love at all. Still more strange, no one fell in love with her. Men were content to look and wonder
and worship—and then pass on to marry someone else. Both her sisters, inexpressibly inferior to her, were
splendidly married, each to a king. Psyche, the all-beautiful sat sad and solitary, only admired, never loved. It
seemed that no man wanted her.
This was, of course, most disturbing to her parents. Her father finally traveled to an oracle of Apollo to ask his
advice on how to get her a good husband. The god answered him, but his words were terrible. Cupid had told him
the whole story and had begged for his help. Accordingly Apollo said that Psyche, dressed in deepest mourning,
must be set on the summit of a rocky hill and left alone, and that there her destined husband, a fearful winged
serpent, stronger than the gods themselves, would come to her and make her his wife.
The misery of all when Psyche’s father brought back this lamentable news can be imagined. They dressed the
maiden as though for her death and carried her to the hill with greater sorrowing than if it had been to her tomb.
But Psyche herself kept her courage.
“You should have wept for me before,” she told them, “because of the beauty that has drawn down upon me
the jealousy of Heaven. Now go, knowing that I am glad the end has come.”
They went in despairing grief, leaving the lovely helpless creature to meet her doom alone, and they shut
themselves in their palace to mourn all their days for her.
On the high hilltop in the darkness Psyche sat, waiting for she knew not what terror. There, as she wept and
trembled, a soft breath of air came through the stillness to her, the gentle breathing of Zephyr, sweetest and
mildest of winds. She felt it lift her up. She was floating away from the rocky hill and down until she lay upon a
grassy meadow soft as a bed and fragrant with flowers. It was so peaceful there, all her trouble left her and she
slept.
*
She woke beside a bright river; and on its bank was a mansion stately and beautiful as though built for a god,
with pillars of gold and walls of silver and floors inlaid with precious stones. No sound was to be heard; the place
seemed deserted and Psyche drew near, awestruck at the sight of such splendor.
As she hesitated on the threshold, voices sounded in her ear. She could see no one, but the words they spoke
came clearly to her. The house was for her, they told her. She must enter without fear and bathe and refresh
herself. Then a banquet table would be spread for her.
“We are your servants,” the voices said, “ready to do whatever you desire.”
The bath was the most delightful, the food the most delicious, she had ever enjoyed. While she dined, sweet
music breathed around her: a great choir seemed to sing to a harp, but she could only hear, not see, them.
Throughout the day, except for the strange companionship of the voices, she was alone, but in some inexplicable
way she felt sure that with the coming of the night her husband would be with her.
And so it happened. When she felt him beside her and heard his voice softly murmuring in her ear, all her fears
left her. She knew without seeing him that here was no monster or shape of terror, but the lover and husband she
had longed and waited for.
This half-and-half companionship could not fully content her; still she was happy and time passed swiftly. One
night, however, her dear though unseen husband spoke gravely to her and warned her that danger in the shape of
her two sisters was approaching.
“They are coming to the hill where you disappeared, to weep for you,” he said; “but you must not let them see
you or you will bring great sorrow upon me and ruin to yourself.”
She promised him she would not, but all the next day she passed in weeping, thinking of her sisters and herself
unable to comfort them. She was still in tears when her husband came and even his caresses could not check
them. At last he yielded sorrowfully to her great desire.
“Do what you will,” he said, “but you are seeking your own destruction.”
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Then he warned her solemnly not to be persuaded by anyone to try to see him, on pain of being separated from
him forever. Psyche cried out that she would never do so. She would die a hundred times over rather than live
without him.
“But give me this joy,” she said: “to see my sisters.”
Sadly he promised her that it should be so.
The next morning the two came, brought down from the mountain by Zephyr. Happy and excited, Psyche was
waiting for them. It was long before the three could speak to each other; their joy was too great to be expressed
except by tears and embraces. But when at last they entered the palace and the elder sisters saw its surpassing
treasures; when they sat at the rich banquet and heard the marvelous music, bitter envy took possession of them
and a devouring curiosity as to who was the lord of all this magnificence and their sister’s husband. But Psyche
kept faith; she told them only that he was a young man, away now on a hunting expedition. Then filling their
hands with gold and jewels, she had Zephyr bear them back to the hill. They went willingly enough, but their
hearts were on fire with jealousy. All their own wealth and good fortune seemed to them as nothing compared
with Psyche’s, and their envious anger so worked in them that they came finally to plotting how to ruin her.
That very night Psyche’s husband warned her once more. She would not listen when he begged her not to let
them come again. She never could see him, she reminded him. Was she also to be forbidden to see all others, even
her sisters so dear to her? He yielded as before, and very soon the two wicked women arrived, with their plot
carefully worked out.
Already, because of Psyche’s stumbling and contradictory answers when they asked her what her husband
looked like, they had become convinced that she had never set eyes on him and did not really know what he was.
They did not tell her this, but they reproached her for hiding her terrible state from them, her own sisters. They
had learned, they said, and knew for a fact, that her husband was not a man, but the fearful serpent Apollo’s oracle
had declared he would be. He was kind now, no doubt, but he would certainly turn upon her some night and
devour her.
Psyche, aghast, felt terror flooding her heart instead of love. She had wondered so often why he would never
let her see him. There must be some dreadful reason. What did she really know about him? If he was not horrible
to look at, then he was cruel to forbid her ever to behold him. In extreme misery, faltering and stammering, she
gave her sisters to understand that she could not deny what they said, because she had been with him only in the
dark.
“There must be something very wrong,” she sobbed, “for him so to shun the light of day.”
And she begged them to advise her.
They had their advice all prepared beforehand. That night she must hide a sharp knife and a lamp near her bed.
When her husband was fast asleep she must leave the bed, light the lamp, and get the knife. She must steel herself
to plunge it swiftly into the body of the frightful being the light would certainly show her.
“We will be near,” they said, “and carry you away with us when he is dead.”
Then they left her torn by doubt and distracted what to do. She loved him; he was her dear husband. No, he
was a horrible serpent and she loathed him. She would kill him—she would not. She must have certainty—she did
not want certainty. So all day long her thoughts fought with each other. When evening came, however, she had
given the struggle up. One thing she was determined to do: she would see him.
When at last he lay sleeping quietly, she summoned all her courage and lit the lamp. She tiptoed to the bed and
holding the light high above her she gazed at what lay there. Oh, the relief and the rapture that filled her heart. No
monster was revealed, but the sweetest and fairest of all creatures, at whose sight the very lamp seemed to shine
brighter. In her first shame at her folly and lack of faith, Psyche fell on her knees and would have plunged the
knife into her own breast if it had not fallen from her trembling hands. But those same unsteady hands that saved
her betrayed her, too, for as she hung over him, ravished at the sight of him and unable to deny herself the bliss of
filling her eyes with his beauty, some hot oil fell from the lamp upon his shoulder. He started awake: he saw the
light and knew her faithlessness, and without a word he fled from her.
She rushed out after him into the night. She could not see him, but she heard his voice speaking to her. He told
her who he was, and sadly bade her farewell.
“Love cannot live where there is no trust,” he said, and flew away.
“The God of Love!” she thought. “He was my husband, and I, wretch that I am, could not keep faith with him.
Is he gone from me forever? At any rate,” she told herself with rising courage, “I can spend the rest of my life
searching for him. If. he has no more love left for me, at least I can show him how much I love him.” And she
started on her journey. She had no idea where to go; she knew only that she would never give up looking for him.
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He meanwhile had gone to his mother’s chamber to have his wound cared for, but when Venus heard his story
and learned that it was Psyche whom he had chosen, she left him angrily alone in his pain, and went forth to find
the girl of whom he had made her still more jealous.
Venus was determined to show Psyche what it meant to draw down the displeasure of a goddess.
Poor Psyche in her despairing wanderings was trying to win the gods over to her side. She offered ardent
prayers to them perpetually, but not one of them would do anything to make Venus their enemy. At last she
perceived that there was no hope for her, either in heaven or on earth, and she took a desperate resolve. She would
go straight to Venus; she would offer herself humbly to her as her servant, and try to soften her anger.
“And who knows,” she thought, “if he himself is not there in his mother’s house.”
So she set forth to find the goddess who was looking everywhere for her. When she came into Venus’ presence
the goddess laughed aloud and asked her scornfully if she was seeking a husband since the one she had had would
have nothing to do with her because he had almost died of the burning wound she had given him.
“But really,” she said, “you are so plain and ill-favored a girl that you will never be able to get you a lover
except by the most diligent and painful service. I will therefore show my good will to you by training you in such
ways.” With that she took a great quantity of the smallest of the seeds, wheat and poppy and millet and so on, and
mixed them all together in a heap.
“By nightfall these must all be sorted,” she said. “See to it for your own sake.” And with that she departed.
Psyche, left alone, sat still and stared at the heap. Her mind was all in a maze because of the cruelty of the
command; and, indeed, it was of no use to start a task so manifestly impossible. But at this direful moment she
who had awakened no compassion in mortals or immortals was pitied by the tiniest creatures of the field, the little
ants, the swift-runners. They cried to each other,
“Come, have mercy on this poor maid and help her diligently.”
At once they came, waves of them, one after another, and they labored separating and dividing, until what had
been a confused mass lay all ordered, every seed with its kind. This was what Venus found when she came back,
and very angry she was to see it.
“Your work is by no means over,” she said.
Then she gave Psyche a crust of bread and bade her sleep on the ground while she herself went off to her soft,
fragrant couch. Surely if she could keep the girl at hard labor and half starve her, too, that hateful beauty of hers
would soon be lost. Until then she must see that her son was securely guarded in his chamber where he was still
suffering from his wound. Venus was pleased at the way matters were shaping. The next morning she devised
another task for Psyche, this time a dangerous one.
“Down there near the riverbank,” she said, “where the bushes grow thick, are sheep with fleeces of gold. Go
fetch me some of their shining wool.”
When the worn girl reached the gently flowing stream, a great longing seized her to throw herself into it and
end all her pain and despair. But as she was bending over the water she heard a little voice from near her feet, and
looking down saw that it came from a green reed. She must not drown herself, it said. Things were not as bad as
that. The sheep were indeed very fierce, but if Psyche would wait until they came out of the bushes toward
evening to rest beside the river, she could go into the thicket and find plenty of the golden wool hanging on the
sharp briars.
So spoke the kind and gentle reed, and Psyche, following the directions, was able to carry back to her cruel
mistress a quantity of the shining fleece. Venus received it with an evil smile.
“Someone helped you,” she said sharply. “Never did you do this by yourself. However, I will give you an
opportunity to prove that you really have the stout heart and the singular prudence you make such a show of. Do
you see that black water which falls from the hill yonder? It is the source of the terrible river which is called
hateful, the river Styx.\fn{The river of the Underworld, where the dead reside} You are to fill this flask from it.”
That was the worst task yet, as Psyche saw when she approached the waterfall. Only a winged creature could
reach it, so steep and slimy were the rocks on all sides, and so fearful the onrush of the descending waters. But by
this time it must be evident to all the readers of this story (as, perhaps, deep in her heart it had become evident to
Psyche herself) that although each of her trials seemed impossibly hard, an excellent way out would always be
provided for her. This time her savior was an eagle, who poised on his great wings beside her, seized the flask
from her with his beak and brought it back to her full of the black water.
But Venus kept on. One cannot but accuse her of some stupidity. The only effect of all that had happened was
to make her try again. She gave Psyche a box which she was to carry to the underworld and ask Proserpine to fill
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with some of her beauty. She was to tell her that Venus really needed it, she was so worn-out from nursing her
sick son. Obediently as always Psyche went forth to look for the road to Hades. She found her guide in a tower
she passed. It gave her careful directions how to get to Proserpine’s palace, first through a great hole in the earth,
then down to the river of death, where she must give the ferryman, Charon, a penny to take her across. From there
the road led straight to the palace. Cerberus, the three-headed dog, guarded the doors, but if she gave him a cake
he would be friendly and let her pass.
All happened, of course, as the tower had foretold. Proserpine was willing to do Venus a service, and Psyche,
greatly encouraged, bore back the box, returning far more quickly than she had gone down.
Her next trial she brought upon herself through her curiosity and, still more, her vanity. She felt that she must
see what that beauty-charm in the box was; and, perhaps, use a little of it herself. She knew quite as well as Venus
did that her looks were not improved by what she had gone through, and always in her mind was the thought that
she might suddenly meet Cupid. If only she could make herself more lovely for him! She was unable to resist the
temptation; she opened the box. To her sharp disappointment she saw nothing there; it seemed empty.
Immediately, however, a deadly languor took possession of her and she fell into a heavy sleep.
At this juncture the God of Love himself stepped forward. Cupid was healed of his wound by now and longing
for Psyche. It is a difficult matter to keep Love imprisoned. Venus had locked the door, but there were the
windows. All Cupid had to do was to fly out and start looking for his wife. She was lying almost beside the
palace, and he found her at once. In a moment he had wiped the sleep from her eyes and put it back into the box,
Then waking her with just a prick from one of his arrows, and scolding her a little for her curiosity, he bade her
take Proserpine’s box to his mother and he assured her that all thereafter would be well.
While the joyful Psyche hastened on her errand, the god flew up to Olympus. He wanted to make certain that
Venus would give them no more trouble, so he went straight to Jupiter himself. The Father of Gods and Men
consented at once to all that Cupid asked—
“Even though,” he said, “you have done me great harm in the past—seriously injured my good name and my
dignity by making me change myself into a bull and a swan and so on. However, I cannot refuse you.”
Then he called a full assembly of the gods, and announced to all, including Venus, that Cupid and Psyche were
formally married, and that he proposed to bestow immortality upon the bride. Mercury brought Psyche into the
palace of the gods, and Jupiter himself gave her the ambrosia to taste which made her immortal. This, of course,
completely changed the situation. Venus could not object to a goddess for her daughter-in-law; the alliance had
become eminently suitable. No doubt she reflected also that Psyche, living up in heaven with a husband and
children to care for, could not be much on the earth to turn men’s heads and interfere with her own worship.
So all came to a most happy end. Love and the Soul (for that is what Psyche means) had sought and, after sore
trials, found each other; and that union could never be broken.
50.9 Convent Life\fn{by Annette Kolb (1870-1967)} Munich, Bavaria, Germany (F) 3
One day, I too was there—the seventh child of my parents—and could look at this planet. For better and for
worse. My first recollection has never faded. I was five, and standing under a tree whose leaves rustled in the
wind and let the blue sky shine through. Life is beautiful, I thought. Then a leaf flew down into my hand, and
while I slowly plucked its rough veins and fibers apart I grew unspeakably depressed. My share, I dimly felt, was
not the high, gladly moving treetop but the lone, dull thing in my hands. It was a hot evening. The air hung in
quiet weariness. Unwillingly, I let myself be dragged through the garden gate across the dusty street to the other
gate, which led into our yard. So, for the first time, the dominant chord of our being rings at our consciousness;
for in man there is nothing new. The fin mot of any self is a leitmotif, and all things added to it are amplifications.
Only a year later, in the convent, I got to know the boredom to which I inclined as others do to gouty pains or
rheumatism, and which could strike me as suddenly as a gust of wind round a corner.
In my convent, about thirty miles from Innsbruck, it blew through the whole house, around all walls and
through the giant garden—except the part that was laid out by my father, where a pretty bridge arched over the
brook, dragonflies whirred unconventually and the trees stood in park-like clusters. But otherwise all was ugly. In
the north two tall, clumsy mountains locked the world out, and peonies stood, mostly withered, about a huge cross
in front of the house.
Whatever I saw I had to feel at the same time. How painful here the light seemed in spring, when the alpine
ridges stood out so roughly in the snow and the blooming trees shivered. Oh, how desolate the smell of the fields
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in winter (for there were fields in this garden, too), the stubble and molehills in them and the heavy, fat flight of
the ravens over them!
For entertainment I resorted to a strange thinking game. I would sit down by myself, put my arms up, close my
eyes and ever faster, with bated breath, think:
“I am I.”
For on this thought I could slide down as on a rope into ever darker depths, till I got dizzy, and my self,
unconscious. How I managed it became a mystery to me, later. Has our mind a juggler’s speed when we are seven
—is it both more transparent then and acute, more soluble from ourselves, as it were? I do not know. But I found
it exceedingly thrilling to hunt for myself, down to a root that no longer was I.
“Oh, I’m caught!” I would think then. “Not even for an hour can I ever get away from myself; and no matter
how much I shall like others, I never can be them.”
Once, however, having just made an outstandingly successful mental slide of this sort. I was seized by a horror
as though I had lost myself, as though the rope of my identity were hanging in the air, no longer retrievable—and
like one drowning I gasped and fought back to the surface, that is, to consciousness. Some instinct told me to give
up the eerie game. Thus I rapidly lost the ability, and only the memory of it has stayed with me.
Other problems, which I was no more capable of solving, began to plague me instead. If one of the nuns died,
the pupils were allowed to see her once again on the bier. Then I, two feet tall, would march in ahead of all the
others, and searchingly gaze at the pale face which lay before me, expressionless, senseless. And to me nothing
seemed to cast so heart-rending a light on convent life as Death. For I was too small, and it was a mistake to let
me confront it.
More and more things came to displease me. One Sunday I found in a book the picture of a group of palms, a
tiger, about to pounce and a beautiful girl, who with mortally fearful mien wanted to flee—but in vain! The beast
had seen her and could not fail to tear her to pieces. Outraged, beside myself, I ran about the room. I looked up at
the illustrated inscriptions on the walls:
“Behold, thus much hath God loved the world”
“He, however, loveth His own unto death.”
“No eye hath seen it, no ear hath heard it.”
Over my drawer a pelican spread its wings with a similar feeling proverb. But how did this fit together? And
again my mind clung to the horrible picture. How could God permit this if we were His images and His children?
Another time, the me bell had rung for about an hour because of a farm burning nearby. Finally a nun—I can
still see her—came hurrying up the corridor with flying steps and said:
“Thank God, children, no human life was destroyed. Only sixteen cows were burned.”
In the night, I could see the howling animals race through the flames. What a world was this, in which children
buried their parents and the lord of creation was debased into a tiger’s prey? Charming people whom I knew or
had seen, and who were unlikely to collide with wild beasts, came before my eyes. Certain possibilities were
enough to raise my weltschmerz to a fortissimo. There was no escape from such a world, no death, no more
unconsciousness for our immortal souls. I slept near the window and the mountain brook murmured black plaints
up to me.
“Oh!” I thought, “how is that—I cannot 1ove God.”
On the next morning presents had come for me, and I showed myself so avid to receive them at once that the
Mother Superior reprimanded me.
“You pleasure-seeking child,” she said severely.
This word was new to me and I heard it with interest. Indeed, I hated nothing so much as pain. Why was I so
immensely excited over every joy and why were even my blackest moods as light as clouds which a gust of wind
drives away? But these meditations merely wearied me, and I was glad to get rid of them. I no longer thought of
anything but Rosa Flatz, Paula Baselli, Irene Angermeier and Livia Gehnini.
Rosa Flatz was tall, with golden curls and the head of a siren. She was almost grown up and so it was only in
winter, when the pupils had to walk in silence, that I dared to take her hand and happily, sideways, look up at her.
Where she went there was no winter; no frost impaired the lovely red of her cheeks; violent rose bushes
blossomed on all roads she walked on, and even her sure and absent glance recalled the spring.
Paula Baselli had too dark a complexion and unwieldy hair. But the cut of her face was pure as an Aegina
gem’s, and I liked to be near her for a close view of her noble eye-sockets and the delightful pattern of her lips.
But Irene Angermeier was the most beautiful—calm and tired like a nymph in the moonlight.
Livia Gehnini was from Salurn and as melodious as chimes. I could never see enough of her stretching her arm
173

out toward the banisters, and of her walk. And when she said: coil gallo, il gatto, la primavera, la catena—then
my heart soared like a butterfly in the sun. With Livia, who was only nine, I might have kept company, but I liked
her too much. I could not admire without worshipping. Actually, I was interested neither in friends nor in
familiarities, but in higher beings who raised me above myself; and before those four charming figures I yielded
to a condition rather than to feelings. I never talked to them and never sought to draw their attention. They only
had to be near, in the same room.
When I lifted my head and could see all four of them, my convent was a fair and chosen place. But Rosa Flatz
and Paula Baselli soon left it, Irene Angermeier was too beautiful to live, and Livia Gelmini also fell ill and was
taken away. With them all poetry vanished from my convent existence; I was bitterly bored and longed to get
away. Besides, my books were confiscated one after the other because I read them at the wrong times, and before
I knew it I stood apart from the pupils as insubordination personified.
Each year we celebrated the so-called “King’s Festival,” when the boarding school became a court and every
pupil got a part according to her merits, from the Queen down to the cooks and chimney-sweeps. For the first
years, as a page in cork-screw curls and gold bandeau, I was all day in the service of the Queen—who was either
Rosa Flatz or Paula Baselli, and once Irene Angermeier in silver gauze and diamond crown. Later, though, the
lovely festival was made to vex me. In a slanting shepherdess’ hat and a tarlatan dress which was too tight—as a
former evening gown it had a waistline and I had not—I would stalk behind the landgravines, alone and mortally
embarrassed, as royal reader with a giant book, and in the parade, when my turn came, the court jester in his red
belled cap would dance ahead of me and publicly announce my pranks. Now, although secretly I had all sorts of
private views about the world order, I lacked all personal judgment on the measure of my own misdeeds and was
unduly ashamed. But was not the wide, gorgeous world the theater of all liberties? There I planned to recompense
myself. Oh, you just wait!
On some days, however, I despaired of ever getting back to it. Hadn’t my father recently asked me if I did not
want to remain in the convent forever?
“Oh no, oh no!”
“Et si le le veux?”
He had not been serious—he liked to joke—but some irritableness still was to be felt in it. Two more children
had arrived in our family. Three had died, so we were six now; and I was the odd one. But I’d soon lie on a bier
on the bottom floor, with a small crown of white peonies on my head, surrounded by nuns until the end. And I, the
sole mourner, wept bitter tears at my untimely death, for at home I had been forgotten. My mother was good—I
adored her when I was a child—but she came much less often than my father; and his visits merely frightened me.
I did not resent it in the least that he preferred my sisters to me; I liked them better myself. But he was in far too
great a hurry to respond to children. He had hardly greeted me when he turned to the Mother Superior and took an
interest in her garden, making sketches for her on a piece of paper. On her, everything depended.
For one year everything was all right—when the Mistress of the Novices, Soeur Caroline, was promoted to
Mother Superior. Exceedingly slim, so quick that she never seemed to walk but to glide; the narrow brunette head,
carried lively and high as an asp’s; nervous features full of esprit even in their irregularities—alas! suddenly she
was gone, ill, transferred to another convent? We never found out.
But the one who succeeded her was a fearful personage, pushed about in a wheel-chair, with Lampo, her
snappish little dog at her feet. She liked to make speeches, untiringly mentioning God. No occasion was too
common-place for her to name Him. She laid the mystical on thick, with a materiality as if it were rice or coffee.
How great is the wisdom of Goethe’s\fn{ Johann Wolfgang von Goethe (1749-1832), German author } counsel in Wilhelm
Meister,\fn{Wilhelm Meister’s Apprenticeship (1796)} to let boys view the most mysterious events of the Christian cult
behind a veil until adolescence, so as not to confuse their impressions. For what a donor of the esoteric, alas, was
this Mother Superior? There is something dreadful about the contempt of children. It can indeed hang like a
millstone round their teachers’ necks. For children thirst for good influences and know themselves susceptible to
bad ones.
Among the youngest pupils was the rather homely daughter of a widow who kept a humble confectioner’s
shop in the small Tyrolean town nearest to our convent. When the Mother Superior addressed this girl, she could
hardly ever refrain from inserting a word about Linzertorte, in a voice clearly hinting that her background was not
good enough for our fine school. It was unforgettably embarrassing, how the child’s ears would redden. The
climax was a speech on the eve of vacations, before the assembled student body, in which some were praised and
others reproved, with antecedents playing no mean part there, either. The flaws in the performance of the
confectioner’s daughter were especially sharply condemned by this Mother Superior with the shattering words:
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“And your mother hasn’t even paid your board bill!”
Presumably the victim soon got over this brutality, for at the start of the new term the child did not return; and
it may be hoped that her mother deemed herself square for an unpaid board bill presented in such manner.
Vacations, however, were so beautiful that they extinguished all, that I saw my sufferings only in shortened
perspective, as not worth mentioning until the dread day when I must go back.
Thus six years passed. Then my mother visited me at Easter and took me on a two-day trip to nearby
Innsbruck. Maria Theresa Street, in its way one of the world’s most beautiful streets with delicately painted old
houses, festive and cozy at the same time and lined up as for a dance with colored shutters beating in the vernal
wind, and, as their immediate background, the snow mountains rising to the sky in incomparable grandeur, the
charming, then as yet unrenovated inn Zur Sonne, which I entered freely at her side—all this together so
transported me with joy that my mother had to laugh a good deal before she finally said:
“Mais entin, calme-toi dong!”
The contrast was too great, however. I tore my hat from my head, tore the ugly pelerine from my neck and
declared that I should never go back to my hated convent, in which I’d been buried for six years now.
“Six ans, c’est cruel!” I screamed.
My mother, frightened and amazed by my outburst, sought to calm me, questioned me and promised that I’d
come home for good in the summer vacation. That she would keep her word I knew; for children know much. So
I contented myself, and anew, mad joy rose within me.
About this time Mere Angelini lived in Innsbruck—I do not know whether this was her real name or an
assumed one. My mother, put in touch with her by a very distinguished priest, felt more attracted to her than to
any other woman. She was the founder of the Order of the Eternal Adoration—related to that of the Sacre Coeur,
but purely contemplative in character and far more strict. Authorized by the Pope to establish a number of
convents in France, Italy and Austria, she had devoted her enormous fortune to that purpose. Traveled, well-born,
a woman of the world, she finally retired as the Mother Superior of a nunnery located in a quiet square in the heart
of Innsbruck, with an inspirational little church as annex.
This was where I was taken on the day before we left the town. The reception room was not equipped for
numerous visitors: two chairs and a table by the window filled it, and the grille was even tighter and more
darkening than ours. But an Easter egg ringed by silver threads lay waiting for me—how do I happen suddenly to
see it so plainly again?—and in it was a gold medal, for me, too! Likewise, a box of candy.
“Car,” said Mere Angelini, “pour bien aimer le bon Dieu il taut bien manger!”
I was convulsed with laughter at that. Not that I misunderstood her. By then, after all, I was familiar with the
terminology prevailing behind convent walls. But here it sounded oddly gay and unliteral, as if all was easy. And
this, although here all was so hard, and this order so strict! And how Mere Angelini laughed in turn, when I
complained of seeing so little of her. As if she could not show me enough kindness, she told me to come quite
alone to the gate when we left. But it was that of the clausure: it opened before me, and at the threshold a
veritable image of light appeared in white habit and scarlet scapular, and a lovable head, no longer behind the
tight wooden grille, so nobly raised that I had to think of the snow walls at the end of Maria Theresa Street.
Bowing down to me, she thrust me back very gently, and the gate fell shut.
I drew courage from this rare encounter, but it also confirmed my distaste for my own convent. Soon after my
departure it was investigated by the government, another Mother Superior was installed, and future pupils were
spared many an unnecessary hardship. Too many had complained of them to their parents. Frequently, physical
defects that we acquired during that time remained with us for life. The winters were very cold. If we suffered
from frostbite, we had to force our unhealed feet into boots that by morning had become too tight; slippers were
not allowed. If we hobbled around, or complained, we were told once again about Cod, for love of whom we
should be glad to bear the burning and the itching. Pretty children’s feet went to the devil, of course; our toes were
crippled like those of little Chinese girls.
In summer we got up at 5:15 A.M., in winter at 5:45—and that quickly, for only half an hour later we got fairly
good coffee with a fresh roll, to which I always looked forward. At 9:30, part of the children marched back into
the dining room for a glass of milk or the like. I was eager to belong to them—my mother had favored it—but I
was excluded for the reason that then I would eat so much less at noon. As things stood, however, I was starved
by then, my head ached and I bore myself quite crooked from ten o’clock on. There are large, normal and small
stomachs; but this idea did not occur to anyone there. Today, with so many millions in Europe suffering the
agonies of hunger, I feel satisfied that, for six years, for a few hours daily at least, such torment was not unknown,
to me.
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But it was no wonder that I was counting the days now. The one nun I was very fond of had long been taken to
the sick ward. And was never seen again.
My heart beat high when the heavy convent bolts locked behind me, forever. Perhaps no one had yet rushed
from these walls so expectantly, and with so many illusions about the world
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“And don’t betray me,” Mario Malvolto told his two friends. “Let them think I am coming back.”
“You’re not coming back?”
“I must go home. I’ve a headache. No, the truth is, I want to be alone.”
“To reflect on your triumph. Good-night, you happy poet.”
“You’ll never sleep.”
“Who knows? Good night.”
The other two went in. Mario Malvolto stood for a moment at the top of the stairs. At his back the noise of the
banquet held in his honor died away. To left and right of him a gold-braided lackey bowed low. Holding his slight
figure erect he went step by step down the rich, pale stair-carpet between the gilded rails.
“I must roll these vanities on the tongue,” he thought as he went. In there I was too much taken up with my
part. Now I am master of the situation.”
“Where are we driving to, Signore Malvolto?” the coachman asked.
“To Settignano.”
“Why did he ask?,” [he thought]. “Did he think I was going to Mimi—now? Oh, Mimi, you flapping silken
flag! Fluttering now round one neck, now round another. I have kissed it whenever it came to my turn, even
embroidered romance upon it. Yes, Mimi, you little coquette of fleeting impulses, but without a trace of greatness
in your sensuality, I have endowed you with passions you never had, given you, to my own satisfaction, out of
vanity, out of desire, a whole life to live, as puppets are twitched into grandiloquent attitudes. You were only a
girl. Adieu, Mimi.
“We want more, something stronger. A thing like Mimi can be loved in the intervals of writing a tragedy. It
takes so little of the heart. My tragedy won the prize tonight. Yes, I am strong. But it is time to shun for good and
all the little satisfactions that tend to weakness, and that you, who from my study wall challenge me with a look
over your iron shoulder, forbid.”
Would the cramping streets of Florence never come to an end? He suddenly felt a violent longing for the air of
the hills, the air that shimmered with the glitter of olive trees, that was spiced with bay and left softly pungent
kisses on his lips. Still the narrow streets echoed in the silence of the night and still the shadow of horse and
coachman climbed up and down the walls. Then the houses of the suburbs came into view. The moonlight shone
out over the first gardens.
“I have conquered that hill over there on which my house stands. And not only it—I have conquered all these
hills.” His hand made a half-circle; it moved over the distant shape of a hill as over a woman’s breast.
“The whole of this country, all its towns, every house to the very last of them I have had to conquer. For
nothing of it all belonged to me. No hidden path in any corner of the land knew me from my start. Consider this
today. You were born at sea of a mother of a foreign race. With your art as a maker of tragedies you have striven
for this country, for every furrow of it, like an eager pilgrim in a coat of mail who sheds his blood in his fervor.
“Now I have a footing. Everyone in Italy knows in what village and on what table the sheet of paper lies which
I cover with the written word. This evening the defeated passed me in procession, a whole theater full, whom I
had overthrown. What have I to reckon? Eleven calls. Spoken to by the Queen. Shaken hand with by the Count of
Turin. Then the banquet. The two deputies, the Minister’s telegram. The Mayor’s speech. My rivals consoling
themselves with ironical comments. What else? Nothing. There were no women at the banquet. No women—so
what good is all the rest?”
Leaning out of the carriage, chin in hand, Mario Malvolto watched the blossoming trees swim far and near in
pale moonlight. Before Ponte a Mensola he thought he caught a glimpse of another carriage high up ahead of his
own. It vanished again instantly. Its hood was up. His coachman had seen nothing and who could be on the road at
that time of night?
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“Do women really know that at bottom everything is done for them alone? Many behave as though they
believed in the intellect—the intellect, that helpless child, which can neither stand nor walk without the senses.
We have only our sensuality; and to what purpose is it, what is its chief reward? The hours spent at the writingtable are hours squandered in the pursuit of women, a night dedicated to the Muses is a barren night of love. Do
they know it? Why ask? Their distrust of talent says all and their preference for the dolt who belongs only to
them, not to the book. The woman and the book are foes.
“A poet of twenty, as I well remember, has too much to say to them—that is why he is clumsy, silent, tonguetied by his passion. This does not suit the creatures who know no delights but those of vanity. In those days each
one of them set me dreaming as they sat in a salon or drove along the Corso. I would have thrown myself at the
feet of her who rewarded me with a glance, at any cost, with a fanatic’s resolution. They are not so foolish. Not
one of them is tempted to console our neurasthenic extravagances of feeling. They are never drawn to our selfcentered rhapsodies: it is success that inevitably attracts them. They rally to it; that is their métier. Fulfilling their
function without a thought, they look on while we love-stricken ones perish for them. But they are the
indestructible part of humanity. And I pray to them because I pray for strength!
“Then suddenly I gave my shyness of those days the slip—I and the little Princess Nora. What a surprise! A
tutor of no position whatever, whom the ladies did not even give a parcel to carry! That desperate deed at once
exalted me above them one and all. An elopement with Princess Gallipoli—where was the woman before whom I
need drop my eyes? Ah, but I still had the old inclination to look to the ground. Since then there is no audacity
with women I have not dared; but I have had to force myself to it every time.
“I am accused of callousness, of something worse than audacities. A man in society declined to fight a duel
with me and a court of honor upheld him. The fools, they little dream that my callousness proceeds from my fear
of my own tenderness. I suffer from excess of understanding, from too much reflection, too keen a foreknowledge
of another’s sorrow. I have every disposition to end up as a victim. What compulsion I had to put on myself to
abandon little Princess Nora, to leave her dishonored and outcast. Even today when I meet her in Rome in the
higher circles of the demi-monde, I feel a sort of anguish. …
“Do I not often feel anguish over Tina, great tragic actress though she is, who suffers on my account?”
Mario Malvolto leant back again in the seat and scanned the top of a distant hill, where a villa rose moon-gray
from the moon-gray billows of foliage. A light, a small light, like a needle or a thought, pierced the crown of a
tree and transformed it to a burnished cloud.
“Where in the world is she now? How long I have been without news of her. It is bad this time, now that she
declined to create the part of my Arachne tonight. Have I ever caused her a pain I have not suffered at her hands?
Who can hold a candle to us two in hurting and being hurt? We know that we never work so well, are never such
artists as we are in and for each other. And in spite of all angry words, all satiety and all hate we always rush
together again. There is not a comedy in the world to match our love. Behind all our passions—fantastic
emanations of our love—art is ambushed in the wings, ironically smiling and intent only on picking up a hint for a
new part.
“From time to time one of us divines that the other is merely playing a comedy. And suddenly we are
nauseated and fly apart. But four months later we meet again at a rehearsal. That is an accident of our profession.
It has nothing to do with love—not with the love for whose sake in youth one toils all night and longs for fame.
For I should like to know of what use fame is if it does not bring love with it. … Ah, it too is a phantom. The more
hotly it is pursued the farther it retreats. When I was utterly unknown it had a corporal form: a king who poised a
wreath of gold. Now that I have bought it up bit by bit and know of what it consists, what feelings can it any
longer inspire? Celebrity is a gilded lie about myself that I myself have disseminated far and wide. It answers to
someone who is not me. No one may know the truth about me.
“People have got to say: Malvolto has his way with women and life too; his reputation is not of the best. He’s a
man of steel, a realist and there you have the core of his work. Their greatness and the strength of the race have
come to life in a poet. He shows that even a slight frame can bear their weight. The Renaissance has returned,
fully armed. … That is now people must talk; they must not have the faintest suspicion of my dark fears and of
the diffidence that every woman, every great work of art, every robust man inspires in me; they must not dream
that if my pages pulsate with life I pay for them with days of depression and hours of physical exercise. I do not
wish them to dream it. Pain stands, chisel in hand, behind every perfected beauty. Have I not the right to be
proud?
“I feel the melancholy pride that comes of work done not by strength but by merely willing it; of a life without
native vigor that reaches up only in urgent desire, as a Niobe\fn{ Niobe in Greek mythology a queen of Thebes, was
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renowned for the beauty of her daughters and the handsomeness of her sons }

raises her arms. After all I have had, still today I
yearn after women. I dream of them as I did when I was twenty—only more hopelessly. For I have put them to the
proof since then and learn that they are no companions for the player. They are too like me—what have they to
offer me or I them? They too wish for applause. They wish to be paid in the coin of passion: they cost me too
much. I need my feelings—for my public. I have to harvest my soul so that others may drink the vintage. The
more life I share out the poorer my own must be.
“But that rare Phoenix among women, who simply gives herself in reckless passion; who doubts nothing,
demands nothing, not approbation, not martyrdom; who rolls up all her life and without a quaver, without a
thought for the world or reputation or the future, casts it into mine, breathes with my breath and goes under in my
doom—such a woman naturally is not for me. Even if she were to come in at my door in bodily form the miracle
would be incomplete. For there would be no room for her in me and my daily life: she would be too large and too
strong. There is room only for the longing she inspires.
“I longed for her again tonight—on the stage, through the hole in the curtain behind which I belong! I longed
for all of them!”
Mario Malvolto laid his head back with a groan and plumbed the pale flood of the stars.
“I knew them nearly all. A few had been mine, a few more might be if I chose. What good would it be? Am I to
use them for my sentimental education or my social advancement, as I did the little Princess Nora, or as studies
for twenty different parts, as I have Tina, the tragedy actress? Or are they to be poor lifeless puppets like Mimi for
me to dress up in fancied passions which are as false to them as they are to me? Or are they in the long run to find
me out and send me away with a flea in my ear? … You get tired of plucking the stars up there with your eyes,
one after one, and in the end your hands are empty. …
“That is how they shone in the circle tonight.”
He looked at a large ripe star.
“The Linozzo. Long, flat Egyptian nose, long eyes close together. Black gleaming waves of hair just above her
eyebrows. Wide soft mouth, moist, sinuous, darkly painted. She is desirable above all when she holds a gleaming
fan to the corner of her mouth or when with her head thrust back she smiles over her shoulder out of the corner of
her eyes. … She never took her eyes off me all the time I was in the Queen’s box. She is ambitious—I could have
her.”
His eyes were caught by another luminary.
“The Borgofinale. A full profile, with rounded chin, staring out wild-eyed from a luxuriant mass of auburn hair
above the sumptuous ermine collar of her cloak. She was one of the first to set me on fire. Her distracted face
calls up a whole train of bogus emotions. But was she virtuous perhaps?
“An impossible one—the Lancredoni. Lean swarthy-skinned princess. Her small, gorgon head with the fleeting
lines of nose and forehead is borne on the stiff stalk of her neck. Her lace sleeve leaves her sloping shoulder,
fragile and pure as porcelain, bare. The Princess yawns beneath the cold gleam of her tiara. … And tonight from
behind my curtain I prevailed upon her! I gloried over her, knowing that I had more delight in her than he who
held her every night in his arms! What is left to me? Perhaps a few lines that will appear in print. But for me, in
my soul? …
“Then the young girls! There they sat, just in front of me, peering bright-eyed out of a world into which no
path leads. The Cantoggi caught my eye once in the hole in the curtain. I started back at this look she shot without
knowing where it found its mark.
“Which of whom will come and take me by the hand and lead me homewards into that country of hers where
one is strong with the strength of innocent emotion?
“Not one. For they have nothing more pressing to do than to learn their parts in the new comedy. Gemma
Cantoggi, a child, fresh from the country, is to marry Lanti, a voluptuary past his prime. Charming!
“Suppose I asked of one of them the boon of self-oblivion—probably I should not be allowed to know
anything of her either. There was a foreigner in the stalls, a strong and beautiful profile beneath the velvet knot of
her large hat. A billowy scarf enveloped her to the lips in rosy chiffon. …”
Mario Malvolto dreamed on as he turned into the piazza of Settignano. The low, flatly curving gable of the
church was powdered blue by the moon. A single lamp twinkled feebly in the wide starry night, in the midst of
which, on its hill, the little town was sleeping.
Mario Malvolto heard a faint sound and saw a dark object moving at the end of the long narrow street. It could
only be the carriage he had seen just now; its hood was up. A moonbeam fell suddenly across it; something white
leant out. Where in the neighborhood did that vehicle belong? Nowhere, the coachman replied. It vanished into
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the shadow.
They emerged from the narrow street and drove downhill for a short way. Mario Malvolto got out, walked for a
few yards between two hedges and up eleven steps to his door. It was open and his servant lay asleep in front of it.
Mario Malvolto stepped over him and taking the lamp from a table in the hall went up the steps into his study.
The busts of women on the bookcase in their close-fitting dresses of a long-past day smiled whitely from the
sharp confines of their dreams; the large threaded pearls that encircled their foreheads seemed to quiver in the
light of the moon.
It was so light in the room that Malvolto put out the lamp. He leaned against the open terrace door. How white
the garden! All the dense, dark foliage over the whole ridge of the hill and right down to the wall with its ilex
canopy shone in pale enchanted loveliness. The wistaria hung in a silver mantle round the bleached dead cypress.
And even the camellias bloomed only as ghosts.
He looked into the room again and gave a start. For a moment it seemed to him that the more than life-size
man there on the brightly lighted wall had brandished his sword in the air. Mario Malvolto, speaking in thought,
addressed the man whose portrait was the only picture that looked down daily on his work:
“So we meet again. When I left you this evening I was eager for battle, strung up for resounding victory or for
crushing defeat. It is victory. Wine and speeches swelled it out. I left them to it—secure in my triumph. I only
need to draw it from my breast and look upon it, you see. And on my way home, moonstruck with ghostly
musings, I found it a defeat—oh yes, a pale stillness of defeat, a worse one than if I had been whistled noisily off
the stage.
“Have you too ever known a victory turn suddenly to defeat and elude your grasp at the moment when it rang
loudest in your ears? War and art, they are both the same superhuman exaggeration. Do you know the nausea after
an orgy? Answer, Pippo Spano!
“There you stand, erect, your iron legs astride, your gigantic blade athwart them in your hands of bronze. Your
limbs are agile, ready alike for the assault, the chase, for hot embrace and thrust of cold steel, ready for wine and
for blood. In the very sound of your name there is the whistle of a brandished blade and then a cleaving blow. Iron
is arched over your broad chest and a golden girdle encircles your slender hips over the joyous blue of your
doublet. You have a short, forked beard, your mouth stands out brutally in your lean face and dull blond locks of
hair hang about it. You look over our shoulder with head thrown back and blazing eyes, alert and terrible. On
closer scrutiny, a smile can be seen: a smile born of an excess of ruthless self-confidence; a smile that refuse to be
questioned; the mere hint of a smile that causes a profound dismay, overwhelms with sudden dread, rivets the
eyes, excites defiance and at last extorts respect.
“Since you know so unutterably how to triumph, how fearfully you must often have known defeat! Yes, how
you must have suffered, you and the painted of your portrait, who was as strong as you. Great works of art—your
life on your portrait—only rise to such glamorous heights because they have known the abyss. Ah, you smiter of
the Turks, don’t try to deceive me—I hear your shout of rage when a blow got home. I see you bleed when a
friend betrayed you. I can almost imagine the orgy of pain you suffered whenever a woman dug into your heart
with her sharp finger-tips.”
Mario Malvolto folded his arms. Still with his eyes on the condottiere’s face he drew nearer and said in a
whisper:
“You see, I pine for such orgies too. I am too fragile for them and too diffident. That is why I create characters
who are otherwise. That is why you stand there to be my conscience, my compulsion to greatness. You are to give
me a loathing of the measured joys, of that economy in suffering with which we poor moderns content ourselves.
Our art represents the bourgeoisie of the soul. Paltry neurasthenics live out their seventy years of humdrum life,
indulging daily in a pennyworth of pain and six pennyworth of comfort. The artist burrows laboriously in his
constipated soul, in his own exclusively, and proudly displays the sorry stuff he brings to light. Rancorously he
shuts his eyes to all that has strength or vivid color.
“But I mean to live! I want to be lavish; in my brief span my art shall make me a second, mightier life. I will
know nothing of the weakling that I am; I know enough of him already. I will experience alien beauties, alien
pains. Really alien. Women who die for love, exquisites of exorbitant desires, sculptors who chip their hearts out
on a block of marble. They dig the phantoms of hell out of the rock and their pain is the whirlwind that blows
souls through the purple gloom. … To such as these I will go out, who do not play eavesdropper to their own
peevish moods, whose destiny is not chained to the poverty of their own blood. No, they are called to battle in the
world outside them and they must fling themselves into the fray!
“I will force my way into their life, as though it were encompassed with a quick-set hedge, a prouder, more
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impulsive world, where violence and the intoxication of surrender reign, where unutterable defeat is drunk to the
dregs and splendors without a name, where life is lived to the full and death comes once for all.
“And the woman whom you, Pippo Spano, could love, she is the goal of all my longing. She comes to meet me
as the sum and end out of the world I conjure up. Is it not so—”
And Mario Malvolto, forgetting himself, spoke louder:
“Is it not so, she comes to meet me? Do you believe it, Pippo Spano! She comes—”
He broke off: there she stood.
She stood on the threshold of the little white drawing room, whose shadows were suddenly illumined by the
moon. She herself was white and clothed in moonlight. Her pale face, short nose, vigorous lips were framed in
heavy black coils of hair. At every breath she took embroidered silver flowers were shed from her small slight
figure, from her shoulders and her neck; her life was in her breathing. She lifted her arms to the curtain of the
door and her sleeves, made entirely of the petals of the flowers, fell in a shower of pale leaves. Her arm, the pistil
within them, shimmered in the moon.
Mario Malvolto had drawn back. He clasped his forehead. A hallucination? He had drunk a lot of wine and
even more deeply of rhapsody. But his heart beat quietly and firmly, his spirit was unusually clear and
unencumbered. Would that specter never go? … He took two quick steps towards it. But it held its ground, it even
spoke.
The girl said quietly and simply:
“Mario Malvolto, I love you. I am here for us to love each other.”
2
Then he recognized Gemma Cantoggi.
“You—here! But a word, Contessa, would have sufficed,” he stammered. “I would have hastened to you.”
“Yes, but I have come to you instead,” she replied.
“But you compromise yourself.”
“Oh, no. We have a house quite near. They think I am spending the night there. I often leave our town house at
night when the mood takes me. My maid came with me. She is in the secret.”
He looked dubiously at her. This was the Cantoggi who was to marry Conti, the voluptuary who was past his
prime; one of those unusually beautiful women whom in their day all men desire and all women hate; for whom a
boy takes his life; who for twenty years dance in the van of fashion and who when their day is done have
promised happiness to a thousand and kept their promises to six or seven, and left a lingering and intoxicating
fragrance behind them in the memory of a few old gentlemen. What were they in themselves? What did their lives
mean? He knew: the influence they exercised, the martyrdom of the man and the applause of the crowd.
Was she here as a colleague., the actress to the playwright? Did she seek advice how to reach the pinnacle of
success? He had scarcely grasped and did not believe one word of what she had said.
“But what brings you here?” he asked in agitation.
“Love of you, Mario Malvolto,” she replied, and her voice trembled slightly.
“Countessina, you are a child. If you love me why did you not ask some friend of yours to introduce me to
you? I should have fallen at your feet.”
“We should have had no freedom at home. We should have had to marry in order to love each other.”
“Ah!” He felt a wicked satisfaction.
“The Contessina Cantoggi would not want me for a husband!”
“You would have engaged yourself to me, Mario,” she said without understanding what he meant, “before you
know what I was like. You would have sworn you loved me and perhaps it would have been a pretence. As soon
as I saw it, all would have been over. I want us to love each other without anyone’s knowing. You are not to flatter
yourself: I am loved by the beautiful Cantoggi and all Florence knows it. Do you hear? You are not to do that.”
“Do you think I am so sunk in vanity?” he muttered.
“No, I do not. Forgive me. I am jealous in advance. I want to shut you up here.” She crossed the threshold into
his study and went impulsively up to him.
“And I could not bear it if we saw each other before strangers and had to speak to each other with reserve. I
want to be always—Listen, I love you!” She suddenly opened her arms, casting off a last shred of modesty:
“I want to be always naked with you!” A wave of emotion swept over him; he took her in his arms.
“If I could believe that you were really in my arms!”
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He groaned, with his mouth in her hair. The Phoenix of a woman who wished to make him rich with reckless
passion: there she was, there was the miracle. One of those young girls who peered out clear-eyed from their
world into which no path led: there she was, there was the miracle.
“If I could believe it!”
“You feel me,” she said quivering. “And you must surely feel that I love you.”
“I do feel it,” he said, in pity more for himself than her.
“And you will love me?”
“I will, I will indeed!” he cried in pain. With her face buried in his neck she asked:
“Have you ever thought me beautiful before? Would you have wanted me?”
“You—only you.”
And he knew he lied and yet was honest. He had desired all women and would perhaps desire them. But did he
not now hold them all in this one girl? Perhaps, perhaps.
“I too,” she said, looking up with wide eyes. “You—only you.”
“Then you knew that you caught an eye through the hole in the curtain tonight and whose eye it was?”
“No.”
“Not? Have you not often caught sight of me in a box? And tonight on the stage when I was called before the
curtain?”
“No. I didn’t really know you by sight. I trembled when you came on to the stage. It might have been someone
else, a friend of yours.” He was speechless.
“We have lived so long in San Gimignano,” she explained. “I have only lived here since my father died and my
brother was in garrison in Florence.”
“Then you came because I am famous.”
“Famous? I don’t know. Perhaps I’ve heard people talking a lot of nonsense about you; but I didn’t know it
was you they meant. I had read your books, but I never noticed the name.” Mario Malvolto thought: So much for
fame.
“There were people in them I could understand. I said to myself: I should have behaved and felt like that, if—”
“If—”
“If I came across that man. With my fiancé, I knew, I could never experience anything of the sort.”
“Yes, you are engaged.”
“I was. I broke it off before coming to you.”
“I don’t understand all that.”
“It’s so simple. Tonight in your lay I saw the same people living and dying as those I knew in your books. They
were more vivid than the people with whom I dine and drive in the Corso. They did not smile so much as I could
believe them—because they died!”
“Because they died.”
“When I got home I looked at the name of the author of the novels. It was yours. Then I drove up here.”
He was enchanted. How trusting, how resolute a passion! To think that it was before his eyes, within his grasp!
But he bethought himself: she wanted more of him. He had suddenly to repress a pang.
“Do you suppose then that I resemble my creations? Perhaps I make them so because I am otherwise.”
“But you have made them. You must have carried them in your heart. … It is so simple; tonight I suddenly saw
it all so clearly. If the people we might love do not exist in our world, if they do not exist anywhere at all—still we
seek them in the heart of him who has created them! Why don’t women do that? It would be too silly not to come
to you.”
“I am not so strong. …” It seemed to him as though he wrestled with this seventeen-year-old girl, as though his
life were at stake.
“Your betrothed, Contessina, is a hero compared to me. I know he has the show of vigor rather than the reality,
more of the swordsman’s alertness than nerve and muscle. But judging from his looks, at least, I’m sure he is no
backward cavalier. You have much to expect from him, after all.”
“I know pretty well what I have to expect,” she said with a shrug of her shoulders. She sat down at his table in
the chair he sat in which he worked. She played with his pen, threw a notebook to the floor and propped her chin
on her hands.
“When he used to visit me at San Gimignano, when I walked with him on the crumbling watch-tower, high
amidst the ivy with the blue landscape beneath—do you know what he reminded me of? Of an Englishman taking
photographs of it. Do you suppose he had the haziest notion of all I had felt there, all one can feel in sixteen years
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in those ivied turrets, on those warm ruinous walls among the ilex trees? I would have been ashamed to utter one
word of it … but to you—”
“To me?” Mario Malvolto said, stretching out his hands with a sense of guilt for the gift she offered.
“To you I can tell it all.” And she sprang to her feet.
“Or rather, you know it already. You have felt it too, it is from you I learnt it!” He flinched away from her.
“We writers drive a shady trade. We procure you pleasures, but that does not mean that our …”
“You’re being modest. You’re playing the coquette.” And when he made a deprecating gesture: “Or else you
don’t believe me.” They both stretched out their arms simultaneously.
“Not believe you!”
That was not possible. Her breath, her look, and the very lines of her body were truth itself. The tender lines of
her body, a soul incarnate, swept through him, vibrant with passion. He throbbed with them; he wished with all
his heart they might enwrap his heart and break it together with every artifice within it; overpower it and enslave
it. Never to feel anything but her! That was his goal—a goal to reach in swoon.
“Listen,” he begged, hoarse with torment, “you are deceived in me. I am not so honest as you. I cannot be.”
“Would you say so if you were not?”
“I am trying to be at this moment. But you must not try me too far. Believe me—your betrothed, he may be
cold—but even so he has more good feeling than I have. He is, after all, nearer to you.” And when she denied it
with a look:
“He may not be able to look backward into your childhood’s dreams. Be glad that he cannot. He will be able to
love you all the more truthfully as you are if he lacks the gift of imputing to you what never was, or is no longer.”
She walked away and sat down on the ottoman and folding her arms over the cushion leant her breast against
it.
“I know more about him than that,” she said slowly, looking far away into the moonlight. “His mistress has
told me about him.”
“The Traffetti?” he asked quickly.
“I went to her. Does that surprise you? She is a great singer and a beautiful woman. I considered how little
reason she could have to withhold the truth. And she was the only person who could tell it me. … Well, he is
weak, he … can do very little. How can I put it? …” He started back:
“Does she take me for a bull?” She read his gesture.
“I am not a child. I can make up my own mind. He needs artificial stimulus and expedients, he asks things of
his mistresses that—that the Traffetti had to explain to me.
“Oh—oh—she explained all that to you?” He thought:
“A young girl going to a whore to be put right about the capacities of her betrothed—No, I should never have
imagined that. Who could?” She looked at him wide-eyed.
“And you—you don’t need that.”
“No,” he admitted in astonishment. She went on with vehemence:
“You suspected me just now of base desires. Yes, I know you did. Don’t deny it. You little know me … The
worst is not his lack of robustness, but that he has no love. The Traffetti loves him. She cried when she told me
about him.”
“But he fought a duel on your account the other day,” Malvolto said without thinking.
“I don’t want anyone to fight for me as he did. He held his ground calmly and coldly the whole time, keeping
his opponent’s fury at a distance—his eye always on the other’s sword-point—until at last he could pass his
guard. … a man who avenges an insult to his beloved does not look so! There is no love in him, I tell you.”
Very well, Malvolto thought and gave up the defense of her bridegroom. He watched her as she undid her
tightly fitting bodice. A brooch rolled on to the carpet. He caught a glimpse of blue-veined flesh shimmering
through the lace. She was behaving like a child who had got home, tired and happy, after a long day.
“I shall never get to feel his soul. Yours I have often felt. I bring you mine.” She stood up.
“And my body.”
He rushed to her, fell on his knees, rained kisses on her arms and her hands. All at once he was warmed
through and through by the sense of her soul that for months had thought of his and now had freed itself from
captivity, from alien toils; feeling its way, a passionate somnambulist, through the moonlit woods of its own
profound premonition—to him! She had come—she had stepped out of the white parlor in a shaft of moonlight.
Thee she stood, created for him and, without him, incomprehensible. There she lay on his breast to release him, to
induct him into the sacredness of life, to fill his lungs with her breath and teach him how in forgetfulness of all
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else to feel and live with strength!
“I love you, Gemma!”
She only smiled with her hands on his hair.
“But I believe,” he cried out within himself. “The miracle has come to me. I am strong enough to believe it and
find salvation in it.”
He jumped up and put his arm round her … Suddenly his blood ran cold.
“Yes, you believe, you actor. And first thing tomorrow morning you will be wondering what artistic use to
make of your moment of belief!
“But I love her,” he protested to his adversary, “and she me. Am I not a human being?
“No, you are not. You only play at being one. forego your effect for once, just this once out of pity for a child.
Think—“
“Oh, I know and I am afraid. This is not just a romantic episode to take up and drop as soon as one is tired of
it. It is not a house with two entrances. It is a defile and once within it there is no issue but there where the torrent
pours over the rock.”
Reluctantly he let go of her. His eyes, distraught with pain, wandered round the walls and suddenly met those
of Pippo Spano. Pippo Spano was smiling now. His terrible smile, inscrutable hitherto, now said in so many
words:
“Is this the strength which I, your conscience, was to wring from you? A woman throws herself at your feet.
You go to her on the current of your blood. And you are going to allow the pale cast of thought to show that life
the door? Do so—but never again seek to smuggle yourself out of the world of weaklings into mine, where men
love and rob and, if it must be, die.”
Mario Malvolto snatched Gemma from the floor. All his blood rushed to his head and, like a warrior whose
booty clasps his neck with her white arms, he carried her into his bedroom.
3
Mario Malvolto stood alone on his terrace and watched the sun come up. Gemma had gone. He listened to the
last echoes of the storm of joy she had aroused in him. So it would have died away. If she came back that evening
still in the same glory of passion, how would she find him? He did not know. Twenty hours might sweep him far
away. He would make an effort to get back to her. Perhaps he would succeed.
“No, no. We’ll part at once. I will not see her again. That is the strong thing to do, for I still desire her and ever
shall. … I will write to her. She will suffer. It will be a clean cut, as swift as our happiness. Unless one died of it, it
is bound to pass. If I gave way to pity now and tried to deceive her, I should only be opening the way to long
anguish, quivering resuscitations of what must die in the end.”
He went down the steps into the garden and as he walked along the paths between the trees and bushes he
wrote in his head:
My adored Gemma!
I still have the right to call you so today. If you came back again tonight, it would perhaps already have become a lie—
the first of all the many lies with which I should seek to reprieve our love. I will not have that. We were too strong and
too happy. I want to repay the truth of your feeling with the utmost truth that is in me. Listen, my Gemma.
You love me still, I know. You are convinced that you love me for ever. And you would consider a feeling null and
void that foresaw its own death. But that, Gemma, is the case with mine. Oh, it is not that in the years to come I shall
not wish you here as ardently as I do now at this moment! But if you came in two hours, perhaps even so you would
come too late. Perhaps, beloved, even in the closeness of your embraces last night I was already untrue to you. Who
knows whether I may not have sought out words with which to describe them? Art is your rival, Gemma, and one you
may not lightly challenge.
Sometimes you would find me clasped to her hard breast when you came with open arms into my room.

Mario Mjalvotolo watched a tress of wisteria slip through the hollow of his hand and wondered:
“Hard breast? Has art a hard breast?” He let it pass for the moment.
You do not understand me, I know. You think one can drop one’s occupations when a woman comes in. Lanti, if you
married him, would send his horse away the moment you asked. A stockbroker would finish with his clients. Money is
a passion that seldom holds its ground against a woman. With art, Gemma, it is another matter. It alone and war and
power are superhuman exaggerations that claim the body and soul. But art is the most ravenous of the three, it
engrosses the other two. It alone so hollows out its victim that he is left forever incapable of a genuine feeling, of frank
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surrender. Think—the whole world to me is only raw material for a phrase. All you see and enjoy—those walls of San
Gimignano, over which your childish dreams ran like squirrels, would be no joy to me unless they evoked the words
that mirrored them. Every golden evening, every weeping friend, all my feelings and even my pain over their decay are
all only matter for words. And so would you be too. Gemma, that is intolerable.
I shall never sit with my wife and be happy in the sight of her. I should be thinking how her features could best be
described, how and in what original way they had to be looked at to take me by surprise and compel the arresting word.
When I had your wonderful flesh—I use a really banal word, wonderful—when I felt it within my hands, I should be
seeking out a better, a word that captured the essence of your flesh and yours alone.
I should be assiduous enough: you would often see me in a fever of uncontrollable emotion. Do not mistake that for
love. It is essential to me to cheat myself into states of feeling in order that I may be able to represent them. I have to
enter into people who are strong and beautiful as you are, vibrate with their nerves, riot in their pleasures, be damned
with their damnation and share their downfall. I cannot know people out of myself, for I am not a person: I am a player.
Think of all the women you meet in society and with whom you exchange a word or a smile; think of each single
one and know that I have already been unfaithful to you with her and will be so again—in my heart. And yet nothing
ought to go on in it but you! But there is worse still: I shall be unfaithful to you with yourself, with a counterfeit
Gemma.
Those creations of mine you love, for whose sake you threw yourself into my arms, Gemma, they were all once real
people. I have falsified them to gain my artistic ends. I shall falsify you too. I am on the way to it already. This letter is
the first of the artistic uses I shall put you to.”

Mario Malvolto had tears in his eyes. He was genuinely suffering; but it was to his advantage to suffer.
“My letter will be good,” he told himself.
You, Gemma, are a woman and there would of necessity be times when you were moody, sick and sad at heart; you
would come to your beloved for consolation. I would lavish it on you, do not doubt. From selfishness—to learn more of
life. Your sufferings and my sympathy would both serve my turn. … Yes, if you died, my beautiful Gemma, I would
despair, you may be sure. But even before you had breathed your last, your death and my despair would furnish me
with two characters for a play.
Do not hate me for it! I live condemned to loneliness behind the glare of the footlights that separate me from all
spontaneous, unexploited feelings. How I should love it to be otherwise—and that the heart-throbs that beset me in the
intoxication of your warm blood were not a substitute for the agitations that rise from an ink-pot.
If I could but give myself to you utterly, once and for all! Renounce all I have won, all that the long pursuit of art
has made of me, and lay it all on your knees! No more would be known of me but that I had vanished for love of a
woman. And I would make of the whole country as far as my fame has gone only one single laurel-grove for your little
feet!
All my desire is to be numbered with the strong ones who could do thus, those condottieri of life who gulp their
whole lives in a single hour and die happy. Instead of facing this forlorn parting, we ought to have died together,
Gemma, this very dawn!

Mario Malvolto broke off.
“And why not tonight?” he cried out as he stood in the sun-flecked shadows of two rose bushes. “Why not the
day after tomorrow or any other day when we were happy?”
“Mark, my friend, what as shabby commonplace trick you are laying! You would like in due course to be quit
of the girl you have enjoyed; you uncover her little secrets, which are your concern alone. You have no right to.
Now that you have once taken her with a high hand, now that you have carried her off as plunder to your bed—do
your duty and be strong to the end. She came to you as to an artist of other days who gave two women their due,
one on canvas and one in bed. At bottom you are afraid that one or the other may prove too much for you. Then
die of her. The miracle has happened. This miracle called woman arose from a prouder, more impulsive world
conjured up by your longing and stepped into your room. You gave it welcome; now believe it. Now believe it
your release. And if you are too weak to believe, then die for it notwithstanding, as a martyr is nailed in silence
even though without conviction to the cross.”
Mario Malvolto took his resolve. He tore the letter he had written in his head to pieces. Then he went in and
stood with folded arms in front of the portrait of Pippo Spano. No, Pippo Spano did not smile. Or perhaps he did?
But his smile had never been so inscrutable.
Gemma came to her lover that night and the next night and every night.
It seemed to him that relief was within his grasp. You had to go through the motions, live in its rites, follow its
dietetic prescriptions. At last it came. The problem was to conquer art that pressed a mask upon the face of love,
to wrench one’s own spirit round as though it were a horse, to turn away one’s creative curiosity from all the
world and concentrate it on a woman with the sole ambition of fashioning within oneself a perfect love.
“Occasional excesses,” he told himself, “are not so dangerous to the state of mind required for artistic effort as
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the slow flooding of the system with small doses of alcohol. From now onwards I will drink wine every day.
“I will go visiting at the hours when I might be working and I will choose the houses of the least intelligent
people.”
“It was a mistake,” he confessed a few days later, “for I had time, the way they talked there, to think out a story
between two of their remarks.”
But he returned just as dissatisfied from houses of greater pretensions.
“These two weeks of idleness have given me a frightful alertness. Everything that an artist experiences in
society touches me to the quick: the prick of conscience at the sight of beauty, the exasperation at the least sign of
indifference, the discouragement caused by the success of talented mediocrity, the paean that greets a woman’s
friendly glance and the deep melancholy if she fails to please. My sensibilities react instantaneously to all that
provokes the busy instincts of us artists—our vindictiveness, our urges to put a bridle on nature, to impose
ourselves on the world, our ostentation and our thirst for self-glorification.
“I will stay at home.”
He tried reading a book for the sake of its contents. Up to now he had opened one only to appropriate
something as his own. The experiment prostrated him with unutterable boredom. So he went for walks.
He laid it down as a law that the hazy line of the hills upon the horizon had no name; that no words
corresponded to the silver eyes the olive yards opened when the sunlight flitted over them. Mostly he lay down in
the open country beneath a tree and closed his eyes, as a sick man who hopes to gain courage from the measured
breathing of nature and who must not be exposed to the shock of its light and stir.
“Nature will heal me. I am a sick man, obsessed by art.”
If ever he ventured to look on nature, it seemed to him to have a new tenderness. The kindly earth gave herself
shyly to him again as to a convalescent. Never had he encountered her so calmly, so undemandingly as now;
never since, when he was a boy, the fearful desire had seized him to wrestle with her and bend her beneath the
yoke of words. Now at last this fear relaxed, daily a little more. The earth would no longer be conquered; the
distant scene nodded kindly and that grassy mound pressed him as a friend to its breast.
Once in mid June he was standing in the pinewood above Settingano on a stony track, brown with pine
needles, looking down into a valley over which a sudden artillery of clouds shot beams of light. Now a river
sparkled out on the edge of the dark arable; now an impetuous green flame leapt at the steep wall of a wood; now
a house blazed white from the massed shadow of cypresses. Mario Malvolto savored the pleasure of being
allowed to see it all without having to depict it in words.
Suddenly the light that leapt a distant meadow and caught a flock of sheep, a rock, a man, suddenly the light
became a figure and the figure drew nearer. It was white and nimble. It hastened between the dry branches at the
bottom of the wood from which Malvolto looked down. His heart beat faster: he knew who it was. It was she now
who lived in the copses where for so long only words had roosted! Her limbs flashed in the stream; that flickering
flight of birds bore the desire of her on to love’s horizon.
“The earth is full of her! My senses encounter nothing that does not breathe with her breath. And I clothe her,
not in a garment of words but in kisses. She brings no masterpiece to birth in me—only love. I love her, I love
her!”
He ran home, thinking he would find her there also.
“I’m a fool. She has only just gone.”
Nevertheless he leant over the garden wall, keeping a look out for her. And there she was. She sprang white
and nimbly from a thicket, caught in a noose of light, as he had seen her just a moment before far away between
the fields in the valley. She was chasing a fledged nestling that fluttered on to a branch behind the well. She
jumped up on to the narrow rim of the deep well and ran round it without so much as a glance at her feet. The
wind of her sleeve made the branch quiver and the light that shot from the clouds seemed to run with her. She was
herself a feathered creature balanced in air and the garden enticed her to all its secret haunts. She was just
stretching out her hand to catch the little siskin … but Mario saw her danger and was alarmed; she heard his shout
and looked round, shading her eye with one hand. She gave a choking cry of joy, the cry of an upspringing bird,
and jumped down from the well. She ran with flying skirt to the wall, caught his hand, felt with her feet for the
footholds between the stones and so reached his kisses. They curled up together like two squirrels on the warm
wide top of the wall and their kisses were playful and impulsive. Gemma, mute and fierce, bit her lover in the
neck and all the while her eyes, darkly wavering with passion, looked back into the garden. Her desire drew her
there and she let herself down and pulled him after into her lawless realm, among bushes laden with crimson
flowers that nodded and bled as the lovers sank entwined between them.
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Mario Malvolto felt that he had embraced a woman for the first time. He, and the whole world with him, had
been for the first time entirely consumed by a woman, translated body and soul into the strength of a woman’s
being. And from these seconds of boundless life it was bitter to turn back; it was as though he left years of
vigorous and lavish life behind him. Still—he had loved. Gemma had made a man of a player. She had led him
with her light and noiseless tread so far back into nature that new horizons dawned. He to whom life had ever
been but a pretext, who had merely experimented with all that causes suffering or joy, who had believed in
nothing and attached himself to nothing; he who had sat in the next room without presentiment while his mother
died—it was to him that Gemma had called from afar. He could not assess his gratitude; there were no words to
describe his happiness. He sought for none and had none—only the name he suddenly found for her, Santa
Venerer.
She had come to announcer very good news: her brother had been ordered on maneuvers. He was leaving in
three days and perhaps they would be left alone for months together. Gemma was not moving into her villa near
by and she had put off all possible visitors by saying that she would always be out for long walks. What bliss
opened before them! Suddenly they looked down a magic avenue of days whose green, luxuriant perspective was
shot with gold; and, far down the black marble galleries of the nights ahead, gleamed delight.
When she had gone, all at once he felt empty; he came back bitter and empty out of another life. He wandered
aimlessly from room to room. Here lay one of her gloves, there some flowers, picked and thrown down. A book of
pictures lay on its crumpled face in a corner. One of the Florentine ladies of a past century wore a huge collar
round her neck that was now once more the latest fashion. Malvolto put on his hat as though he were in a café or
in any other place where by chance he had an hour to while away. He was no longer at home; the house was hers,
that alien creature of lawless energies who came on wings, embraced and flew away. She had leagued herself with
Pippo Spano to introduce love’s martial law within his walls. Pippo Spano drew himself up against the crimson
arras,\fn{Hangings} resolute and alert.
Mario Malvolto did not feel equal to this perpetual battle-alarm. He gave a sad look into the devastation of his
bedroom and into the bathroom, where the taps were dripping. Only a little white drawing room where she had
first appeared to him in the moonlight was undisturbed. She never entered it—it was too fragile and soft for her.
Tina, his great tragedienne, used to sit there when she came and when they roamed hand in hand as friends
through long days devoted to the Muses.
“Yes—she left me time to work. In fact, we loved each other in order to work. Was that so very awful, after
all?”
With a sigh he unlocked the drawer of his writing-table where the manuscript of the work he had been busy
upon lay hidden. This was the only spot in the whole room on which Gemma had not yet laid her despotic little
hand.
“My God, how long since I wrote! I cannot imagine now how I ever wrote this at all. I couldn’t write a page
more of it now. My talent has gone!” He held his head in his hands.
“When we’ve done with each other, this girl and I—we must after all be done some day—what mouths of
hygiene, what a regime of boredom I shall need to get me up to scratch again. I wonder whether she has the
faintest notion that she had already cost me half a novel? She is expensive; but it’s incredible the value women put
upon themselves, what they accept without a thought. It’s well known, of course; only moments come when the
discovery is made afresh. Oh, well. No doubt the affair will give my mind a lot to feed on. Perhaps I was in need
of a strong dose of real life; otherwise art is left to fertilize itself. I shall find out later what use the girl has been to
me. Later …”
He tossed the manuscript back into the drawer and went out on to the terrace, forgetting the key for the first
time. He drew a deep breath. Already he desired her again.
Next day a letter came in place of her. She said she was moving house and her brother was giving her a lot to
do before he left. Three days more!
Mario Malvolto spent those three days in his room doing nothing, ever on the alert. She might be meaning to
take him by surprise. Any moment a twig might snap down there in the garden as she pushed her way in at the
secret little gate. But the days had run out before she came. She laughed slyly.
“How the waiting must have sharpened your appetite … and mine!” she said frankly, as her arms quivered
round his neck.” She had had an idea since seeing him last.
“Tell me, do you ever work?” He drew back.
“No, but I want to know. Whenever I’ve come you’ve just been waiting. Or roaming the country. You look
very well, better than at first. But I have never found you at your desk. You don’t think I want to keep you from
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it?”
He understood. She wanted him altogether and everywhere—even at his writing-table.
“She’s afraid I write in secret and live a double life. If she only knew how mistaken she was!” She had
observed the key in the lock of the drawer and fell upon it and took out his manuscript.
“Now I’ve got you! So you’ve never shown me this. And something so precious!”
It was the first time he had seen her touch any object with reverence. She put the pages carefully on the table
without disarranging them.
“Sit down!”
“I am to write? Gemma, what are you thinking of? I have been longing for you for three days!”
“I don’t want you—unless you write!”
He obeyed. Confusedly he turned the written pages and recalled with an effort the next sentence he had had
ready in his head. He wrote it down and could not get any further. When he looked up Gemma stood there naked,
holding her arms level with her shoulders.
“Now write,” she said softly and with a menace in her softness.
He sat upright and changed color and bit his lip. She began to dance; he felt her wafted about him like a large,
very white flower, stirred by a hot breeze.
“I want your genius to live in me,” she whispered.
She gazed past him. All the blood rushed to his head. Visions of unimagined creations came to birth in him, a
true primeval forest of the spirit, glowing with petals, succulent with sap, howling with wild beasts, and
impenetrable. He saw that he was helpless; he could not master a single feeling, carve one clear-cut image, light
on one word.
“It will all come later. Later …”
He caught sight of her facing him on the threshold of the terrace. Her outline was touched with pink and a
luster of gold veiled her body. She was a shell precious for its rarity; her hair fell about her like seaweed. She was
a nymph who flitted past him like a beam of light, too swift for recognition, peeping for a moment slyly and
wildly over his shoulder and the next moment nothing was left of her but the faint fragrance lingering as the echo
of a fairy dream.
“Unless you write—” she said at last.
He wrote the first words that came into his head. She approached inquisitively and sat on the arm of his chair
and looked over his shoulder. He saw the muscles of her graceful legs ripple and wrote on. What did it matter? He
rode for a fall with a thrill of satisfaction. He felt he was far beyond all that once he had prized most highly. Art?
The sheer loneliness of art? Art one drained one’s life blood to nourish, for which one beggared oneself, for whose
sake one put off the man and put on the player? Ah—now he was playing a comedy. But his work, his work at his
desk, art itself was the comedy and he played it for love to see!
Now Gemma took his head in her arms and bent it back, just as though she took a child home who had played
about long enough. It had all been only the battle between the woman and the book.
“How I love her for having won!”
She let herself slowly down upon him in eager, full and deep-red kisses that smelt of iris, her native perfume.
When he shut his eyes it seemed that the great blue petals closed over him for ever.
She had to go home. A moment later he gave a start.
“I see her at this moment as distinctly as if she had never gone. My brain and all my blood are so full of her
body, of her flower-colored arm round my neck, of her long, softly rounded thighs, of her danced caresses. I am
brim full of her every movement! I, my house, my garden, this hill—everything is charged with her life. It lies
littered about as flowering branches torn from the tree and I see them and seize them and inhale their scent!
Poetry is dumb—I have only living images of incarnate beauty.”
When she came back in the evening he took her to the long loggia on the shadowed side of the house, on
whose walls Orpheus, young and lean, strode between slim and scarcely budding trees and Galatea posed bright
limbs over a deep blue sea. The olive yard intruded its pale clouds of leaves almost under the arches.
“It is not impossible that Pan may be watching from the field out there. No one else?”
“Let us hope not,” she said lightly with a smile.
“The peasant only comes out to work in the cool of the evening and his vineyard is locked. In the garden there
is not a spot overlooked from any house near by. It is your people I am anxious about. How do you explain your
long absences?”
“I? I don’t. That is my companion’s business. She can surely think of some place where I might be.”
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And the girl’s passion that threw prudence to the winds and scorned all stratagem struck him in the face with
the force of a tornado. His heart stopped.
The sun was just rising when they woke. The first sharp beams pierced the open window and were shivered to
gold-dust in the long peacock-blue curtains. Gemma held out her hand to catch it. She jumped out of bed and
climbed with the thin cloud of her nightdress floating about her impetuous limbs on to the foot-end of the bed and
stood there in a aureole of blue-green light. It was the light on the floor of fabulous seas. The whole room, tiled
floor, walls and furniture, was sea-green, and on the bed, chest, cupboard and mirror in the severe style of
Renaissance Sienna the gilded carved work took on a fitful shimmer, while all the space between was dim. Only
in the corner of the window the one picture was splashed with the red of dawn.
“What is that?”
And Gemma raised her arm in the light that came seeping through—a mermaid rising from the deep to ask
about a marvel far across the water. “I have never seen that before.”
“Because you were never here until sunrise before. That picture only strikes the eye at dawn.”
“I see a semicircular colonnade and from its two gateways swarm a troop of genii with ghostly wings and
serpents’ tails, little dragons, monsters that blow out their bellies and women, tall women with their hair full of
ripe, dark fruit or with forked locks—women with long narrow breasts like udders. They dance a weird dance,
wreathing garlands of flesh, no, of lustrous flowers amid the bright clouds of their robes, whirling discs of green
air, while an owl looks on. … I’d like to have a dream like that,” Gemma said. “And there at the back of the
colonnade is a couch where the dreamer lies!”
“That is me, Gemma. For I am the only one to feel the charm of this picture. The original hangs unnoticed in a
gallery somewhere. I am vain of the pictures no one else has eyes for: they belong exclusively to me! … How
often,” Malvolto said starting up and speaking to himself, “how often I used to wake up at dawn to interview my
dreams and found them all ushered in and ordered by that picture.”
Gemma gave a cry and fled for refuge into her lover’s arms.
“Horrible—oh, how horrible! A mask—a mask with a huge nose, and red, it might be alive; and it’s made of
skin, the skin of a human face!”
After a moment, still shuddering, she asked: “What is it?”
“I have always taken it to be a symbol of art,” he replied. “The flayed skin that still boasts the features of the
vanished body and is still miraculously colored by the blood that has long since ceased to pulse—that to me is art.
I grope behind the skin whose nostrils still expand as though informed with life and whose eyelids still wink; I
grope for the body behind, for life itself. It was never there—not for me. … But now I have it in my arms!” And
he drew her to him. Gemma went up to the picture again.
“It is really horrible. But I want it. I’ll have a mask made like it to frighten you with. You must make a copy of
it for me. Quick—get some paper.”
They ran into his study and hunted about in the drawers and came on the manuscript.
He took a page of it and pressed it so tightly against her face that her nose broke through.
“What are you doing?”
“Don’t you see what that is? It is the skin—the skin beneath which the blood seems to course. There is your
mask!”
She held the torn paper in her hand. He lit a wax taper and let the flame creep up and devour the written lines.
When it got near her fingers he took the sheet from her and put it in the hearth.
He went back for another sheet. She had gone white. She divined, without fully realizing, her last, decisive
victory.
“What are you doing?” she asked again. “You surely don’t mean to burn your story, your precious story? You
were going to go on with it—later.”
“Later? When?” She did not know.
“For us, Gemma, there is no later. We love each other and then comes death.”
She trembled. She threw her arms round his neck. With his face against hers, he said:
“My dreams are over. The dreams in that picture have all vanished down the dark perspective of the colonnade
whence they issued. Instead of dreams I have you. You are the substance behind them all, the goal of all my
longing. You have pulled me over into your life—”
“Yes!” She kissed him without comprehending what he went on to say:
“—into a prouder, more impulsive world encompassed by a quick-set hedge, where violence and the
intoxication of surrender reign, where unutterable defeat is drunk to the dregs and splendors without a name,
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where life is lived to the full and death comes once for all.”
“And death comes once for all,” she echoed with wide eyes. She had only heard the final words fall from his
lips and uttered them as her own. “Yes, I feel it—I feel it coming,” she said.
She slowly took a page, let it flame up and put it on the hearth. She took another and another; the flames rose
higher and their reflections danced on her white skin and ran along the narrow folds of her nightdress. As her
small hands made a funeral pyre of thoughts, perceptions, aspirations and wrestlings for the truth, her lips wore a
two-edged smile, sweet and cruel.
Mario Malvolto stood with folded arms. He said to himself with suicidal joy:
“I believe.”
4
He sat waiting for her in the dusk. She had gone home for an hour or so to speak to her companion, whom she
had sent to the town on an errand.
The summer was over; a cool breath came from the garden; the withered cypress stood up bared and menacing,
stripped of its veil of wisteria. Malvolto lay on his face, his face in his hands and thought of Gemma, in a mood of
incomprehensible gloom.
Suddenly he knew that she had come. She was silhouetted in the pale frame of the open terrace door.
She approached slowly—he took a breath at each step she took—and came to a stop between his knees without
touching him, her arms hanging at her sides. He saw her face hover above his, remotely shimmering in the dusk of
the evening, an evening that clutched at his heart with the dread that no dawn would ever follow it. And her two
eyes above him, large and dark, blinded by night and hot with banked fire—he took them for two craters gaping
over him. They came solely nearer, so near that they became one crater over whose rim he bent, dizzy yet allured.
Then Gemma’s cheek touched his and she whispered:
“Darling, we must die.”
He only pressed his cheek a little closer to hers in reply. She had said nothing new. He had felt her words
coming all the way from her house to his. No, they came from even further back: from the first night when she
gave herself to him! they had both known long ago that after their embraced nothing was left them but to die.
From the very beginning death was enfolded in their love. They had said “for ever” and to that “ever “ death alone
could give a name.
She clasped him round the shoulders and he let her. They felt themselves rocked, drowned and dissolved away
in the enchantment of a deathly sea. All around them the forms and colors that a day had lent to things dissolved
away.
Malvolto fought his way to the surface of a flood of blackness. He asked:
“But why? What has happened?”
Gemma smiled; she walked away and said lightly:
“We’ll, we’ve been photographed.”
“We—”
“Yes. It’s all over the town. It’s an excellent likeness, I’m told. I am standing on the terrace and you are lying at
my feet.”
“You are—naked?”
“And you, poor dear, have not much on.”
“Appalling! This is appalling. And I made absolutely certain that the terrace could not be overlooked from any
single point in the whole neighborhood! It must have been taken from the garden. It can only have been my
servant, Noccolo—or else your companion. I’ll—”
And he made for the door. but Gemma seized him by the arm.
“What does it matter who did it? Some passer-by or other. Don’t let’s waste time that is better spent on love.”
He came back, suddenly calmed.
“You are right. how did you find out?”
“My companion saw it in a friend’s house and also in a shop where she was not known. It’s being sold on the
sly and having a great sale, I hear. You can imagine it, I, the Cantoggi and you, Mario Malvolto …”
He felt a fleeting vanity, but instantly he was overwhelmed with shame and rage at himself. He flung himself
at her feet.
“You, Gemma—all your hidden beauties that have seen the light for my eyes alone are now hawked round and
shown in drawing-rooms and clubs and in the wings of theaters—yes, we must die. It is intolerable.”
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“I could tolerate that,” she said, still smiling.
“I have destroyed your reputation. Everyone in the town calls me a lucky fellow, everyone envies me. It’s
unspeakable.” He struck his forehead with his fists.
“We must die!”
“Not for that,” she said gently. “I don’t mind about all that. But they would separate us.”
“They would—” He stood up.
“Does your brother know? Has he come back?”
“Not until next week. But he might hear about it any day.”
“They won’t tell him.”
“Not if he were my husband,” Gemma said and her smile died away. Malvolto bowed his head.
“You are right. They will tell a brother.” Suddenly he drew himself up.
“Then I’ll fight him!” Gemma shook her head.
“You mean he’ll kill me?” he shouted. “Four months ago perhaps. I’m a practiced swordsman now.”
“If you did kill him, I have other relations and they will separate us. I’m only seventeen.” And when he made
no reply she went on in a colorless tone:
“And then, you see, we should still have to die. Why should you kill my poor brother first? Better die now—at
once.”
Malvolto gave a rapid glance about him: no, there was no other way out. Gemma, standing there, her slender
figure hazily outlined, her face floating like a water-lily on the night and her eyes that were darker even than it—
Gemma had now become a childlike Judith and round one of her flower-like fingers she wound a lock of hair and
by it hung a head and that head was his.
But she died with him—he maligned her: she walked to her death the strength of martyrdom, coolly and with
courageous step, whereas he, for whose sake she went, still sought for a way of escape. He took her in his arms.
“Gemma—the world’s only lover—your strength and calm raises me up. It is I who kill you. Do you not hate
me for it?”
“Hate you?” she exclaimed with the first trace of emotion. “I feel I love you for the first time. When I came in
just now and you were there in the dusk and I stood between your knees and we looked at each other—yes, we
looked at each other. Had you ever looked at me like that before? I never had at you. I should never have believed
it was possible to be happier still. … Let us taste it,” she whispered with her eyes closed.
He caught her up as wildly as on the first night. Yes, she had all desire at her command: she drove him on all
through her proud, impulsive realm to the last thicket where the utmost joy was hidden. Stung by the lash of death
he carried her into the bedroom.
The moon had risen when they came back. They leaned together, their arms round each other, their temples
touching, their feet weary. As they stepped into the sharp band of light that fell across the room from the terrace
door they started as though at a cold shower and separated. Gemma went to the door and leaning against the frame
pressed her forehead on it. She heard Mario restlessly pacing the carpet. He looked about him. How the room had
altered. It belonged to love no longer; this very room was to see them die. The wide couch offered itself no longer
to their embraces; it looked like an operating\fn{The text has: operation.} table. Gemma turned abruptly and said:
“Do it.” He stopped short in sudden anguish.
“I—have I got to?”
“Yes. Do you expect me to?”
They looked each other straight in the eyes and saw a gleam of enmity flame up in their depths. The next
moment they ran to each other, with open arms. They felt each other’s tears on their cheeks.
“We who still have a life to live—”
“And we must kill each other.”
“Was anyone ever so unhappy as we—”
They remained for a long time motionless. Then Gemma sobbed.
“I shall never embrace you again—never again.”
“I shall never kiss your thighs again,” Mario said, “and never measure their little hollows again with my lips.
Never bury my face again in your hair or on your knees—”
He clung to her in an agony of devotion. He filled the delicate pink shell of her ear for the last time with the
burden of his whispered desires; arraigned her, limb by limb, because she betrayed him and had no more joys to
lavish on him. At last she freed herself and going with her gliding step to the couch lay down upon it and said
with a smile:
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“I am ready.”
He passed his hand over his forehead and then walked quickly to his writing-table. She looked away. She heard
the ring of steel. He came up to her, one hand behind his back.
“Your murderer is here,” he stammered. “He is stealing upon you.” He collapsed when he reached her, his
forehead on her knees.
“I can’t do it, Gemma. You are the stronger.” He held the dagger out to her.
“You do not love me as I do you—to the last quiver of my hand.”
“I love you so much,” she said, folding his head once more in her arms, “that the only happiness left me is to
die by your hand! Think—death alone gives you to me altogether. It makes us inseparable. Kiss me—kiss me
while you stab.” But he tore himself loose.
“You must live,” he cried. “What does my fate matter to you? I am content and I—I thank you!” She fell in his
arms—deathly pale.
“What are you thinking of? You want to leave me alone? How can you?” And she sobbed bitterly.
“Your coat is torn, your shirt too. Good God, you’re bleeding!”
“Only a scratch,” he muttered. “That way is barred.”
“Be good to me,” she whispered as she drew him to her on the couch as though asking an embrace. “All good,
all light of the sun has come to me only from you. Don’t you know what it was I dreamt of as a child on my ivied
walls at San Gimignano? Of you, my dearest.”
She laid her head dreamily back with a tremulous smile of desire and guided the dagger in his shuddering
grasp to the place where he was to plunge it in, and since her loveliness so lusted after death the most heroic
gesture of her life was also the most lascivious. He stabbed with tight-shut eyes, in a spasm of horror, against his
will and before she expected it. She cried out.
When he opened his eyes he was in a daze. Where was she? He could not find her head. It was lolling over the
edge of the couch. He put it back on the cushion. A piece of white flesh fell on his knee. What was it? A finger. He
had cut off one of her fingers. He leapt up, pierced with terror. The weapon clattered to the floor.
“What have I done? Did I do that? I? There she lies—blood on her lips, what is all this—she is contorted,
writing. Why? My God, her breast gapes! … Gemma!”
He bent over her, weeping aloud. She looked in his eyes with a forlorn and questioning look. Suddenly he
understood. She wanted him now to plunge the blade into his own breast. He stood up swaying on his feet, and a
cold shudder swept through him. A gulf had abruptly opened between her and him; the abyss that parted the
living, who had all before him, and her, whom death left no more choice, yawned before his eyes.
“What part have I in this dying woman?” And he remembered with a dull throb of memory how a few
moments ago he had said to he:
“What does my fate matter to you?” And he had tried to rescue her and turned the dagger against himself. And
now there she lay. …
He bent down for the dagger and her quivering eyes followed him.
No! If he did do it—he would not be dying with her. Their deaths were too unequal. Dying, for her, was a
simple, easy matter. She died as a child. What did she know? What had she ever doubted? No disillusionments
riveted her to the martyrdom of living. She had appeared on the earth at the beck of a single passion. All her life,
all her brief years had led—down a short avenue, where at the end a Hermes stood—to him, to him and that
moonlit night when she flung herself into his rms. Between that full moon and this in which she died lay all that
gave her meaning, all she was capable of feeling, all of her. Dying now, dying with him she left nothing behind,
had nothing to regret.
But he—oh, he! He had broken out this very moment from a tangled and luxuriant garden and saw again the
wide world before him. What joys and sufferings and what goals beckoned him! women and words and warfares
rang out a clarion note. He seethed with new ideas. Now his art could illumine the visions which had shot up in
him in tropical profusion when Gemma, a little naked Muse, danced about him. She had fulfilled her mission as
love’s ambassador and now returned where she belonged. And her death—of what use was it if he was to make no
more of her?
But her eyes were on him; the whites were turned up, leaving only a narrow strip of the pupils.
“What am I thinking of? What am I doing? I’m out of my mind. How can I look on and watch her suffer and
do nothing?”
He turned away and rang the bell in a panic. He ran to the door. The dying girl struggled for breath. With a
piercing scream, she cried out:
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“Murderer—you murderer!”
He whipped round, white and wide-eyed as she, and met her full gaze once more.
There were steps outside. Old Niccolo stood in the doorway, uttered a loud cry and turned and ran. The door
was left open and sounds came from the house.
Mario Malvolto was still gazing into Gemma’s dying eyes.
“Murderer,” he muttered with blanched lips. “You are right. I stole upon you, I stole my way into your life, the
life of the strong. I wanted to live to the full, to love regardlessly, to be a man at last. I wanted, too, to die as the
strong die—once and for all. Forgive me: it was a mistake. I did not deceive you. I did not know until my life was
demanded of me that it was play-acting, like all the rest. Forgive me, darling girl. It is not mere cowardice; it is
only that one does not really kill oneself in the last act of a comedy.” But then he picked up the dagger from the
floor.
“I’ll do it all the same. Look, I am going to do it!” He tore his shirt open and showed her the point on his chest.
“Do you see it? And realize what I am doing? I do it because you are watching and only for you!” But he saw
that her eyes were glazed.
“You are dead? But we were to die together and now you forsake me? Now when I am ready, now when I
sacrifice all to you, not just the one life you sacrifice for me but all the hundreds of uncreated lives within me—do
you vanish now? Have you gone for ever? Then—what am I doing? What is left me to do? I know nothing any
more.”
He raised his arms and let them fall again. His eyes wandering distractedly round encountered the eyes of
Pippo Spano.
“You! what would you do now? Did such defeat ever come your way? It is your strength that seduced me. You
were my conscience. It is your fault. What am I to do?”
Pippo Spano smiled. Etched by the moonlight, his smile, born of an excess of ruthless self-confidence,
fascinated Mario Malvolto and at the same time overwhelmed him with sudden dread. He stood transfixed. He
questioned it with all the strength of his being; he supplicated it with folded hands, swaying on his feet, gasping
for breath, now in a fever, now in a cold sweat, distraught and plunged in misery—a player on whom the curtain
would not fall.
58.283 The Amulet\fn{by Karl Jacob Wassermann (1873-1934)} Fürth, Bavaria, Germany (M) 11
1
When you think of their lives some people have to live, lives of nothing but want and care, destitute of all joy,
without a moment’s repose, without beauty and almost without hope, it makes you wonder why they do not
simply go out, like flames with nothing to feed them. Man is a patient creatures, born to suffering, and what he
endures is often out of all proportion to the resources nature has endowed him with. And many endure it without
even grumbling. Is it because they do not know that others have a different lot, or are they too much preoccupied
by their own fate? What is it prevents them from resigning themselves in silent passivity to the dark, inevitable
end, and taking the path to the grave—to death which they understand as little as they do their wretched
existence?
Christine Schierling grew up in the grimy back streets of a large town and had never known father or mother.
She began her life in an orphanage; then her guardian took her to live with him; then here guardian died; then she
had to go into service with a rent-collector. She had to carry water, wash clothes, light fires, look after children,
scrub floors—that was her life from early in the morning until late at night.
Innumerable were the houses in which she toiled, the families whose bread she ate, the stairs she ran up and
down, the scoldings she was given by her mistresses. She was always changing situations, not because of the
hardships she suffered, for these she could not escape wherever she went, but because every now and then the
thought came to her that she might better herself.
But this turned out to be an illusory hope. The mistress of a prosperous household looked askance at a girl who
came from a poor one and so she always had to seek refuge again with lower class people. Sometimes they were
good people, sometimes bad, just as it might happen. Sometimes her wages were in arrears, sometimes she was
half-starved. In one place there were ill-natured children who tormented and persecuted her, in others lodgers who
look liberties when they came home at night. In one place the wife was in poor health, in another she was a
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termagant, for whom you could do nothing right; and sometimes the husband was a drunkard, who deceived his
wife with other women and there was everlasting quarrelling and bickering.
She got to know every sort of person and every sort of family life. She knew the shamefaced brand of poverty
which is slovenly, and the industrious brand which defies every assault of fate. She had seen love under the
piteous ruins of lost happiness and hate that infests the air with its pestilence, hate between father and son,
between man and wife, between brother and sister. She knew the language of envy, the poison of scandal, the rage
of despair, tongue-tied melancholy and the horrors that bring crime to birth. She had been with a confectioner, a
shoemaker, a procuress, a bankrupt manufacturer, a midwife, a woman who kept a tobacconist’s shop, a retailer of
brandy. She often dreamed of the houses in which she had sojourned, but she did not see them one after the other,
or now one and now another, but all at once in a nightmare conglomeration—like the cells of a honeycomb. She
saw steps without end and innumerable doors. She smelt a smell of beds, fat and bad coffee. She heard a ceaseless
noise, noise everywhere, singing, whistling, hammering, shouting and laughing; the crying of children, the
barking of dogs, thumping and shoveling, cursing and groaning. And all without a sun and without a sky.
She had only rarely slept in a bed, usually on a sack of straw or a mattress beside the kitchen fire. Vermin
crawled over her hands and face as soon s it was dark. It was only when she was with the manufacturer that she
had a room to herself, but it was a cupboard in the attic where the wind blew in and on cold nights she froze to the
marrow of her bones.
Between her twentieth and twenty-first year she was with a Major. He was addressed as Major, but in reality he
was a dilapidated old man who made his living out of petty agencies eked out with a scanty pension. As long as he
was well she never had a kind word from him, but when he was taken bad and Christine had to look after him he
got down in the mouth and as soon as she left the room he whined until she came back. Christine heard his moans
and complaints and saw that it was all up with him. When he felt that he was at death’s door he called the girl to
his beside and said:
“May God reward you for all you have done for me. I cannot. But, so that you shan’t go away empty-handed
from my deathbed, I will give you the amulet my mother, now with God, hung round my neck when I went to
fight against the Italians. Perhaps it will bring you better luck than it has me.”
Saying this he felt under his woolen nightshirt and after undoing the catch he brought out a steel chain with a
coin attached to it. It was as large as a florin piece and the color of verdigris. Christine thanked him. Immediately
afterwards the Major breathed his last.
Ever after she always wore the chain round her neck. Ten years later she at last reached a higher station in life:
she went into service with a Jewish couple. The man’s name was Simon Laubeseder and he had originally been a
rag-and-bone man; then he started an old clothes shop in the outskirts of the town, where he supplied the artisans
with cheap clothing, and it was not long before he opened a business in the Stiftgasse, which boasted the name of
Warehouse of the Emperor of Austria. They were a childless couple and the work was not too hard; also they were
quiet people and Christine learnt from them what decent ways were. But the most important thing of all was that
she had a bedroom of her own.
She decorated the bare walls with illustrations from newspapers. There were the Crown Prince Rudolph,\fn
{Probably Rudolph of Hapsburg (1858-1889) Archduke and Austrian crown prince} Prince Bismarck with his dog,\fn{Probably
Otto von Bismarck (1815-1898), who was also a German prince } Tyras, and a picture of the battle of Trafalgar;\fn{ 1805, a
favorite with photogravure artists} the pictures were tacked up and fir twigs and dried flowers were stuck in behind
them. The photograph of the Major hung over her bed; it showed him as a young lieutenant and it likewise was
framed in foliage. A long-legged table, covered with a tablecloth displayed in loving array all kinds of mementos
and presents collected during her past life—a wax peach, a thimble in a red silk case, a china dwarf crouching
under a toadstool, a prayer book with a gilt cross and a necklace of glass beads.
Sometimes when she went out shopping she met a soldier in the passage or on the stairs, a corporal of the
German Masters of the Teutonic Order. He had a black, burned-up moustache, thick lips, a close-shaven round
chin and a merry gleam in his eye. The second time she encountered him he gave her a salute; the third time he
laughed; the fourth time he entered into conversation and she learned that he was paying a visit to his sister who
lived in the house and was married to Grieshacker, the haulage contractor. The corporal’s name was Kalixtus Zoff
and he had got himself put on the active list of his regiment and hoped soon to be promoted to sergeant major.
By degrees Christine became friendly with him and they agreed to go for a walk together one Sunday. They
took the train to Sievering, walked through the Frühlingswald to Weidling and returned on foot to the town as
dusk was falling. The corporal was going to meet his sister and her husband and they went to a small public house
and sat down at a table at which eight or ten people were already seated. Christine knew Frau Grieshacker by
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sight and she sat down beside her and shyly said good evening. The corporal soon began to talk big and got into a
violent argument with Gireshacker about whether the Salzburg express stopped at Neulengback or not.
Kalixtus Zoff gave Christine his arm on the way home and made a few clumsy advances under cover of the
darkness. But Christine was tired. It was the first time in years she had been for a long walk. Her eyes were
dropping before she got in, and when the corporal asked for a kiss as he said goodnight she complied without
thinking much about it. She kissed him on his thick lips and his moustache tickled her under her nose. Frau
Grieshacker laughed and the lorry-man whistled meaningfully.\fn{ The text has: meaningly.}
Christine kept company with the corporal for along time without giving way to him, as, of course, it was his
object she should; and she insisted not because she was afraid or because she set any value on her surrender, but
because she had little inclination for what to him seemed so desirable. Kalixtus Zoff was annoyed; he said she was
making a fool of him and threatened to break with her. Yet he always came back, armed each time with new
weapons of attack. He boasted of his manly vigor, hinted at secret advantages of which he was the possessor and
spoke contemptuously of other men who had only the outward appearance of virility.
When Christine assured him that she believed him and yet remained unmoved, he got wild and placing his
right hand on the breast of his tunic and his left on the hilt of his side arm, he swore that unless she would be his
he would put a bullet through himself and her as well. She displayed great calm when he raved and this impressed
him. He had formed the opinion that her obstinacy must be due to her earlier experiences with men and he did
everything possible to convince her that he was quite an exception to the common run of males. Hence his
astonishment was unbounded when he was forced to see his mistake and learned that her past was not at all what
he had supposed it.
It was on a summer evening and they were walking from Kahlenberg over the hills towards Nussdorf. There
were other loving couples walking in front of them and behind them; some were singing, some whispering and
sometimes a couple left the road and disappeared from view. The voices of Sunday holiday makers resounded
from the woods and from the edges of the vineyards and the numerous wayside inns. The moon rose above the
town and the air was sultry.
As they walked along, Christine by degrees began to talk. Her tongue was loosened and her dulled senses
escaped from the shackles which since her childhood had never relaxed their grip. She told him the story of her
life and all the places she had been and how hard a time she had had of it. Kalixtus Zoff listened at first with
indulgent condescension, but when that part of the story he was waiting for never came he decided to come to the
rescue of his own impatience and her forgetfulness with a plain question. She answered with a shake of her head
that nothing of that sort had ever occurred. He was so taken aback that he stood still and looked at her with his
mouth open, for the very idea of such a thing was not only new to him but at the first flush incomprehensible; so
incomprehensible that he tried to combat it with a contemptuous gesture; and only the somber melancholy of her
demeanor and her voice prevented him giving more energetic expression to his incredulity.
She again couldn’t understand his astonishment. She was not aware of ever having told a lie or made herself
out other than she was.
“Oh, yes,” she went on, “you see more than enough, more than you want to, and all feeling for it goes.”
That’s how it was with her. She had seen too much; and her “Oh yes” said everything. In the houses she had
been in the walls were thin, the bed springs rusty and nobody felt any shame in the eyes of another; sanctity was
sunk in brute necessity, the most intimate tenderness in grim compulsion. When they lay in each other’s arms,
their wretchedness still pursued them; and when one night raised them above the drab level, how friendless they
were all the nights after!
Marriage was like death, the veil was lifted; childbirth a terror. Money—everybody squabbled over, clutched
at, sold their souls for money. Without money—hunger, horror, despair and murder. Once a prostitute, who had
managed to save a hundred crowns, was stabbed near the kitchen where Christine slept. She saw the murdered
woman’s face. Nobody’s resources for love could be great enough not to be beggared of all hope, of every
innocent anticipation and secretly treasured belief after a sight like that. It was the opened sewer of the
underworld; inevitable, incarnate doom.
Christine told him all this too in her own simple words; and how she had to give evidence afterwards in court;
and how her evidence told against her mistress, the procuress. In consequence of this two pimps enticed her one
night on to a derelict building plot and beat her and she lay there until midnight in a pool of blood.
Kalixtus Zoff gradually began to feel small. He detected the ring of truth in her words and, further, it was
borne in upon him that this girl was altogether incapable of untruth. The suspicion came to him that she was as far
above him as he, up to now, had imagined himself to be above her and, in spite of his martial prowess, he felt
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overawed. His silence touched Christine, for she guessed the cause of it.
“I don’t want to go home yet,” she begged of a sudden and looked round about her. Absorbed in their talk, they
had got off the road and now they were all by themselves. The moon had glided behind a bank of clouds and far
down in the lain of the Danube the lights of the town gleamed dimly, veiled in mist. Christine sank down on the
grass, Kalixtus sat down beside her and began softly whistling a tune.
“How well you whistle,” Christine said.
“Yes, I can whistle,” he replied as he leaned his head on her breast.
2
Christine was able to conceal her pregnancy until about Christmas time. Frau Laubeseder gave her a good
talking to when she noticed her condition, but Christine was obstinately dumb. She admitted what there was no
denying, but little else could be dragged out of her. She didn’t know where she meant to go when her time came
and she didn’t want any well-meant advice.
The people in the house and the street looked at her inquisitively: she read pity in some faces, scorn in others.
Kalixtus Zoff was a little disconcerted at first, but when Christine neither reproached him nor pulled a long face,
nor asked him for money, he worried no more and was honestly grateful to her for behaving in a way that excused
him from the necessity of making even the show of a bad conscience.
One night in March Christine gave birth to a boy. That evening, when she felt the first pains, she went to a
midwife in the neighborhood with whom she had made arrangements some days before. She had to pay fifteen
crowns the moment she arrived and then she was allowed to stay there and the woman made a bed ready for her.
She lay in bed for four days and then the midwife said she was well enough to get up. She got up, but she still
felt very weak. She had to leave the infant with the midwife for the time; she was to come back on Sunday and
then they would discuss what was to be done with the child.
“What are you going to call him?” the midwife asked. Christine replied that he was to be called Joseph.
Through the midwife she heard of a woman at Erdberg who was prepared to take the child in return for a small
payment. The midwife took him there herself and on the next Sunday Christine went to Erdberg with the corporal
to make sure that the baby was in good hands. The woman whose charge he was in was a laundress and Christine
was not at all pleased with her. She had four small children of her own and the house was dirty and dark.
Two days later Christine went out to Erdberg again and, without making many words of it, demanded to have
the child given up to her and took him to the Laubeseders’. But he cried piteously half the night and Simon
Laubeseder’s sleep was disturbed and he forbade her to keep the child in the house. And so Christine had to look
about for another home for him and she remembered the widow of a gardener, whom she had got to know in one
of her former places and who had done her a few kindnesses. She went to her and she agreed to mother the child
in return for a moderate sum. The child was christened, the court appointed a guardian for him and Kalixtus Zoff
would have had to pay for his maintenance, but he had no money and so Christine had to take it all on herself.
As the gardener’s widow lived near by, Christine often ran along in the evenings to see how Joseph was getting
on. As far as she could see and from what the woman said, the child had nothing to complain of, but every time
Christine saw him her heart stood still: he looked so bad and his skin was yellow and his eyes big. When a year
had gone by and the child was still sickly, she put him in charge of a woman who kept a dairy in Hetzendorf, a
certain Frau Tomasek, and there he stayed, for she was better than her predecessors and had some little love for
the homeless creature.
The corporal took Christine out every Sunday just as he had before, but now they did not often go out into the
country, though this was what Christine liked best. Instead they paid Joseph a visit and then Zoff headed for a pub
in the newly built outskirts of the town, where it was his custom to meet his friend, Polivka, who was a barber.
Polivka and Zoff had got to know one another in a dance bar at Prater not long before. They had had a quarrel
over a girl, as Kalixtus made no bones about telling Christine; but then they came to the conclusion that the girl
was no great catch and went off together; and as they strolled along late at night they opened their hearts to one
another.
Polivka the barber was always dinning it into the corporal’s ears that he ought to give up the army; and for this
reason Christine, who at first could not put up with the man, began by degrees to look on him more favorably.
Polivka’s contention was debated at great length, but Kalixtus Zoff was deaf to the voice of reason. He kept
saying that he was born to be a soldier and that his heart and soul were in it. Polivka, who had the reputation
among his acquaintances of being a well-read and educated fellow and whose command of words fully bore out
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his reputation, maintained on the other hand that times being what they were, a soldier’s life was merely idleness
and folly and that a man of Kalixtus Zoff’s physical and mental gifts—and here Polivka winked slyly at Christine,
who was listening with all her ears—could show up to greater advantage in any other line of life and even make a
comfortable position for himself.
“All that’s a lot of nonsense,” Kalixtus Zoff replied. “I wear the Emperor’s uniform and that’s the end of it. If
the Emperor did not need soldiers he would let us know it himself. Why should I sweat my guts out all the week
for a few lousy crowns? I have my bed and board, my drink and my uniform and, over and above that, there’s
something else to be taken into account. There’s not a man so smart and well turned out as one of us when he
leaves barracks to walk out with his girl.” He put his arm roughly round Christine’s shoulders and pinched her
arm so hard that she cried out.
“And what about you, Polivka?” he asked, turning to the barber. “You don’t do so mighty well even though
you have supped up wisdom with a spoon.”
“That’s true,” Polivka said, looking somewhat nettled, as he swept his barbered locks from his forehead. “But
that is up to me personally, to put it that way. If I were no more than a barber I should long since have had my
saloon in the Ringstrasse with half-a-dozen assistants and a wife. But I was born for something better. I have my
ambitions. Fortune did not put the shaving brush and razor in my cradle.” He rested his chin in his hand and his
little twinkling boot-button eyes gazed sadly into space.
Christine did not understand what he was talking about. But she felt sure that she was destined to know him
better. During the next week but one she received a rosy pink note with his signature, in which he invited her and
her friend Kalixtus to a dramatic performance to be given by “The Blackbirds” on the following Sunday. They
were going to give The Robbers and Polivka was taking the part of Karl. Christine and Kalixtus betook
themselves to the Golden Pear at the hour appointed.
She had never been to a theater before and the auditorium and all the lights and the well-dressed people and the
painted curtain made a deep impression on her. When the curtain went up and the performance began and a space
hitherto invisible, was revealed, where strangely dressed and strangely speaking persons moved about, she
involuntarily seized Kalixtus’s arm and sighed and marveled and felt afraid.
It was some time before she formed a clear idea of what was going on. By degrees she got hold of the story
and as she held her breath in rapt attention her heart went out to the unhappy and magnificent Karl Moor. When
he came on the stage in his might, wearing a hat with nodding plume, his eyes darting lightning, his arms waving
like the sails of a windmill; when he stormed against mankind in a voice that made the air quiver, Kalixtus Zoff
gave Christine a nudge and whispered:
“There he is. That’s Polivka.”
Christine could hardly believe it. Yet doubt and amazement ran into one in the stress of her emotion and
towards the end of the piece she could no longer restrain her tears and sobbed so loudly that people turned round
and looked at her and the corporal felt embarrassed. She felt strangely happy as her grief welled out; it came
dimly to her mind how seldom she had cried; in fact, she could not remember having ever done so and it gave her
a feeling of luxury and joy.
“Well, now we’ll go ands fetch Polivka,” Kalixtus Zoff said in a loud voice at the end of the fifth act, getting
up and gazing proudly round to let all the world know that he was a friend of the much-admired actor. “He made a
proper job of it. Grand! Why, a general might envy him lungs like that!”
Christine wanted to go home. She said in excuse that she felt bad and when Kalixtus Zoff got annoyed she
pleaded with him and looked at him with imploring eyes. He shrugged his shoulders and left her. He turned with
his noisy cheeriness to a group of Polivka’s friends and a moment later Polivka himself joined them, clad once
more in his everyday clothes and with his face clean of paint and rather pale. He shook hands all round and
laughed conceitedly.
Christine was glad to have seen him after all and then she hurried away. A cold wind swept along in the street,
but she did not feel it. She was warmed within by veneration, and fortified by aspirations she had never known
before.
Polivka observed Christine’s altered demeanor, but he put a wrong construction on it.
“What’s the matter with Christine? What is she cross with me for?” he inquired of Kalixtus Zoff one day.
“Christine? You turned her head with your play-acting,” the corporal answered. “She’s been up in the air ever
since, I tell you.”
The barber then saw how the land lay. And he took a closer look at Christine. She was not bad., even if she was
thirty-three. Her way of dressing and behaving was certainly unpretentious and too modest by far, but her face,
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her soft lips and her sad eyes were more attractive than was usual in girls of her station. Polivka felt the desire to
fulfill expectations of which his person, idolized even by himself, was the object. With pleasing tremors he
pictured himself as lord and master of the poor servant girl and while he lathered his clients’ stubbly chins he
closed his eyes in a poetic dream. He no longer felt any scruples about having to go behind his friend in order to
win Christine.
Hence his mortification was great when the first advance he made met with an insulting rebuff. She gazed at
him with astonishment and he was completely cowed. Next Sunday Kalixtus Zoff greeted him with a friendly dig
in the ribs and shouted out with a laugh:
“Polivka, you’re a dirty dog.”
The barber went green and yellow with embarrassment and annoyance and racked his brains what to do next.
The corporal seemed to be confoundedly sure of the girl and she instantly rose in his estimation now that he found
she was far from being so willing as he had supposed. He therefore lay in ambush and resolved to go to work with
more circumspection.
He had offended Christine by his clumsy overtures. There was a contradiction in her feelings for Polivka: she
had a vision of him in her own mind that awed and affected her; when she thought of him her breast expanded and
her soul warmed; but in his actual presence she was shocked and disillusioned and she looked in vain for the other
Polivka of whom she dreamed. In all this the idea of being untrue to Kalixtus never entered her head. She
considered herself bound to him for good, or until he himself cast her off. She knew that he was not so particular,
but she did not pass judgment on him for that; she did not take it on herself to judge him. She regarded herself as
his property, of which he could dispose as he saw fit or even as his fancy dictated.
*
Meanwhile the time came when the Emperor, as Kalixtus had said, found a use for his soldiers. The archduke
and heir to the throne was murdered and the Serbs challenged the Empire and challenged the whole world. Russia
mobilized, England rose up in menace and countries where peace had long been at home shuddered in
anticipation of slaughter without end. Even Polivka had to realize at last what a soldier was and what he was good
for. Everyone else realized it likewise and put all his trust in the defenders of his property. The soldier, too, now
became conscious of his destiny and prepared in the time-honored manner to welcome war as a glorious
adventure. It had never of course entered his head that things would come to such a pass and he did not grasp the
full seriousness of it yet.
It was the women who were filled with apprehension; the shadow of the future already fell on their hearts. Pain
and astonishment took possession of them and unconsciously they sundered their daily activities from those of the
men, which seemed to them mysterious and atrocious.
Many a man became a hero who had little foreseen such a transformation and many a love became new again
which had seemed staled by custom. Christine sat up for the whole of one night mending the clothes Kalixtus was
taking with him on active service. There was hate, for the regiment was marching to the station to entrain on the
following day. She would have liked to do a great deal more for him and, if loving care could have made her
sewing any firmer, his shirts and handkerchiefs would have been imperishable. Yes, she was filled with
apprehension and her heart was overshadowed; yet she thought with tenderness of the man to whose fate her own
was bound and who was going to war, perhaps never to return.
She too had never connected his profession, even remotely, with danger. So easy a life, so untroubled, so
leisurely; and hers, in comparison, so hard, so full of drudgery and toil. She had had it against him that he laughed
his way through life and refused to take any thought for the morrow, and now he had to pay the price. From one
day to another it might be all over with him and the bullet that might hit him was already cast. How good and
right it was, then, that no sorrows had so far darkened his existence.
She told herself ten time over that she would be true to him. Why? She had no guilty thought when she said it.
She was not afraid of herself. She said it only to give herself the assurance and him peace of mind. Her fond
longing was far away from her: Karl Moor beckoned only on the farthest outskirts of her dreams. She was staid
and unruffled; awed and stilled by the dread disaster of a whole world’s collapse. And yet the mysterious
evolution of a human destiny embraces, is already embraced by, all that lies merely as an embryo within it.
3
Kalixtus Zoff was able to snatch half an hour early in the morning and pay the boy a visit with her. He was
four years old by this time. His face was yellow and when his father gave him a piece of chocolate he had brought
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for him his eyes lit up greedily. Frau Tomasek said he was never satisfied and Kalixtus Zoff laughed, but Christine
felt a stab of doubt when she heard it. The neglected child went to her heart, the word “mother” sounded so
strange on his lips; and she wondered how she could contrive to take the child into her own keeping. At midday
she went to the station and the barber escorted her. With a frown of uneasiness he studied the calling-up notices on
the walls.
“Keep your heart up, Zoff,” he said to Kalixtus by way of good-bye.
“Servus, Polivka, you old froth-blower,” the corporal replied cheerily and turned to Christine and, opening his
eyes very wide, he said in a severe tone: “Good-bye, Tiny, and see you’re true to me.”
“And you, see you keep safe,” she stammered and looked at him and looked away again, and then lost sight of
him in the crowd of soldiers.
*
Polivka, as a man bent on profit, lost no time in trying to occupy the place Kalixtus Zoff had left vacant, in so
far at least as he laid claim to the superfluous victuals from the kitchen which the corporal had had the enjoyment
of. Every evening he came to the door at the time when Christine went out to the grocer’s and approached his goal
by the winding paths of eloquence, by playful and poetical allusions, as though his stomach were the keeper of his
heart and the guardian angel of the absent.
There was no occasion for all this with Christine. She saw no need for mystery or cunning. She had saved the
eatables she had given Kalixtus from what she was allowed for herself and she would never have thought of
taking advantage of her master and mistress by thieving and pilfering. She ate sparingly, even more so now than
before. He who cooks himself is soon satisfied. But she would never have ventured to offer the barber what the
corporal had for so long enjoyed; he seemed to her too superior and too proud for that, and when he raised the
question she was surprised, though she gladly consented.
Polivka was a dainty feeder. Meat had not to be too fat, nor too lean either; bread he despised and liked only
crisp pastries. Sausage and cheese were beneath his notice.
One day he asked Christine for a loan of forty crowns. His business had fallen off owing to the war. Receipts
diminished week by week.
He knew from Kalixtus Zoff that Christine had saved about five hundred crowns. But he knew also that the
corporal, easygoing though he was, had made it a point of honor to keep his fingers off her hard-earned savings.
Polivka was less scrupulous. At the best of times he always had his eye out for anything that might add to his
enjoyment of life and, now that he was in want, he was even greedier and more ruthless.
Christine was too good-natured to distrust him and, so far from meeting his haughty demand with a pointblank refusal, she did not even think twice about it. When she handed out the money he crumpled up the two
notes and stuffed them into his waistcoat pocket just as though he were being paid a debt which was long overdue.
The date when the loan was to be repaid passed by and instead of keeping his word he asked for a further sum
for twenty crowns. The sixty soon became a hundred, then three hundred, and so it went on until he had cleaned
her out. It had taken her fifteen years to amass her capital: it only took four months to dispose of it. There was
always some fresh circumstance which compelled Polivka to come down upon her: taxes were due, his landlord
would wait no longer, the tailor was going to sell him up. At first he was in real need of the money, but when he
found how easy it was to get possession of Christine’s savings he fancied the source must be inexhaustible and
spent what she gave him in riotous living.
He was one of the regular patrons of the lottery and spoke of the winning ticket he was soon going to draw
with the same confidence as he might have of money in the bank. Also he told her about a sick but miserly uncle
in Bohemia, who had sacks of gold buried in his cellar and whose death might be expected any day. He drew a
glowing picture of the fine life he would then lead and one Sunday he even took Christine to see over a villa in
Hietzing and smacked his lips as he said that he had long had his eye on the place and would buy it as soon as his
uncle in Bohemia was off the hooks.
*
Christine believed it all; that is to say, she believed as people do when they are afraid of the truth. When she
had handed over the greater part of her fortune to Spolivka she had a pretty good notion what his promises and
solemn oaths were worth. She saw that he did no work and that things were going from bad to worse with him. He
spent his nights drinking and his days in bed.
When she became a mother Christine began for the first time to rejoice in her savings; it was her dearest
thought that one day the money would be of use to Joseph and ease his first steps on the hard road of life. How
could she look the boy in the face if he wanted clothes and shoes and books and she had nothing to give him and
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was as poor as a mouse? What would she say to him, what would the boy think of her and what would become of
him?
She did not upbraid Polivka. He was still the object of her deep veneration, owing to a law of her nature and by
virtue of a secret steadfastness in her very soul. Once she had received the vision of higher things in a moment of
uplifted happiness she could not let it go. Against this even the loss of her money could not prevail, bitter as it
was. She lulled herself with the idea that Kalixtus would recover the money for her when he came back; Polivka
would not have the face to brazen it out then and he would have to pay her back.
Meanwhile, Kalixtus only added to her cares, for though he had promised to write regularly she had not had a
single word from him. Her letters remained unanswered. Many wounded soldiers were to be seen in the streets.
They all looked tired and sad. Often she longed to question one of them, but she was afraid to. Disquieting rumors
were abroad and at the grocer’s in the evenings people said openly that things were going badly at the front; and
when she talked to Polivka about it he made a face, which suggested that he received the most important
dispatches every morning from the General Staff, and remarked with Austrian relish of misfortune that it would
all end badly.
She searched the dim future in her dread and prayed at night that Kalixtus might be spared. Her heart beat
dully when she thought of him, as though she already half gave him up for lost. If ever her despondence lifted, the
thought of Joseph filled her heart to overflowing and she hastened to Frau Tomasek to see the child. Instead of the
rickety, pale and cowed little boy he actually was, she saw in him a flower of promise; the one living being on
whom her hopes could rest, who was incontestably and utterly her own, and suddenly she loved him with a
boundless love.
She now resolved to speak to Polivka once more about the money. She went to see him one afternoon in
December when a moist gray mist shrouded the streets. Polivka’s shop was shut and she went next door where the
barber lived in a basement room.
She entered and found Polivka lying dressed on his bed, smoking. The walls were covered with photographs of
actors and actresses. Empty beer bottles and coffee cups, a lamp with a broken chimney and a pair of dirty boots
littered the table.
Polivka raised his head inquisitively and asked what she had come for. Christine’s courage failed her and she
said nothing about the money. He clasped his hands behind his head and stared at the ceiling. “Kalixtus is dead,”
he said abruptly.
Christine felt as if all the blood was drained from her brain. Frau Grieshacker had told him so, Polivka said,
and she had had the news from a platoon sergeant in the same regiment. He sighed and shut his eyes.
Christine did not move. After a while she turned round and silently left the room. Polivka jumped up from his
bed, tore the door open and called after her.
She came back and stood with limp arms.
“Now you belong to me,” he said.
She did not answer and went away.
The Grieshackers had moved and now lived at Meidling. Christine went out there that night. Frau Grieshacker
welcomed her very kindly. Her husband too was at the front and she had had no news of him for a long time. As
for Kalixtus she could only repeat what the sergeant had told her. She sat down at the table and buried her face in
her apron and wept. Then she asked where the child was and how he was getting on. When Christine only looked
sadly in front of her, she said she could bring him to her. Christine promised she would.
*
At this very hour Kalixtus Zoff was lying out on a battlefield in Poland. A shell splinter had torn off his right
arm. The field dressing a wounded comrade had bound round him had not stopped the bleeding. Tortured with
throbbing pain he lay in a wet hollow, waiting to be picked up and taken to a dressing station. The guns were
silent. All around him he heard groans and cries of pain.
He thought of Vienna where he had led such a jolly and careless life; of Christine and their walks together and
of his little son with his enormous head and great staring eyes. But the thought of Christine crowded out all else.
He saw her as clearly and vividly as if he had been talking to her an hour before. She had never been so near to
him during all the six months since he left her as now when he lay in the mud, unable to move.
She looked at him with reproachful eyes which frightened him. It came over him that he had behaved badly to
her, but just how and why he could not make out. When night fell he lifted his head and saw dim figures against
the overcast sky. They were stretcher-bearers. He tried to shout and could not. They went past. His forehead broke
out in a cold sweat.
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The wound began to pulse more feverishly. He touched it with his left hand and his fingers were soaked in
blood. What will happen to me, he thought. And what will happen to her? His heart was suddenly filled with a
tenderness for Christine he had never known before. With an effort he raised his head once more. It was a dreary
scene. Pale moonlight glimmered over the river through the drifting clouds. Then an unwieldy lump came
shuffling over the ground, a lump that breathed stertorously, snuffled loudly and grunted hoarsely and greedily.
It was a black pig, as large as a bear, with pendulous chops, stark bristles and savagely gleaming eyes.
Probably it had been starving in its sty and had broken out to seek for food on the field of battle. The clumsy brute
came panting up to him. Kalixtus Zoff felt hot breath in his face. Its snuffling sounded gleeful and impatient. The
smell of fresh blood had an intoxicating effect on it. Kalixtus was transfixed with horror as he wondered how to
defend himself. None of the battles in which he had fought had roused him to this pitch of terror.
What does it all mean, he thought. Why must I lie here and perish like a beast? Why is my arm torn away? I
am a cripple, a cripple for the rest of my days. What is the meaning of all this frightful misery that has suddenly
come down on the world? He made a movement of his shoulders. The pig started. Then it came on again more
savagely. He moved again and it grunted angrily and stuck its snout in his face. Then with a grisly noise it began
to lap the blood; in a moment it would dig its tusks in his flesh.
Nausea and despair roused Kalixtus to a last effort. He felt along his side with his left hand and grasped his
yataghan\fn{A long knife, or short saber, without a crosspiece, common among the Muslims, usually having a double curve to the edge
and the back nearly straight.} and drawing it from the scabbard plunged the steel deep into the animal’s belly. The
beast uttered a piercing shriek. It was a shriek that filled the silence of the night and the whole vault of the sky. It
sounded like a frantic scream of the demon who held all humanity in its claws. Kalixtus Zoff swooned, but the
doctor and his orderlies, hearing the noise, crossed the narrow stream at once, found the animal writhing in its
death throes and the unconscious body of the wounded man.
*
Christine kept her promise and took Joseph to Frau Grieshacker and he remained in her charge. Frau Tomasek
was very angry and suddenly demanded to be paid back for all kinds of expenses she pretended she had incurred.
Christine had to argue for a long time until at last the woman contented herself with a part of her unjust demands
and, as she seemed to have a genuine affection for her foster child, Christine asked Frau Grieshacker to allow her
to visit the child on Sundays.
Frau Grieshacker was glad to take the child and said he was like Kalixtus. She had a sister living with her, Frau
Wandl by name, a lean and silent person, who did a great deal for the boy with the air of being unable to endure
him.
When the four women sat together and talked they kept their eyes on the boy all the time as he played on the
floor, each with different feelings. Sometimes Polivka was there too, but he was no longer the gay spark of other
days. He brooded darkly within his soul or picked up Herr Grieshacker’s concertina and gave musical expression
to his bad temper and his pessimism. Then he urged Christine to go with him to the public house and when she
refused he went off by himself in a rage.
Once she followed him and begged him not to go. He asked malignantly what life had to offer him except the
public house. If she wanted him to give up anything for her sake she ought to do something for his sake. Christine
said he was not to start on that again when she was in such sorrow and he ought to think of poor Kalixtus. Oh,
said he, dead was dead, and once under the ground no one came back. If she kept on refusing him, what could he
do but drink?
Christine was tired of all this talk and she asked herself why she made so much of a matter of no importance.
Who was any the better? Ought she to think such a lot of herself and put on airs when the man was desperate and
had set his whole heart on it?
Christine went with him to his dirty room and lay down in his dirty bed. She gave herself to him as a martyr
and her heart was heavy, for the ideal longing he had once inspired in her went pale and vanished away as she did
it. And when she left the man, she felt a gnawing uneasiness take hold of her on Joseph’s account. She felt she had
done the child a mortal harm. Her thoughts became confused and she had no sleep and no peace of mind left. She
no longer ventured to enter the house where he was; every day she set out, but when she got near she turned back.
She was afraid of reading in his face all the sufferings and privations that haunted her mind; she lost all joy in her
work and things got so bad that Frau Laubeseder, for all her patience, gave her notice; and on the top of that she
discovered to her horror that she was pregnant.
The day before her notice expired Frau Laubeseder, who was sorry for her, said that she could stay on until she
found a new situation. But Christine replied that she was not going to take another place. She was going to have
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Joseph to live with her. She did not say how she proposed to do so if she was not earning anything and probably
she did not know herself. Next morning she packed up her possessions in her wooden boxes; clothes, aprons,
underclothes and stockings, the pictures on the wall, the wax peach, the red silk case containing the thimble, the
china dwarf, the prayer book and the beads. Then she took her wages and said good-bye to her master and
mistress, who had been so good to her, and called to the porter’s son to help her down with her boxes. He asked
her where she was going and she said to Polivka, the barber.
Polivka was not at all sorry to see her, as she brought some money with her, not to mention her few
possessions, which were of sufficient value to pawn. He kept his ears open for what she might say, for he was
determined not to put up with good advice or reproaches. When she got to work at once tidying up the dirt and
confusion of his room, he watched her with disapproving eyes.
That evening Christine told him that she was going to fetch Joseph from Frau Grieshacker’s. He flared up and
said he would not have the bastard in the house. Christine went pale and replied quickly that she would have to go
somewhere else with Joseph in that case. Polivka was silenced by this and a little later he asked her how much she
had in cash. Christine said she had thirty-five crowns and a few coppers. He seemed to be take aback and asked
again whether that was all. She nodded. Well, anyway, he said, she could lend him the money for the rent. She
made no objection.
“Curde it, curse it, what’ll become of us!” the barber muttered.
Oh, that night, side by side, want by want! That frosty, damp, leaden, endless night!
“Curse it, curse it,” Polivka muttered again before he fell asleep, as he scratched his abundant locks. But
Christine looked at her red hands and thought of all the work they had got through already and could still get
through. Then she did not feel so frightened.
At six in the morning she got up silently, but Polivka heard her and seized her roughly by the arm. Why the
devil couldn’t she leave her bastard where he was? Christine glanced round and answered with passion that she
would rather die than leave the child another day in the hands of strangers. She washed and dressed and when she
was ready to go she said she had slaved all her life for strangers and now she would have a try and see what it was
like slaving for her own flesh and blood for a change. As she said this her face lit up with a glow of tenderness.
Polivka, however, was already asleep again.
It was eight o’clock when she entered Frau Grieshacker’s room. Frau Griesehacker met her with the news that
Kalixtus had unexpectedly returned. And she sat down at the table and cried into her apron, as she had done
before, when she had had to announce the news of his death. Her tears were not due to excess of joy. Her
expression betrayed something other than joy over her brother’s return.
When she had recovered she told Christine that there had been a ring at the door at about seven the night
before, and there he was. He had asked at once where Christine was. A friend he had sent to the Laubeseders’ had
told him she was no longer in service with them. He was now going there himself. Perhaps the porter could tell
him where she was. Christine who up to now had stood like a stone began to tremble and had to hold onto the
wall. Frau Grieshacker went on to say that he had spent five months in a hospital on the frontier. He had not
wanted anyone to write for him and he could not write himself. She sighed. It was not a pleasant sigh. Suddenly
Christine cried out:
“Joseph!” and again: “Joseph!”
The boy appeared in the doorway. He had an abnormally large head and his expression as he looked at his
mother was stupid. Christine kneeled down and flung her arms round him. Then she picked him up and looked
wildly round and, before Frau Grieshacker could ask her where she was off to or get between her and the door,
she was out of the room and out of the house with the boy in her arms.
Only to get away, away out of this life, out of this world. That was the one thought in her seething brain. When
she got back to Polivka the landlord had just been. Polivka had paid the rent with the money Christine had given
him the night before. He was sitting in his pants at the table with the newspaper in front of him, reading the latest
army orders, which meant that he too would be conscripted at last.
He had been fearing this for weeks. Now it had come; and he thought of the monotonous and fatiguing life in
barracks and of the grim fate against which there was no appeal: he would be sent to the front and killed. He had
got an old rusty revolver out of a drawer and put it on the table beside the newspaper. He looked gloomily at
Christine as she came hurriedly in with the boy on her arm. He was going to abuse her for going out without
seeing to his breakfast, but she got in first and what she said in a hoarse voice smote him dumb.
For a while he stared blankly at her and then he said it was a lie. He had it on the best authority that Kalixtus
was dead. Christine shook him by the shoulder with her free hand and breathlessly told him what she had heard
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from Frau Grieshacker. Her agitation, her dismay and the agony she was obviously in would have convinced him
if her words had not. The corporal’s revenge was a thing to fear. A man who had seen all the blood flow that he
had seen would not think twice about adding one more dead man to the list.
“Get up—get up—we must go,” Christine said, wild-eyed.
She added that Kalixtus might come in at the door any moment. The porter at the Laubeseders’ knew where
she was. While Polivka was getting ready Christine took the revolver and put it in the pocket of her dress. Soon
they were in the street. Christine still carried the boy, although her arm ached. Polivka bought some bread and
bacon at a grocer’s and ate as he walked.
When they got to the edge of the town Christine could carry the child no longer. She put him down and led him
by the hand. Polivka asked gruffly what the hurry was. She gave him no answer. He followed her because he had
no idea what he would do on his own and because her stronger will imposed on his cowardice and indecision. He
hated her, but he did not dare to cross her. He told her she had made life a weariness to him and brought him to
ruin; and yet when she walked even faster he quickened his pace likewise.
Christine sank down exhausted in a meadow near the Steinhof. The day was drawing in, rain fell from a gray
March sky, Joseph cried himself to sleep, Polivka lay down in the shelter of a stack of wood near by. Despair took
hold of Christine’s soul and swept through her like a storm, like as blazing fire. She looked in the face of her boy
and shuddered at the life she saw in it. All that had been rose again before her eyes and she shuddered at the black
hopelessness that streamed from it. It seemed to her as though devouring jaws opened over the boy’s head and this
vision was so distinct that she cried out. Taking the revolver from her pocket, she tried cocking it and suddenly a
shot rang out.
The bullet had hit her. Blood trickled from her left ear. Polivka leapt to his feet. She was seized with a frantic
terror that she might die before she had done her child the last service love could do and took hold of the revolver
as she had held it before. Before Polivka could reach her, she had put the muzzle to the boy’s temple and a second
shot rang out. Polivka snatched the revolver from her grasp. She spread her arms over the boy’s body and fainted
away. But even while she was unconscious, she knew that Joseph was dead. When she came round and opened
her eyes she saw the pale child beside her in spite of the darkness. Polivka stood there weeping. She only said:
“We must bury him.”
Polivka looked at her in fright and replied that he would have nothing to do with it. He was going back to tell
the police. But it appeared that he was still spellbound by her. He said that he was innocent and that she would
have to swear it. Meanwhile she dug a hole with a piece of wood in the moist leaf mold. She laid the child in it
and covered him with earth and leaves. Then she prayed with folded hands and when she got up she wondered
that she was still alive. They left the wood and came to a spring. There Christine washed the blood from her
cheek. The thought of the murder drove them both back to mankind.
They reached the inner town at dawn and went into a small coffee house to refresh themselves. Then they got
up again and went to Franz-Joseph’s Land and aimlessly traversed the Prater water meadows without exchanging
a word. They bought some bread and cheese. Christine could eat nothing. They spent the night in the open and in
the morning they wandered wretchedly on. So it went on for five days and nights. On the fifth night they took
shelter in a barn. A dog barked. The farmer found them and was going to fetch the constable, so they hurried off
as fast as they could go.
Christine fell down. She felt at that moment that the child in her womb lived no longer, and now she knew
what it was that had kept her alive since Joseph’s death. She could not get up. Polivka looked at her and did not
stir a finger.
“Do you call yourself a man?” she groaned.
He was seized with senseless rage and beat her with his fists. She screamed and screamed and at last he
stopped and helped her up. When they got back to the town he led her to the steps of a shop and told her to sit
down and wait for him. He went away and never came back. Christine was in great pain. An old laboring man
stopped and asked her what was wrong. She asked him to help her into the tram. As they went along he told her
that he had had two sons killed at the front.
With a superhuman effort she got to the house in which the Gireshackers lived, and then collapsed. She was
asked while she was delirious where her child was and in her delirium she confessed what had happened to him.
Frau Grieshacker informed the police.
*
Why not end her story here? Can any ray of hope lighten such darkness? No spirits watch over her fate, the
stars circle cold and strange above it. And yet a light, almost of another world, is shed about its final moments.
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Ghosts and goblins flee in terror before it, as though Justice uncovered her face and spat flames at them. Christine
lay in the prison hospital and when she opened her eyes after days of deathly trance she saw a man in uniform,
who had only one arm, sitting by her bed. She saw that it was Kalixtus Zoff. There was a grave look in his face
which had never been there before. His cheeks were no longer plump, his chin was no longer round and shining
and his moustache no longer twirled in the air. He was pale and he wore a look of puzzled surprise, as if an
unfathomable mystery yawned between him and the Kalixtus Zoff of other days.
Christine felt shyly for his hand. Her lips quivered and she looked at him as at the Judge on the Day of
Judgment.
“Keep still,” Kalixtus Zoff said. “I know all about it.”
All the color left her face; it went as white as the pillow on which it lay. Raising her right hand she pointed
ghostily upwards. Kalixtus Zoff nodded.
“Don’t worry yourself, Tiny,” he said. “I know all about it.”
His voice did not sound the same. She searched his eyes in dread and trembled beneath the bedclothes. He
bent down to her and went on:
“I’m going to be good to you again.” She trembled more violently and clasped his hand in both of hers.
“I’m going to be good to you again,” he said. “And when you’ve done your time I’ll marry you.”
Christine’s head fell back. A glow of holiness, of sweetness and warmth suffused her. They were the first
words of human kindness she had heard, the first human goodness she had experienced, the first pure happiness
she had tasted. It made it worth while to have lived and suffered as she had lived and suffered. Now a new state of
being began.
But as she knew that her death was near she took the amulet she had worn all these years round her neck and
gave the coin and the chain to Kalixtus with a look of grateful tenderness and the smile of a woman who, if only
at death’s door, has been touched at last by the ray of love.
92.1 Excerpt from What Africa Gave Me And Took From Me: The Experiences Of A German Settler Woman In
Southwest Africa: “Ominous Weather”\fn{by Margarethe von Eckenbrecher (1875-1955)} Bernburg, Saxony-Anhalt,
Germany (F) 3
… Peaceful Christmas celebrations were followed by a quiet New Year. The days were hot and sultry, the
nights stifling and gloomy. Banks of black clouds massed together above Okombahe Mountain, which gave the
village its name. Dark and threatening, they seemed to hang heavily on the desolate giant, ready to send down bad
weather at any moment. On the horizon, yellow flashes of lightning shot up like rockets. It was quite unbearable.
The sultriness in nature seemed to communicate itself to the emotions. One felt uneasy. Something was
different, but what it was one could not fathom.
The Hereros who lived half an hour away from Okombahe (Okombahe in Herero is, “There where the giraffe
…” because the mountain, which rises above Okombahe village, has the shape of a reclining giraffe), at Kawab,
were very busy. Their local gentry often came to Okombahe to shop in the various stores—more often than usual.
If one showed surprise, the answer was,
“We are afraid the grazing will deteriorate at Kawab. We want to trek early with the livestock, that’s why we
are getting everything ready.”
They visited us often. We had always been on friendly terms with them and we were surprised that one day
they asked my husband with great interest when I would be returning to Germany. Themis was taken aback and
replied that I had no such intention. Thereupon Justus Hongera, son of a local dignitary, said,
“Mr. von Eckenbrecher, I am telling you that it will be good if your wife goes away. She must go soon and stay
away for a long time.”
“Whatever gives you that idea?”
“I am telling you that it will be good if she goes. Africa is not for her. It’s a country for men who love war.
Rough and wild they must be. You can stay. The gun and the saddle are for you. But if you love your wife, then
send her away!”
Themis was amazed at this talk, and not at all sure what to make of it. On another occasion we were discussing
a journey we had been planning with the deputy chief, Joshua, when he broke in with,
“I have a feeling that you will not get far. Stay here.”
“What makes you think that?”
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“You white people shouldn’t think that you are safe here, in the country of the black people. It is written up
there in the clouds: Our Lord God will send a terrible war which will devastate the land and kill the whites.”
We regarded these words as boasts and foolish gossip. A song by my poetically inclined washerwoman, Emma,
made me sit up and listen,
“You poor white people. You will die in this country after all. You little child, it’s not your fault that you were
born here. But you also must die. I am crying and my son is crying, but there is nothing we can do.”
“Emma, what are you singing about?”
“Oh nothing, Madam, I am singing what my silly thoughts tell me. You should not listen.” And yet another
occasion:
“Madam, do you sleep well?”
“Yes, thank you, very well.”
“I’m sorry.”
“Why?”
“It would be better if you did not sleep well. Put some pebbles between your ribs. You must not sleep deeply.”
Samuel, Emma’s son, who had accompanied us to Gui-Gams months before, came onto the verandah one day
and stared at me.
“Why are you looking at me like that?”
“Oh Madam, I am looking at the ones marked by death.”
I took note of this and discussed it with Ertmann and my husband who were getting ready for a major journey.
“Would you not rather stay here?”
“Heaven forbid, no.”
“All the same, these things have the ring of hidden warnings. I cannot interpret them.”
“Nonsense, the revolt of the Bondelzwarts has shocked people to the core. As soon as the first reports are out,
all will be quiet. They’re a cowardly bunch.”
*
We watched the revolution in the south in a leisurely fashion. People were used to minor incidents occurring
frequently. Even if this thing was of a more serious nature, it did not affect us in Hereroland. The Bondelzwarts, a
Hottentot tribe, were on bad terms with the Hereros; the trouble spot was far away; the governor would surely
settle the thing with his usual leniency.
However, that was an illusion. Chief Christians would not be pacified. He did not want the peace offering of
rum and tobacco. Troops were required. When the more northerly district of Omaruru was stripped of its military
and when Captain Franke, feared by some people and popular with others, also made his way to the south, then
the old, experienced Africans looked concerned.
We were all conscious of the fact that there had been a search for weapons and ammunition at several large
Herero settlements the year before and that the efforts had been successful. The Hereros, habitually violent and
overbearing, had become even more arrogant. A few behaved in an insubordinate manner towards us whites. At
their settlements, where one used to receive a friendly welcome, one now got an ice-cold reception. The
possibility of a revolt was in the air. With so few troops in the north, now seemed to be the most opportune
moment in time. If the Hereros were considering an uprising at all, it had to be soon. We made all sorts of guesses.
Even the government received warnings. However, it also took a very optimistic viewpoint. It was indeed
fortunate that the troops designated to return home had not yet embarked for the voyage when the revolt of the
Bondelzwarts broke out.
At Omaruru, four men were left behind. That was a small number indeed. Consequently, the old reserves were
asked whether the one or other of them would volunteer in order to serve as reinforcements for the few troops.
Several settlers, traders and businessmen, who were not too busy at the time, responded to the call. They had
grown old and gray in the battle against the sun and wind. They had worked extremely hard. Now that the
fatherland was calling, their bit of personal business could take second place.
The districts of Karibib and Omaruru had been merged into one. First Lieutenant Kuhn had to administer both.
It was in the nature of things that very little duty was done at the Omaruru base after the departure of Captain
Franke. The horses were with the field company or at Sorris-Sorris, the place of death. As soon as the old reserves
had been recruited, a lively, tough tour of duty started which was not easy on them initially.
At the beginning of January, my husband, together with Ertmann, traveled to Swakopmund via Spitzkoppies to
buy fresh supplies for us. The old supplies were almost totally used up. I let him go with an easy mind. What will
be will be, we cannot fight our destiny.
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He had been gone half a day, when a messenger from Omaruru appeared in front of our house, on horseback
and dripping with perspiration. He had to deliver draft papers. All the reserves were being called up. Themis
received the order to go to the military base at Okombahe immediately and to stay there until further notice. The
rider, who was totally exhausted, told me in the strictest confidence that people were beginning to fear the worst
on account of the Hereros. The chiefs of the different settlements and many able-bodied men were said to have
disappeared. There were rumors of large gatherings, mysterious messages and lively traffic between all the
settlements.
I had no choice but to have my husband called back. My most trustworthy messenger reached him and Themis
returned by the evening of the second day. He just had enough time to barricade a window in the bedroom and to
move some items of furniture, so that I could at least not be shot from the window while I was asleep. He had to
stay at the station day and night in order to be able to defend it if the need arose.
I myself, on the other hand, was left to my fate, completely alone in the house with my small child. I was really
upset by the harshness of that order. We, the wives of the settlers, irrespective of our social standing, shared the
fate of our husbands in times of peace. We suffered with them, even hunger and thirst. Like our husbands, we put
all our strength at the service of the colony. Our children were born under the most difficult conditions. We had to
endure more in the colony than would have been conceivable in Germany—and now, in the hour of danger, my
husband was taken away from me.
Ten days and ten nights I stayed alone with no one except my nine-year-old servant Isaac, whom I put up in the
kitchen so that someone could at least hold the child for me once in a while. During the day, I had to do all the
chores, including my husband’s. At night I was left to my own devices. Several times my dogs barked fiercely. I
got up thinking that a hyena or some other predator was disturbing the livestock. Because I saw nothing, I turned
back. The next morning Isaac showed me fresh footprints in the sand round the house and in the garden. Whether
kaffirs or Hereros, they had certainly tried to steal something. The lambs got lost, a calf disappeared mysteriously.
I was powerless. And my husband was just twenty minutes away and could not help me.
*
Nevertheless, things were going to get even worse. At midday on 13 January, two Hereros, whom I knew quite
well, arrived with their servants. They wanted to sell a sheep to me. I noticed that the men, six in all, were armed.
Two carried guns, the servants had knobkerries.\fn{ Native clubs} Even in times of peace it happens that one is
visited by armed people. But then they lean their weapons on the outside wall of the house as an indication of
their peaceful intentions. This time, however, they kept holding them in their hands.
I was not in the mood to buy the sheep. There was no money in the house and we had run out of suitable
articles for exchange long ago. They asked for two shirts. In order to get rid of the fellows, I agreed. Since I was
completely unsuspecting, I thought no evil when they followed me into the house. We soon came to an agreement
and we talked like always after concluding even the smallest business deal. The conversation revolved round the
impending revolution. Geert Afrika, the oldest of the Hereros, asked me,
“Do you think it is right that the Hereros want to start a war against the whites?”
I answered truthfully that it would be an extremely foolish enterprise in my opinion, because the white man
would win under any conditions whatever.
“And what do you think will happen?”
“If you are that imprudent and do start, then a lot of blood will be shed, you will lose land and livestock, and
your lives will be in the hands of the white man.” Then another fellow said,
“Oh, don’t you worry. We are the servants of the white man. The lion who sleeps does not know when danger
approaches.”
Thereupon they all grinned and, at a casually dropped word from Geert Afrika, two people stood in front of
each of the two doors in order to cut off the exit unobtrusively. All at once I became aware of the danger and the
seriousness of my position. Geert Afrika stepped right up close to me, laughing and shouting in my face,
“Now we’ll have the real talk about the war, you’ll see.”
My heart was beating violently. I forced myself to be calm. There was no help at hand, if I did not help myself.
I pulled myself together.
“You come to do business with me and you don’t know how to behave towards a white woman? Make way,
you scoundrel!”
I pushed past him and went to the door. There I had expected resistance. However, both of the fellows were so
surprised that they moved aside without waiting for the push I had intended to give them. In no time the door flew
open towards the outside—I was outside. There I was safe. There they could do nothing to me because the place
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was crowded with Bergdamaras. They would not have dared to shoot inside either. A blow of the knobkerrie is
silent, however. That was what I had expected.
I stopped in front of the store. Geert came out grinning. He lifted his floppy hat.
“This time the madam was clever. She was cleverer than we were. It doesn’t matter. The time is near when she
will hear from me again.”
Thus spoken he disappeared with his companions. My young servant Isaac, who had been looking after the
child, came running along hurriedly and reported,
“I don’t even know what the Hereros wanted. They came towards me and the child, asking me whether it was a
boy or a girl. When I told them they went away and called to me, laughing,
“‘You stay here, we’ll come back later.’”
I was deeply troubled by the boy’s report. They had also wanted to kill my child. Never in my life have I felt so
utterly deserted as I did at that moment. And yet, I had to be grateful that I had been alone at the time when the
Hereros came. If my husband had been there, they would probably have clubbed him to death mercilessly inside
the house. With me, they must have felt uneasy and then had second thoughts about carrying out their plan.
Perhaps they also remembered the numerous meals which these two in particular had received from me, the many
times they were allowed to grind their corn in my mill, the Sundays when they came to me so often for advice and
medication.
I was feeling very ill, but I recovered control of myself for the sake of my child. The responsibility of guarding
his life lay in my hands and mine alone.
58.294 Disorder And Early Sorrow\fn{by Paul Thomas Mann (1875-1955)} Lübek, Schleswig-Holstein, Germany (M)
14
The principal dish at dinner had been croquettes made of turnip greens. So there follows a trifle, concocted out
of one of those dessert powders we use nowadays, that taste like almond soap. Xaver, the youthful manservant, in
his outgrown striped jacket, white woolen gloves, and yellow sandals, hands it round, and the “big folk” take this
opportunity to remind their father, tactfully, that company is coming today.
The “big folk” are two, Ingrid and Bert. Ingrid is brown-eyed, eighteen, and perfectly delightful. She is on the
eve of her exams, and will probably pass them, if only because she knows how to wind masters, and even
headmasters, round her finger. She does not, however, mean to use her certificate once she gets it; having leanings
towards the stage, on the ground of her ingratiating smile, her equally ingratiating voice, and a marked and
irresistible talent for burlesque.
Bert is blond and seventeen. He intends to get done with school somehow, anyhow, and fling himself into the
arms of life. He will be a dancer, or a cabaret actor, possibly even a waiter—but not a waiter anywhere else save
at the Cairo, the nightclub, whither he has once already taken flight, at five in the morning, and been brought back
crestfallen. Bert bears a strong resemblance to the youthful manservant Xaver Kleinsgutl, of about the same age
as himself; not because he looks common—in features he is strikingly like his father, Professor Cornelius—but by
reason of an approximation of types, due in its turn to far-reaching compromises in matters of dress and bearing
generally. Both lads wear their heavy hair very long on top, with a cursory parting in the middle, and give their
heads the same characteristic toss to throw it off the forehead. When one of them leaves the house, by the garden
gate, bareheaded in all weathers, in a blouse rakishly girt with a leather strap, and sheers off bent well over with
his head on one side; or else mounts his push-bike—Xaver makes free with his employers’, of both sexes, or
even, in acutely irresponsible mood, with the Professor’s own—Dr. Cornelius from his bedroom window cannot,
for the life of him, tell whether he is looking at his son or his servant. Both, he thinks, look like young moujiks.
And both are impassioned cigarette-smokers, though Bert has not the means to compete with Xaver, who smokes
as many as thirty a day, of a brand named after a popular cinema star.
The big folk call their father and mother the “old folk”—not behind their backs, but as a form of address and in
all affection: “Hullo, old folks,” they will say; though Cornelius is only forty-seven years old and his wife eight
years younger. And the Professor’s parents, who lead in his household the humble and hesitant life of the really
old, are on the big folk’s lips the “ancients.”
As for the “little folk,” Ellie and Snapper, who take their meals upstairs with blue-faced Ann—so-called
because of her prevailing facial hue—Ellie and Snapper follow their mother’s example and address their father by
his first name, Abel. Unutterably comic it sounds, in its pert, confiding familiarity; particularly on the lips, in the
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sweet accents, of five-year-old Eleanor, who is the image of Frau Cornelius’s baby pictures and whom the
Professor loves above everything else in the world.
*
“Darling old thing,” says Ingrid affably, laying her large but shapely hand on his, as he presides in proper
middle-class style over the family table, with her on his left and the mother opposite:
“Parent mine, may I ever so gently jog your memory, for you have probably forgotten: this is the afternoon we
were to have our little jollification, our turkey-trot with eats to match. You haven’t a thing to do but just bear up
and not funk it; everything will be over by nine o’clock.”
“Oh—ah!” says Cornelius, his face falling. “Good!” he goes on, and nods his head to show himself in harmony
with the inevitable. “I only meant—is this really the day? Thursday, yes. How time flies! Well, what time are they
coming?”
“Half past four they’ll be dropping in, I should say,” answers Ingrid, to whom her brother leaves the major rôle
in all dealings with the father. Upstairs, while he is resting, he will hear scarcely anything, and from seven to eight
he takes his walk. He can slip out by the terrace if he likes.
“Tut!” says Cornelius deprecatingly, as one should say:\fn{ The text has: as who should say} “You exaggerate.” But
Bert puts in:
“It’s the one evening in the week Wanja doesn’t have to play. Any other night he’d have to leave by half past
six, which would be painful for all concerned.”
Wanja is Ivcan Herzl, the celebrated young leading man at the Stadttheater. Bert and Ingrid are on intimate
terms with him, they often visit him in his dressing-room and have tea. He is an artist of the modern school, who
stands on the stage in strange and, to the Professor’s mind, utterly affected dancing attitudes, and shrieks
lamentably. To a professor of history, all highly repugnant; but Bert has entirely succumbed to Herzl’s influence,
blackens the lower rim of his eyelids—despite painful but fruitless scenes with the father—and with youthful
carelessness of the ancestral anguish declares that not only will he take Herzl for his model if he becomes a
dancer, but in case he turns out to be a writer at the Cairo he means to walk precisely thus.
Cornelius slightly raises his brows and makes his son a little bow—indicative of the unassumingness and selfabnegation that befits his age. You could not call it a mocking bow or suggestive in any special sense. Bert may
refer it to himself or equally to his so talented friend.
“Who else is coming?” next inquires the master of the house. They mention various people, names all more or
less familiar, from the city, from the suburban colony, from Ingrid’s school. They still have some telephoning to
do, they say. They have to phone Max. This is Max Hergesell, an engineering student; Ingrid utters his name in
the nasal drawl which according to her is the traditional intonation of all the Hergesells. She goes on to parody it
in the most abandonedly funny and lifelike way, and the parents laugh until they nearly choke over the wretched
trifle. For even in these times\fn{ Unordnung und frühes Leid was first published in 1926, at a time when there was considerable
street violence between Nazis and Communists and anti-Semitic persecutions were being undertaken by the Nazis all over Germany on a
daily basis. Mann was pronouncedly anti-Nazi; after 1933, he could not live in his native Germany; and, except for a brief visit in 1945, he
never went back} when something funny happens people have to laugh.

From time to time the telephone bell rings in the Professor’s study, and the big folk run across, knowing it is
their affair. Many people had to give up their telephones the last time the price rose, but so far the Corneliuses
have been able to keep theirs, just as they have kept their villa, which was built before the war,\fn{ World War I} by
dint of the salary Cornelius draws as professor of history—a million marks, and more or less adequate to the
chances and changes of post-war life. The house is comfortable, even elegant, though sadly in need of repairs that
cannot be made for lack of materials, and at present disfigured by iron stoves with long pipes. Even so, it is still
the proper setting of the upper middle class, though they themselves look odd enough in it, with their worn and
turned clothing and altered way of life. The children, of course, know nothing else; to them it is normal and
regular, they belong by birth to the “villa proletariat.” The problem of clothing troubles them not at all. They and
their like have evolved a costume to fit the time, by poverty out of taste for innovation: in summer it consists of
scarcely more than a belted linen smock and sandals. The middle-class parents find things rather more difficult.
The big folk’s table-napkins hang over their chair-backs, they talk with their friends over the telephone. These
friends are the invited guests who have rung up to accept or decline or arrange; and the conversation is carried on
in the jargon of the clan, full of slang and high spirits, of which the old folk understand hardly a word. These
consult together meantime about the hospitality to be offered to the impending guests. The Professor displays a
middle-class ambitiousness: he wants to serve a sweet—or something that looks like a sweet—after the Italian
salad and brown-bread sandwiches. But Frau Cornelius says that would be going too far. The guests would not
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expect it, she is sure—and the big folk, returning once more to their trifle, agree with her.
The mother of the family is of the same general type as Ingrid, though not so tall. She is languid; the fantastic
difficulties of the housekeeping have broken and worn her. She really ought to go and take a cure, but feels
incapable; the floor is always swaying under her feet, and everything seems upside down. She speaks of what is
uppermost in her mind: the eggs, they simply must be bought today. Six thousand marks apiece they are, and just
so many are to be had on this one day of the week at one single shop fifteen minutes’ journey away. Whatever else
they do, the big folk must go and fetch them immediately after luncheon, with Danny, their neighbor’s son, who
will soon be calling for them; and Xaver Kleinsgutl will don civilian garb and attend his young master and
mistress. For no single household is allowed more than five eggs a week; therefore the young people will enter the
shop singly, one after another, under assumed names, and thus wring twenty eggs from the shopkeeper for the
Cornelius family.
This enterprise is the sporting event of the week for all participants, not excepting the moujik Kleinsgutl, and
most of all for Ingrid and Bert, who delight in misleading and mystifying their fellow-men and would revel in the
performance even if it did not achieve one single egg. They adore impersonating fictitious characters; they love to
sit in a bus and carry on long lifelike conversations in a dialect which they otherwise never speak, the most
commonplace dialogue about politics and people and the price of food, while the whole bus listens open-mouthed
to this incredibly ordinary prattle, though with a dark suspicion all the while that something is wrong somewhere.
The conversation was ever more shameless, it enters into revolting detail about these people who do not exist.
Ingrid can make her voice sound ever so common and twittering and shrill as she impersonates a shop-girl with an
illegitimate child, said child being a son with sadistic tendencies, who lately out in the country treated a cow with
such unnatural cruelty that no Christian could have borne to see it. Bert nearly explodes at her twittering, but
restrains himself and displays a grisly sympathy; he and the unhappy shop-girl entering into a long, stupid,
depraved, and shuddery conversation over the particular morbid cruelty involved; until an old gentleman opposite,
sitting with his ticket folded between his index finger and his seal ring, can bear it no more and makes public
protest against the nature of the themes these young folk are discussing with such particularity. He uses the Greek
plural: themata. Whereat Ingrid pretends to be dissolving in tears, and Bert behaves as though his wrath against
the old gentleman was with difficulty being held in check and would probably burst out before long. He clenches
his fists, he gnashes his teeth, he shakes from head to foot; and the unhappy old gentleman, whose intentions had
been of the best, hastily leaves the bus at the next stop.
Such are the diversions of the big folk. The telephone plays a prominent part in them: they ring up any and
everybody—members of government, opera singers, dignitaries of the Church—in the character of shop
assistants, or perhaps as Lord or Lady Doolittle. They are only with difficulty persuaded that they have the wrong
number. Once they emptied their parents’ card-tray and distributed its contents among the neighbors’ letter-boxes,
wantonly, yet not without impish sense of the fitness of things to make it highly upsetting. God only knowing why
certain people should have called where they did.\fn{ It was once the custom for people of a certain class to leave calling-cards
in the mail boxes or mail-slots of people they called on, but didn’t find at home, indicating they had tried to pay a visit, and would the
recipient of the card please pay they one in return }

Xaver comes to clear away, tossing the hair out of his eyes. Now that he has taken off his gloves you can see
the yellow chain-ring on his left hand. And as the Professor finishes his watery eight-thousand- mark beer and
lights a cigarette, the little folk can be heard scrambling down the stair, coming, by established custom, for their
after-dinner call on Father and Mother. They storm the dining-room, after a struggle with the latch, clutched by
both pairs of little hands at once; their clumsy small feet twinkle over the carpet, in red felt slippers with the socks
falling down on them. With prattle and shoutings each makes for his own place: Snapper to Mother, to climb on
her lap, boast of all he has eaten, and thump his fat little tum; Ellie to her Abel, so much hers because she is so
very much his; because she consciously luxuriates in the deep tenderness—like all deep feeling, concealing a
melancholy strain—with which he holds her small form embraced; in the love in his eyes as he kisses her little
fairy hand or the sweet brow with its delicate tracery of tiny blue veins.
The little folk look like each other, with the strong undefined likeness of brother and sister. In clothing and
hair-cut they are twins. Yet they are sharply distinguished after all, and quite on sex lines. It is a little Adam and a
little Eve. Not only is Snapper the sturdier and more compact, he appears consciously to emphasize his four-yearold masculinity in speech, manner, and carriage, lifting his shoulders and letting the little arms hang down quite
like a young American athlete, drawing down his mouth when he talks and seeking to give his voice a gruff and
forthright ring. But all this masculinity is the result of effort rather than natively his. Born and brought up in these
desolate, distracted times, he has been endowed by them with an unstable and hypersensitive nervous system and
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suffers greatly under life’s disharmonies He is prone to sudden anger and outbursts of bitter tears, stamping his
feet at every trifle; for this reason he is his mother’s special nursling and care. His round, round eyes are chestnut
brown and already inclined to squint, so that he will need glasses in the near future. His little nose is long, the
mouth small—the father’s nose and mouth they are, more plainly than ever since the Professor shaved his pointed
beard and goes smooth-faced. The pointed beard had become impossible—even professors must make some
concession to the changing times.\fn{It was Napoleon III, the French Emperor, who had popularized its wearing}
But the little daughter sits on her father’s knee, his Elonorchen, his little Eve, so much more gracious a little
being, so much sweeter-faced than her brother—and he holds his cigarette away from her while she fingers his
glasses with her dainty wee hands. The lenses are divided for reading and distance, and each day they tease her
curiosity afresh.
At bottom he suspects that his wife’s partiality may have a firmer basis than his own: that Snapper’s refractory
masculinity perhaps is solider stuff than his own little girl’s more explicit charm and grace. But the heart will not
be commanded, that he knows; and once and for all his heart belongs to the little one, as it has since the day she
came, since the first time he saw her. Almost always when he holds her in his arms he remembers that first time:
remembers the sunny room in the Women’s Hospital, where Ellie first saw the light, twelve years after Bert was
born. He remembers how he drew near, the mother smiling the while, and cautiously put aside the canopy of the
diminutive bed that stood beside the large one. There lay the little miracle among the pillows so well formed, so
encompassed, as it were, with the harmony of sweet proportions, with little hands that even then, though so much
tinier, were beautiful as now; with wide-open eyes blue as the sky and brighter than the sunshine—and almost in
that very second he felt himself captured and held fast. This was love at first sight, love everlasting: a feeling
unknown, unhoped for, unexpected—in so far as it could be a matter of conscious awareness; it took entire
possession of him, and he understood, with joyous amazement, that this was for life.
But he understood more. He knows, does Dr. Cornelius, that there is something not quite right about this
feeling, so unaware, so undreamed of, so involuntary. He has a shrewd suspicion that it is not by accident it has so
utterly mastered him and bound itself up with his existence; that he had—even subconsciously—been preparing
for it, or, more precisely, been prepared for it. There is, in short, something in him which at a given moment was
ready to issue in such a feeling; and this something, highly extraordinary to relate, is his essence and quality as a
professor of history. Dr. Cornelius, however, does not actually say this, even to himself; he merely realizes it, at
odd times, and smiles a private smile.
He knows that history professors do not love history because it is something that comes to pass, but only
because it is something that has come to pass; that they hate a revolution like the present one because they feel it
is lawless, incoherent, irrelevant—in a word, unhistoric; that their hearts belong to the coherent, disciplined,
historic past. For the temper of timelessness, the temper of eternity—thus the scholar communes with himself
when he takes his walk by the river before supper—that temper broods over the past; and it is a temper much
better suited to the nervous system of a history professor than are the excesses of the present. The past is
immortalized; that is to say, it is dead; and death is the root of all godliness and all abiding significance. Dr.
Cornelius, walking alone in the dark, has a profound insight into this truth. It is this conservative instinct of his,
his sense of the eternal, that has found in his love for his little daughter a way to save itself from the wounding
inflicted by the times. For father love, and a little child on its mother’s breast—are not these timeless, and thus
very, very holy and beautiful?
Yet Cornelius, pondering there in the dark, descries something not perfectly right and good in his love.
Theoretically, in the interests of science, he admits it to himself. There is something ulterior about it, in the nature
of it; that something is hostility, hostility against the history of today, which is still in the making, and thus not
history at all, in behalf of the genuine history that has already happened—that is to say, death. Yes, passing
strange though all this is, yet it is true; true in a sense, that is. His devotion to this priceless little morsel of life and
new growth has something to do with death, it clings to death as against life; and that is neither right nor beautiful
—in a sense. Though only the most fanatical asceticism could be capable, on no other ground than such casual
scientific perception, of tearing this purest and most precious of feelings out of his heart.
He holds his darling on his lap and her slim rosy legs hang down. He raises his brows as he talks to her,
tenderly, with a half-teasing note of respect, and listens enchanted to her high, sweet little voice calling him Abel.
He exchanges a look with the mother, who is caressing her Snapper and readying him a gentle lecture. He must be
more reasonable, he must learn self-control; today again, under the manifold exasperations of life, he has given
way to rage and behaved like a howling dervish. Cornellius casts a mistrustful glance at the big folk now and
then, too; he thinks it not unlikely they are not unaware of those scientific preoccupations of his evening walks. If
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such be the case they do not show it. They stand there leaning their arms on their chairbacks and with a
benevolence not untinctured with irony look on at the paternal happiness.
The children’s frocks are of a heavy, brick-red stuff, embroidered in modern “arty” style. They once belonged
to Ingrid and Bert and are precisely alike, save that little knickers come out beneath Snapper’s smock. And both
have their hair bobbed. Snapper’s is a streaky blond, inclined to turn dark. It is bristly and sticky and looks for all
the world like a droll, badly fitting wig. But Ellie’s is chestnut brown, glossy and fine as silk, as pleasing as her
whole little personality. It covers her ears—and these ears are not a pair, one of them being the right size, the other
distinctly too large. Her father will sometimes uncover this little abnormality and exclaim over it as though he had
never noticed it before, which both makes Ellie giggle and covers her with shame. Here eyes are now golden
brown, set far apart and with sweet gleams in them—such a clear and lovely look! The brows above are blond; the
nose still unformed, with thick nostrils and almost circular holes; the mouth large and expressive, with a
beautifully arching and mobile upper lip. When she laughs, dimples come in her cheeks and she shows her teeth
like loosely strung pearls. So far she has lost but one tooth, which her father gently twisted out with his
handkerchief after it had grown very wobbling. During this small operation she had paled and trembled very
much. Her cheeks have the softness proper to her years, but they are not chubby; indeed, they are rather concave,
due to her facial structure, with its somewhat prominent jaw. On one, close to the soft fall of her hair, is a downy
freckle.
Ellie is not too well pleased with her looks—a sign that already she troubles about such things. Sadly she
thinks it is best to admit it once for all, her face is “homely”; though the rest of her, “on the other hand,” is not bad
at all. She loves expressions like “on the other hand”; they sound choice and grown-up to her, and she likes to
string them together, one after the other: “very likely,” “probably,” “after all.” Snapper is self-critical too, though
more in the moral sphere: he suffers from remorse for his attacks of rage and considers himself a tremendous
sinner. He is quite certain that heaven is not for such as he; he is sure to go to “the bad place” when he dies, and
no persuasions will convince him to the contrary—as that God sees the heart and gladly makes allowances.
Obstinately he shakes his head, with the comic, crooked little peruke, and vows there is no place for him in
heaven. When he has a cold he is immediately quite choked with mucus; rattles and rumbles from top to toe if you
even look at him; his temperature flies up at once and he simply puffs.
Nursy is pessimistic on the score of his constitution: such fat-blooded children as he might get a stroke any
minute. Once she even thought she saw the moment at hand: Snapper had been in one of his berserker rages, and
in the ensuing fit of penitence stood himself in the corner with his back to the room. Suddenly Nursy noticed that
his face had gone all blue, far bluer, even, than her own. She raised the alarm, crying out that the child’s all too
rich blood had at length brought him to his final hour; and Snapper, to his vast astonishment, found himself, so far
from being rebuked for evil-doing, encompassed in tenderness and anxiety—until it turned out that his color was
not caused by apoplexy but by the distempering on the nursery wall, which had come off on his tear-wet face.
Nursy had come downstairs too, and stands by the door, sleek-haired, owl-eyed, with her hands folded over her
white apron, and a severely dignified manner born of her limited intelligence. She is very proud of the care and
training she gives her nurslings and declares that they are “enveloping wonderfully.” She has had seventeen
suppurated teeth lately removed from her jaws and been measured for a set of symmetrical yellow ones in dark
rubber gums; these now embellish her peasant face. She is obsessed with the strange conviction that these teeth
of hers are the subject of general conversation; that, as it were, the sparrows on the housetops chatter of them.
“Everybody knows I’ve had a false set put in,” she will say; “there has been a great deal of foolish talk about
them.”
She is much given to dark hints and veiled innuendo: speaks, for instance, of a certain Dr. Bleifuss, whom
every child knows, and “there are even some in the house who pretend to be him.” All one can do with talk like
this is charitably to pass it over in silence. But she teaches the children nursery rhymes: gems like:
Puff, puff, here comes the train!
Puff, puff, toot, toot,
Away it goes again.

Or that gastronomical jingle, so suited, in its sparseness, to the times, and yet seemingly with a blitheness of its
own:
Monday we begin the week,
Tuesday there’s a bone to pick.
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Wednesday we’re half way through,
Thursday what a great to-do!
Friday we eat what fish we’re able,
Saturday we dance round the table.
Sunday brings us pork and greens—
Here’s a feast for kings and queens!

Also a certain four-line stanza with a romantic appeal, unutterable and unuttered:
Open the gate, open the gate
And let the carriage drive in.
Who is it in the carriage sits?
A lordly sir with golden hair.

Or, finally that ballad about golden-haired Marianne who sat on a, sat on a, sat on a stone, and combed out her,
combed out her, combed out her hair; and about blood-thirsty Rudolph, who pulled out a, pulled out a, pulled out
a knife—and his ensuing direful end.
Ellie enunciates all these ballads charmingly, with her mobile little lips, and sings them in her sweet little voice
—much better than Snapper. She does everything better than he does, and he pays her honest admiration and
homage and obeys her in all things except when visited by one of his attacks. Sometimes she teaches him,
instructs him upon the birds in the picture-book and tells him their proper names:
“This is a chaffinch, Buddy, this is a bullfinch, this is a cowfinch.”
He has to repeat them after her. She gives him medical instruction too, teaches him the names of diseases, such
as inflammation of the lungs, inflammation of the blood, inflammation of the air. If he does not pay attention and
cannot say the words after her, she stands him in the corner. Once she even boxed his ears, but was so ashamed
that she stood herself in the corner for a long time. Yes, they are fast friends, two souls with but a single thought,
and have all their adventures in common. They come home from a walk and relate as with one voice that they
have seen two mooliese and a teenty-weenty baby calf.
They are on familiar terms with the kitchen, which consists of Xaver and the ladies Hinterhofer, two sisters
once of the lower middle class who, in these evil days, are reduced to living au pair as the phrase goes and
officiating as cook and housemaid for their board and keep. The little ones have a feeling that Xaver and the
Hinterhofers are on much the same footing with their father and mother as they are themselves. At least
sometimes, when they have been scolded, they go downstairs and announce that the master and mistress are cross.
But playing with the servants lacks charm compared with the joys of playing upstairs. The kitchen could never
rise to the height of the games their father can invent. For instance, there is “four gentlemen taking a walk.” When
they play it Abel will crook his knees until he is the same height with themselves and go walking with them, hand
in hand. They never get enough of this sport; they could walk round and round the dining-room a whole day on
end, five gentlemen in all, counting the diminished Abel.
Then there is the thrilling cushion game. One of the children, usually Ellie, seats herself, unbeknownst to Abel,
in his seat at table. Still as a mouse she awaits his coming. He draws near with his head in the air, descanting in
loud, clear tones upon the surpassing comfort of his chair; and sits down on top of Ellie.
“What’s this, what’s this?” says he. And bounces about, deaf to the smothered giggles exploding behind him.
“Why have they put a cushion in my chair? And what a queer, hard, awkward-shaped cushion it is!” he goes on.
“Frightfully uncomfortable to sit on!”
And keeps pushing and bouncing about more and more on the astonishing cushion and clutching behind him
into the rapturous giggling and squeaking, until at last he turns round, and the game ends with a magnificent
climax of discovery and recognition. They might go through all this a hundred times without diminishing by an
iota its power to thrill.
Today is no time for such joys. The imminent festivity disturbs the atmosphere, and besides there is work to be
done, and, above all, the eggs to be got. Ellie has just time to recite “Puff, puff,” and Cornelius to discover that her
ears are not mates, when they are interrupted by the arrival of Danny, come to fetch Bert and Ingrid. Xaver,
meantime, has exchanged his striped livery for an ordinary coat, in which he looks rather rough-and-ready, though
as brisk and attractive as ever.
So then Nursy and the children ascend to the upper regions, the Professor withdraws to his study to read, as
always after dinner, and his wife bends her energies upon the sandwiches and salad that must be prepared. And
she has another errand as well. Before the young people arrive she has to take her shopping-basket and dash into
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town on her bicycle, to turn into provisions a sum of money she has in hand, which she dares not keep lest it lose
all value.
Cornelius reads, leaning back in his chair, with his cigar between his middle and index fingers. First he reads
Macaulay\fn{Thomas Babington Macaulay (1800-1859) English historian } on the origin of the English public debt at the
end of the Seventeenth Century; then an article in a French periodical on the rapid increase in the Spanish debt
towards the end of the Sixteenth. Both these for his lecture on the morrow. He intends to compare the astonishing
prosperity which accompanied the phenomenon in England with its fatal effects a hundred years earlier in Spain,
and to analyze the ethical and psychological grounds of the difference in results. For that will give him a chance
to refer back from the England of William III,\fn{ King of England (1689-1702)} which is the actual subject in hand, to
the time of Philip II\fn{King of Spain (1556-1598)} and the Counter-Reformation,\fn{ The reform movement within the
Roman Catholic Church following the Reformation } which is his own special field. He has already written a valuable work
on this period; it is much cited and got him his professorship.
While his cigar burns down and gets strong, he excogitates a few pensive sentences in a key of gentle
melancholy, to be delivered before his class next day: about the practically hopeless struggle carried on by the
belated Philip against the whole trend of history: against the new, the kingdom-disrupting power of the Germanic
ideal of freedom and individual liberty. And about the persistent, futile struggle of the aristocracy, condemned by
God and rejected of man, against the forces of progress and change. He savors his sentences; keeps on polishing
them while he puts back the books he has been using; then goes upstairs for the usual pause in his day’s work, the
hour with drawn blinds and closed eyes, which he so imperatively needs.
But today, he recalls, he will rest under disturbed conditions, amid the bustle of preparations for the feast. He
smiles to find his heart giving a mild flutter at the thought. Disjointed phases on the theme of black-clad Philip
and his times mingle with a confused consciousness that they will soon be dancing down below. For five minutes
or so he falls asleep.
As he lies and rests he can hear the sound of the garden gate and the repeated ringing at the bell. Each time a
little pang goes through him, of excitement and suspense, at the thought that the young people have begun to fill
the floor below. And each time he smiles at himself again—though even his smile is slightly nervous, is tinged
with the pleasurable anticipations people always feel before a party. At half past four—it is already dark—he gets
up and washes at the wash-stand. The basin has been out of repair for two years. It is supposed to tip, but has
broken away from its socket on one side and cannot be mended because there is nobody to mend it; neither
replaced because no shop can supply another. So it has to be hung up about the vent and emptied by lifting in both
hands and pouring out the water. Cornelius shakes his head over this basin, as he does several times a day—
whenever, in fact, he has occasion to use it. He finished his toilet with care, standing under the ceiling light to
polish his glasses till they shine. Then he goes downstairs.
On his way to the dining-room he hears the gramophone already going, and the sound of voices. He puts on a
polite, society air; at his tongue’s end is the phrase he means to utter: “Pray don’t let me disturb you,” as he passes
directly into the dining-room for his tea. “Pray don’t let me disturb you”—it seems to him precisely the mot juste;
towards the guests cordial and considerate, for himself a very bulwark.
*
The lower floor is lighted up, all the bulbs in the chandelier are burning save one that has burned out.
Cornelius pauses on a lower step and surveys the entrance hall. It looks pleasant and cozy in the bright light, with
its copy of Marées\fn{Hans von Marées (1837-1887) German painter} over the brick chimney-piece, its wainscoted walls
—wainscoted in soft wood—and red-carpeted floor, where the guests stand in groups, chatting, each with his teacup and slice of bread-and-butter spread with anchovy paste. There is a festal haze, faint scents of hair and
clothing and human breath come to him across the room, it is all characteristic and familiar and highly evocative.
The door into the dressing-room is open, guests are still arriving.
A large group of people is rather bewildering at first sight. The Professor takes in only the general scene. He
does not see Ingrid, who is standing just at the foot of the steps, in a dark silk frock with a pleated collar falling
softly over the shoulders, and bare arms. She smiles up at him, nodding and showing her lovely teeth.
“Rested?” she asks, for his private ear. With a quite unwarranted start he recognizes her, and she presents some
of her friends.
“May I introduce Herr Zuber?” she says. “And this is Fräulein Plaichinger.”
Herr Zuber is insignificant. But Fräulein Plaichinger is a perfect Germania, blond and voluptuous, arrayed in
floating draperies. She has a snub nose, and answers the Professor’s salutation in the high, shrill pipe so many
stout women have.
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“Delighted to meet you,” he says. “How nice of you to come! A classmate of Ingrid’s I suppose?”
And Herr Zuber is a golfing partner of Ingrid’s. He is in business; he works in his uncle’s brewery. Cornelius
makes a few jokes about the thinness of the beer and professes to believe that Herr Zuber could easily do
something about the quality if he would.
“But pray don’t let me disturb you,” he goes on, and turns towards the dining-room.
“There comes Max,” says Ingrid. “Max, you sweep, what do you mean by rolling up at this time of day?” For
such is the way they talk to each other, offensively to an older ear; of social forms, of hospitable warmth, there is
not the faintest\fn{The text has: no faintest} trace. They all call each other by their first names.
A young man comes up to them out of the dressing-room and makes his bow; he has an expanse of white shirtfront and a little black string tie. He is as pretty as a picture, dark, with rosy cheeks, clean-shaven of course, but
with just a sketch of side-whisker. Not a ridiculous or flashy beauty, not like a gypsy-fiddler, but just charming to
look at, in a winning, well-bred way, with kind dark eyes. He even wears his dinner-jacked a little awkwardly.
“Please don’t scold me, Cornelia,” he says; “it’s the idiotic lectures.” And Ingrid presents him to her father as
Herr Hergesell.
Well, and so this is Herr Hergesell. He knows his manners, does Herr Hergesell, and thanks the master of the
house quite ingratiatingly for his invitation as they shake hands.
“I certainly seem to have missed the bus,” says he jocosely. “Of course I have lectures today up to four
o’clock; I would have; and after that I had to go home to change.” Then he talks about his pumps, with which he
has just been struggling in the dressing-room.
“I brought them with me in a bag,” he goes on. “Mustn’t tramp all over the carpet in our brogues—it’s not
done. Well, I was ass enough not to fetch along a shoe-horn, and I find I simply can’t get in! What a sell! They are
the tightest I’ve ever had, the numbers don’t tell you a thing, and all the leather today is just cast iron. It’s not
leather at all. My poor finger”—he confidingly displays a reddened digit and once more characterizes the whole
thing as a “sell,” and a putrid sell into the bargain. He really does talk just as Ingrid said he did, with a peculiar
nasal drawl, not affectedly in the least, but merely because that is the way of all the Hergesells.
Dr. Cornelius says it is very careless of them not to keep a shoe-horn in the cloak-room and displays proper
sympathy with the mangled finger.
“But now you really must not let me disturb you any longer,” he goes on. “Auf weidersehen!” And he crosses
the hall into the dining-room.
There are guests there too, drinking tea; the family table is pulled out. But the Professor goes at once to his
own little upholstered corner with the electric light bulb above it—the nook where he usually drinks his tea. His
wife is sitting there talking with Bert and two other young men, one of them Herzl, whom Cornelus knows and
greets; the other a typical Wandervogel named Möller, a youth who obviously neither owns nor cares to own the
correct evening dress of the middle classes (in fact, there is no such thing any more), nor to ape the manners of a
gentleman (and, in fact, there is no such thing any more either). He has a wilderness of hair, horn spectacles, and a
long neck, and wears golf stockings and a belted blouse. His regular occupation, the Professor learns, is banking,
but is by way of being an amateur folk-lorist and collects folk-songs from all localities and in all languages. He
sings them, too, and at Ingrid’s command has brought his guitar; it is hanging in the dressing-room in an oilcloth
case. Herzl, the actor, is small and slight, but he has a strong growth of black beard, as you can tell by the thick
coat of powder of his cheeks. His eyes are larger than life, with a deep and melancholy glow. He has put on rouge
besides the powder—those dull carmine highlights on the cheeks can be nothing but a cosmetic.
“‘Queer,’ thinks the Professor. ‘You would think a man would be one thing or the other—not melancholic and
used face paint at the same time. It’s a psychological contradiction. How can a melancholy man rouge? But there
we have a perfect illustration of the abnormality of the artist soul-form. It can make possible a contradiction like
this—perhaps it even consists in the contradiction. All very interesting—and no reason whatever for not being
polite to him. Politeness is a primitive convention—and legitimate.’ … Do take some lemon, Herr
Hofschauspieler!”
Court actors and court theaters—there are no such things any more, really. But Herzl relishes the sound of the
title, notwithstanding he is a revolutionary artist. This must be another contradiction inherent in his soul-form; so,
at least, the Professor assumes, and he is probably right. The flattery he is guilty of is a sort of atonement for his
previous hard thoughts about the rouge.
“Thank you so much—it’s really too good of you, sir,” says Herzl, quite embarrassed. He is so overcome that
he almost stammers; only his perfect enunciation saves him. His whole bearing towards his hostess and the master
of the house is exaggeratedly polite. It is almost as though he had a bad conscience in respect of his rouge; as
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though an inward compulsion had driven him to put it on, but now, seeing it through the Professor’s eyes, he
disapproves of it himself, and thinks, by an air of humility toward the whole of unrouged society, to mitigate its
effect.
They drink their tea and chat: about Möller’s folk-songs, about Basque folk-songs and Spanish folk-songs;
from which they pass to the new production of Don Carlos at the Stadttheater, in which Herzl plays the title-rôle.
He talks about his own rendering of the part and says he hopes his conception of the character has unity. They go
on to criticize the rest of the cast, the setting, and the production as a whole; and Cornelius is struck, rather
painfully, to find the conversation trending towards his own special province, back to Spain and the CounterReformation. He has done nothing at all to give it this turn, he is perfectly innocent, and hopes it does not look as
though he had sought an occasion to play the professor. He wonders, and falls silent, feeling relieved when the
little folk come up to the table.
Ellie and Snapper have on their blue velvet Sunday frocks; they are permitted to partake in the festivities up to
bedtime. They look shy and large-eyed as they say how-do-you-do to the strangers and, under pressure, repeat
their names and ages. Herr Möller does nothing but gaze at them solemnly, but Herzl is simply ravished. He rolls
his eyes up to heaven and puts his hand over his mouth; he positively blesses them. It all, no doubt, comes from
his heart, but he is so addicted to theatrical methods of making an impression and getting an effect that both words
and behavior ring frightfully false. And even his enthusiasm for the little folk looks too much like part of his
general craving to make up for the rouge on his cheeks.
The tea-table has meanwhile emptied of guests, and dancing is going on in the hall. The children run off, the
Professor prepares to retire.
“Go and enjoy yourselves,” he says to Möller and Herzl, who have sprung from their chairs as he rises from
his. They shake hands and he withdraws into his study, his peaceful kingdom, where he lets down the blinds, turns
on the desk lamp, and sits down to work.
*
It is work which can be done, if necessary, under disturbed conditions: nothing but a few letters and a few
notes. Of course, Cornelius’s mind wanders. Vague impressions float through it: Herr Hergesell’s refractory
pumps, the high pipe in that plump body of the Plaichinger female. As he writes, or leans back in his chair and
stares into space, his thoughts go back to Herr Möller’s collection of Basque folk-songs, to Herzl’s posings and
humility, to “his” Carlos at the court of Philip II. There is something strange, he thinks, about conversations. They
are so ductile, they will flow of their own accord in the direction of one’s dominating interest. Often and often he
has seen this happen. And while he is thinking, he is listening to the sounds next door—rather subdued, he finds
them. He hears only voices, no sound of footsteps. The dancers do not glide or circle round the room; they merely
walk about over the carpet, which does not hamper their movements in the least. Their way of holding each other
is quite different and strange, and they move to the strains of the gramophone, to the weird music of the new
world. He concentrates on the music and makes out that it is a jazz-band record, with various percussion
instruments and the clack and clatter of castanets, which, however, are not even faintly suggestive of Spain, but
merely jazz like the rest. No, not Spain. … His thoughts are back at the old round.
Half an hour goes by. It occurs to him it would be no more than friendly to go and contribute a box of
cigarettes to the festivities next door. Too bad to ask the young people to smoke their own—though they have
probably never thought of it. He goes into the empty dining-room and takes a box from his supply in the
cupboard: not the best ones, nor yet the brand he himself prefers, but a certain long, thin kind he is not averse to
getting rid of—after all, they are nothing but youngsters. He takes the box into the hall, holds it up with a smile,
and deposits it on the mantle-shelf. After which he gives a look round and returns to his own room.
There comes a lull in dance and music. The guests stand about the room in groups or round the table at the
window or are seated in a circle by the fireplace. Even the built-in stairs, with their worn velvet carpet, are
crowded with young folk as in an amphitheater: Max Hergesell is there, leaning back with one elbow on the step
above and gesticulating with his free hand as he talks to the shrill, voluptuous Plaichinger. The floor of the hall is
nearly empty, save just in the center: there, directly beneath the chandelier, the two little ones in their blue velvet
frocks clutch each other in an awkward embrace and twirl silently round and round, oblivious of all else.
Cornelius, as he passes, strokes their hair, with a friendly word; it does not distract them from their small solemn
preoccupation.
But at his own door he turns to glance round and sees young Hergesell push himself off the stair by his elbow
—probably because he noticed the Professor. He comes down into the arena, takes Ellie out of her brother’s arms,
and dances with her himself. It looks very comic, without the music, and he crouches down just as Cornelius does
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when he goes walking with the four gentlemen, holding the fluttered Ellie as though she were grown up and
taking little “shimmying” steps. Everybody watches with huge enjoyment, the gramophone is put on again,
dancing becomes general. The Professor stand and looks, with his hand on the door-knob. He nods and laughs;
when he finally shuts himself into his study the mechanical smile still lingers on his lips.
Again he turns over pages by his desk lamp, takes notes, attends to a few simply matters. After a while he
notices that the guests have forsaken the entrance hall for his wife’s drawing-room, into which there is a door
from his own study as well. He hears their voices and the sounds of a guitar being tuned. Herr Möller, it seems, is
to sing—and does so. He twangs the strings of his instrument and sings in a powerful bass a ballad in a strange
tongue, possibly Swedish. The Professor does not succeed in identifying it, though he listens attentively to the
end, after which there is great applause. The sound is deadened by the portière that hangs over the dividing door.
The young bank-clerk begins another song. Cornelius goes softly in.
It is half-dark in the drawing-room; the only light is from the shaded standard lamp, beneath which Möller sits,
on the divan, with his legs crossed, picking his strings. His audience is grouped easily about; as there are not
enough seats, some stand, and more, among them many young ladies, are simply sitting on the floor with their
hands clasped round their knees or even with their legs stretched out before then. Hergesell sits thus, in his dinner
jacket, next the piano, with Fräulein Plaichinger beside him. Frau Cornelius is holding both children on her lap as
she sits in her easy-chair opposite the singer. Snapper, the Bœotian, begins to talk loud and clear in the middle of
the song and has to be intimidated with hushings and finger-shakings. Never, never would Ellie allow herself to
be guilty of such conduct. She sits there daintily erect and still on her mother’s knee. The Professor tries to catch
her eye and exchange a private signal with his little girl; but she does not see him. Neither does she seem to be
looking at the singer. Her gaze is directed lower down.
Möller sings the joli tambour:
Sire, mon roi, donnez-moi votre fille—

They are all enchanted. “How good!” Hergesell is heard to say, in the odd, nasally condescending Hergesell
tone. The next one is a beggar ballad, to a tune composed by young Möller himself; it elicits a storm of applause:
Gypsy lassie a-goin’ to the fair
Huzza!
Gypsy laddie a-goin’ to be there—
Huzza, diddlety umpty dido!

Laughter and high spirits, sheer reckless hilarity, reigns after this jovial ballad.
“Frightfully good!” Hergesell comments again, as before.
Follows another popular song, this time a Hungarian one; Möller sings it in its own outlandish tongue, and
most effectively. The Professor applauds with ostentation. It warms his heart and does him good, this outcropping
of artistic, historic, and cultural elements all amongst the shimmying. He goes up to young Möller and
congratulates him, talks about the songs and their sources, and Möller promises to lend him a certain annotated
book of folk-songs. Cornelius is the more cordial because all the time, as fathers do, he has been comparing the
parts and achievements of this young stranger with those of his own son, and being gnawed by envy and chagrin.
This young Möller, he is thinking, is a capable bank-clerk (though about Möller’s capacity he knows nothing
whatever) and has this special gift besides, which must have taken talent and energy to cultivate.
“‘And here is my poor Bert, who knows nothing and can do nothing and thinks of nothing except playing the
clown, without even talent for that!’”
He tries to be just; he tells himself that, after all, Bert has innate refinement; that probably there is a good deal
more to him than there is to the successful Möhller; that perhaps he has even something of the poet in him, and his
dancing and table-waiting are due to mere boyish folly and the distraught times. But paternal envy and pessimism
win the upper hand; when Möller begins another song, Dr. Cornelius goes back to his room.
*
He works as before, with divided attention, at this and that, while it gets on for seven o’clock. Then he
remembers a letter he may just as well write, a short letter and not very important, but letter-writing is wonderful
for the way it takes up the time, and it is almost half past when he has finished. At half past eight the Italian salad
will be served; so now is the prescribed moment for the Professor to go out into the wintry darkness to post his
letters and take his daily quantum of fresh air and exercise. They are dancing again, and he will have to pass
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through the hall to get his hat and coat; but they are used to him now, he need not stop and beg them not to be
disturbed. He lays away his papers, takes up the letters he has written, and goes out. But he sees his wife sitting
near the door of his room and pauses a little by her easy-chair.
She is watching the dancing. Now and then the big folk or some of their guests stop to speak to her; the party is
at its height, and there are more onlookers than these two: blue-faced Ann is standing at the bottom of the stairs, in
all the dignity of her limitations. She is waiting for the children, who simply cannot get their fill of these
unwonted festivities, and watching over Snapper, lest his all too rich blood be churned to the danger-point by too
much twirling round.
And not only the nursery but the kitchen takes an interest: Xaver and the two ladies Hinterhofer are standing
by the pantry door looking on with relish. Fräulein Walburga, the elder of the two sunken sisters (the culinary
section—she objects to being called a cook), is a whimsical, good-natured sort, brown-eyed, wearing glasses with
thick circular lenses; the nose-piece is wound with a bit of rag to keep it from pressing on her nose. Fräulein
Cecilia is younger, though not so precisely young either. Her bearing is as self-assertive as usual, this being her
way of sustaining her dignity as a former member of the middle class. For Fräulein Cecilia feels acutely her
descent into the ranks of domestic service. She positively declines to wear a cap or other badge of servitude, and
her hardest trial is on the Wednesday evening when she has to serve the dinner while Xaver has his afternoon out.
She hands the dishes with averted face and elevated nose—a fallen queen; and so distressing is it to behold her
degradation that one evening when the little folk happen to be at table and saw her they both with one accord
burst into tears.
Such anguish is unknown to young Xaver. He enjoys serving and does it with an ease born of practice as well
as talent, for he was once a piecolo. But otherwise he is a thorough-paced good-for-nothing and windbag—with
quite distinct traits of character of his own, as his long-suffering employers are always ready to concede, but
perfectly impossible and a bag of wind for all that. One must just take him as he is, they think, and not expect figs
from thistles. He is the child and product of the disrupted times, a perfect specimen of his generation, follower of
the revolution. Bolshevist sympathizer. The Professor’s name for him is the “minute-man,” because he is always
to be counted on in any sudden crisis, if only it address his sense of humor or love of novelty, and will display
therein amazing readiness and resource. But he utterly lacks a sense of duty and can as little be trained to the
performance of the daily round and common task as some kinds of dog can be taught to jump over a stick. It goes
so plainly against the grain that criticism is disarmed. One becomes resigned. On grounds that appealed to him as
unusual and amusing he would be ready to turn out of his bed at any hour of the night. But he simply cannot get
up before eight in the morning, he cannot do it, he will not jump over the stick. Yet all day long the evidence of
this free and untrammeled existence, the sound of his mouth-organ, his joyous whistle, or his raucous but
expressive voice lifted in song, rises to the hearing of the world above-stairs; and the smoke of his cigarettes fills
the pantry. While the Hinterhofer ladies work he stands and looks on. Of a morning while the Professor is
breakfasting, he tears the leaf off the study calendar—but does not lift a finger to dust the room. Dr. Cornelius has
often told him to leave the calendar alone, for he tends to tear off two leaves at a time and thus to add to the
general confusion. But young Xaver appears to find joy in this activity, and will not be deprived of it.
Again, he is fond of children, a winning trait. He will throw himself into games with the little folk in the
garden, make and mend their toys with great ingenuity, even read aloud from their books—and very droll it
sounds in his thick-lipped pronunciation. With his whole soul he loves the cinema; after an evening spent there he
inclines to melancholy and yearning and talking to himself. Vague hopes stir in him that some day he may make
his fortune in that gay world and belong to it by rights—hopes based on his shock of hair and his physical agility
and daring. He likes to climb the ash tree in the front garden, mounting branch by branch to the very top and
frightening everybody to death who sees him. Once there he lights a cigarette and smokes it as he sways to and
fro, keeping a look-out for a cinema director who might chance to come along and engage him.
If he changed his striped jacked for mufti, he might easily dance with the others and no one would notice the
difference. For the big folk’s friends are rather anomalous in their clothing: evening dress is worn by a few, but it
is by no means the rule. There is quite a sprinkling of guests, both male and female, in the same general style as
Möller the ballad-singer. The Professor is familiar with the circumstances of most of this young generation he is
watching as he stands beside his wife’s chair; he has heard them spoken of by name. They are students at the high
school or at the School of Applied Art; they lead, at least the masculine portion, the precarious and scrambling
existence which is purely the product of the time. There is a tall, pale, spindling youth, the son of a dentist, who
lives by speculation. From all the Professor hears, he is a perfect Aladdin. He keeps a car, treats his friends to
champagne suppers, and showers presents upon them on every occasion, costly little trifles in mother-of-pearl and
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gold. So today he has brought gifts to the young givers of the feast: for Bert a gold lead-pencil, and for Ingrid a
pair of ear-rings of barbaric size, great gold circlets that fortunately do not have to go through the little ear-lobe,
but are fastened over it by means of a clip. The big folk come laughing to their parents to display these trophies;
and the parents shake their heads even while they admire—Aladdin bowing over and over from afar.
The young people appear to be absorbed in their dancing—if the performance they are carrying out with so
much still concentration can be called dancing. They stride across the carpet, slowly, according to some
unfathomable prescript, strangely embraced; in the newest attitude, tummy advanced and shoulders high, wagging
the hips. They do not get tired, because nobody could. There is no such thing as heightened color or heaving
bosoms. Two girls may dance together or two young men—it is all the same. They move to the exotic strains of
the gramophone, played with he loudest needles to procure the maximum of sound: shimmies, foxtrots, one-steps,
double foxes, African shimmies, Java dances, and Creole polkas, the wild musky melodies follow one another,
now furious, now languishing, a monotonous Negro programme in unfamiliar rhythm, to a clacking, clashing, and
strumming orchestral accompaniment.
“What is that record?” Cornelius inquires of Ingrid, as she passes him by in the arms of the pale young
speculator, with reference to the piece then playing, whose alternate languors and furies he finds comparatively
pleasing and showing a certain resourcefulness in detail.
“Prince of Pappenheim: ‘Console thee, dearest child,’” she answers, and smiles pleasantly back at him with
her white teeth.
The cigarette smoke wreathes beneath the chandelier. The air is blue with festal haze compact of sweet and
thrilling ingredients that stir the blood with memories of green-sick pains and are particularly poignant to those
whose youth—like the Professor’s own—has been over-sensitive. …. The little folk are still on the floor. They are
allowed to stop up until eight, so great is their delight in the party. The guests have got used to their presence; in
their own way, they have their place in the doings of the evening. They have separated, anyhow; Snapper revolves
all alone in the middle of the carpet, in his little blue velvet smock, while Ellie is running after one of the dancing
couples, trying to hold the man fast by his coat. It is Max Hergesell and Fräulein Plaichinger. They dance well, it
is a pleasure to watch them. One has to admit that these mad modern dances, when the right people dance them,
are not so had bad after all—they have something quite taking. Young Hergesell is a capital leader, dances
according to rule, yet with individuality. So it looks. With what aplomb can he walk backwards—when space
permits! And he knows how to be graceful standing still in a crowd. And his partner supports him well, being
unsuspectedly lithe and buoyant, as fat people often are. They look at each other, they are talking, paying no heed
to Ellie, though others are smiling to see the child’s persistence.
Dr. Cornelius tries to catch up his little sweetheart as she passes and draw her to him. But Ellie eludes him,
almost peevishly; her dear Abel is nothing to her now. She braces her little arms against his chest and turns her
face away with a persecuted look. Then escapes to follow her fancy once more. The Professor feels an involuntary
twinge. Uppermost in his heart is hatred for this party, with its power to intoxicate and estrange his darling child.
His love for her—that not quite disinterested, not quite unexceptionable love of his—is easily wounded. He wears
a mechanical smile, but his eyes have clouded, and he stares fixedly at a point in the carpet, between the dancers’
feet.
“The children ought to go to bed,” he tells his wife.
But she pleads for another quarter of an hour; she had promised already, and they do love it so! He smiles
again and shakes his head, stands so a moment and then goes across to the cloak-room, which is full of coats and
hats and scarves and overshoes. He has trouble in rummaging out his own coat, and Max Hergesell comes out of
the hall, wiping his brow.
“Going out, sir?” he asks, in Hergesellian accents, dutifully helping the older man on with his coat. “Silly
business this, with my pumps,” he says. “They pinch like hell. The brutes are simply too tight for me, quite apart
from the bad leather. They press just here on the ball of my great toe”—he stands on one foot and holds the other
in his hand—“it’s simply unbearable. There’s nothing for it but to take them off; my brogues will have to do the
business. … Oh, let me help you, sir.”
“Thanks,” says Cornelius. “Don’t trouble, Get rid of your own tormentors. … Oh, thanks very much!” For
Hergesell has gone on one knee to snap the fasteners of his snowboots.
Once more the Professor expressed his gratitude; he is pleased and touched by so much sincerer respect and
youthful readiness to serve.
“Go and enjoy yourself,” he counsels. “Change your shoes and make up for what you have been suffering.
Nobody can dance in shoes that pinch. Good-bye, I must be off to get a breath of fresh air.”
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“I’m going to dance with Ellie now,” calls Hergesell after him. “She’ll be a first-rate dancer when she grows
up, and that I’ll swear to.”
“Think so?” Cornelius answers, already half out. “Well, you are a connoisseur, I’m sure. Don’t get curvature of
the spine with stooping.”
He nods again and goes.
“Fine lad,” he thinks as he shuts the door. “Student of engineering. Knows what he’s bound for, got a good
clear head, and so well set up and pleasant too.” And again paternal envy rises as he compares his poor Bert’s
status with this young man’s, which he puts in the rosiest light that his son’s may look the darker. Thus he sets out
on his evening walk.”
He goes up the avenue, crosses the bridge, and walks along the bank on the other side as far as the next bridge
but one. The air is wet and cold, with a little snow now and then. He turns up his coat-collar and slips the crook of
his cane over the arm behind his back. Now and then he ventilates his lungs with a long deep breath of the night
air. As usual when he walks, his mind reverts to his professional preoccupations, he thinks about his lectures and
the things he means to say tomorrow about Philip’s struggle against the Germanic revolution, things steeped in
melancholy and penetratingly just. Above all just, he thinks. For in one’s dealings with the young it behooves one
to display the scientific spirit, to exhibit the principles of enlightenment—not only for purposes of mental
discipline, but on the human and individual side, in order not to wound them or indirectly offend their political
sensibilities; particularly in these days, when there is so much tinder in the air, opinions are so frightfully split up
and chaotic, and you may so easily incur attacks from one party or the other, or even give rise to scandal, by
taking sides on a point of history.
“And talking sides is unhistoric anyhow,” so he muses. “Only justice, only impartiality is historic.”
And could not, properly considered, be otherwise. … For justice can have nothing of youthful fire and blithe,
fresh, loyal conviction. It is by nature melancholy. And, being so, has secret affinity with the lost cause and the
forlorn hope rather than with the fresh and blithe and loyal—perhaps this affinity is its very essence and without it
it would not exist at all! …
“And is there then no such thing as justice?” the Professor asks himself, and ponders the question so deeply
that he absently posts his letters in the next box and turns round to go home. This thought of his is unsettling and
disturbing to the scientific mind—but it is not after all itself scientific, psychological, conscientious, and therefore
to be accepted without prejudice, no matter how upsetting? In the midst of which musings Dr. Cornelius finds
himself back at his own door. On the outer threshold stands Xaver, and seems to be looking for him.
*
“Herr Professor,” says Xaver, tossing back his hair, “go upstairs to Ellie straight off. She’s in a bad way.”
“What’s the matter?” asks Cornelius in alarm. “Is she ill?”
“No-o, not to say ill,” answers Xaver. “She’s just in a bad way and crying fit to bust her little heart. It’s along
o’ that chap with the shirt-front that danced with her—Herr Hergesell. She couldn’t be got to go upstairs
peaceably, not at no price at all, and she’s been crying bucketfuls.”
“Nonsense,” says the Professor, who has entered and is tossing off his things in the cloak-room. He says no
more; opens the glass door and without a glance at the guests turns swiftly to the stairs. Takes them two at a time,
crosses the upper hall and the small room leading into the nursery. Xaver follows at his heels, but stops at the
nursery door.
A bright light still burns within, showing the gay frieze that runs all round the room, the large row of shelves
heaped with a confusion of toys, the rocking-horse on his swaying platform, with red-varnished nostrils and raised
hoofs. On the linoleum lie other toys—building blocks, railway trains, a little trumpet. The two white cribs stand
not far apart, Ellie’s in the window corner, Snapper’s out in the room.
Snapper is asleep. He has said his prayers in loud, ringing tones, prompted by Nurse, and gone off at once into
vehement, profound, and rosy slumber—from which a cannonball fired at close range could not rouse him. He
lies with both fists flung back on the pillows on either side of the tousled head with its funny crooked little
slumber-tossed wig.
A circle of females surrounds Ellie’s bed: not only blue-faced Ann is there, but the Hinterhofer ladies too,
talking to each other and to her. They make way as the Professor comes up and reveal the child sitting all pale
among her pillows, sobbing and weeping more bitterly than he has ever seen her sob and weep in her life. Her
lovely little hands lie on the coverlet in front of her, the nightgown with its narrow lace border has slipped down
from her shoulder—such a thin, birdlike little shoulder—and the sweet head Cornelius loves so well, set on the
neck like a flower on its stalk, her head is on one side, with the eyes rolled up to the corner between wall and
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ceiling above her head. For there she seems to envisage the anguish of her heart and even to nod to it—either on
purpose or because her head wobbles as her body is shaken with the violence of her sobs. Her eyes rain down
tears. The bow-shaped lips are parted, like a little mater dolorosa’s, and from them issue long, low wails that in
nothing resemble the unnecessary and exasperating shrieks of a naughty child, but rise from the deep extremity of
her heart and wake in the Professor’s own a sympathy that is well-nigh intolerable. He has never seen his darling
so before. His feelings find immediate vent in an attack on the ladies Hinterhofer.
“What about the supper?” he asks sharply. “There must be a great deal to do. Is my wife being left to do it
alone?”
For the acute sensibilities of the former middle class this is quite enough. The ladies withdraw in righteous
indignation, and Xaver Kleingutl jeers at them as they pass out. Having been born to low life instead of achieving
it, he never loses a chance to mock at their fallen state.
“Childie, childie,” murmurs Cornelius, and sitting Cornelius, and sitting down by the crib enfolds the
anguished Ellie in his arms. “What is the trouble with my darling?”
She bedews his face with her tears.
“Abel … Abel …” she stammers between sobs. “Why—isn’t Max—my brother? Max ought to be—my
brother!”
Alas, alas! What mischance is this? Is this what the party has wrought, with its fatal atmosphere? Cornelius
glances helplessly up at the blue-faced Ann standing there in all the dignity of her limitations with her hands
before her on her apron. She purses up her mouth and makes a long face.
“It’s pretty young,” she says, “for the female instinct to be showing up.”
“Hold your tongue,” snaps Cornelius, in his agony.
He has this much to be thankful for, that Ellie does not turn from him now; she does not push him away as she
did downstairs, but clings to him in her need, while she reiterates her absurd, bewildered prayer that Max might
be her brother, or with a fresh burst of desire demands to be taken downstairs so that he can dance with her again.
But Max, of course, is dancing with Fräulein Plaichinger, that behemoth who is his rightful partner and has every
claim upon him; whereas Ellie—never, thinks the Professor, his heart torn with the violence of his pity, never has
she looked so tiny and birdlike as now, when she nestles to him shaken with sobs and all unaware of what is
happening in her little soul.
No, she does not know. She does not comprehend that her suffering is on account of Fräulein Plaichinger, fat,
overgrown, and utterly within her rights in dancing with Max Hergesell, whereas Ellie may only do it once, by
way of a joke, although she is incomparably the more charming of the two. Yet it would be quite mad to reproach
young Hergesell with the state of affairs or to make fantastic demands upon him. No, Ellie’s suffering is without
help or healing and must be covered up. Yet just as it is without understanding, so it is also without restraint—and
that is what makes it so horribly painful. Xaver and blue-faced Ann do not feel this pain, it does not affect them—
either because of native callousness or because they accept it as the way of nature. But the Professor’s fatherly
heart is quite torn by it, and by a distressful horror of this passion, so hopeless and so absurd.
Of no avail to hold forth to poor Ellie on the subject of the perfectly good little brother she already has. She
only casts a distraught and scornful glance over at the other crib, where Snapper lies vehemently slumbering, and
with fresh tears calls again for Max. Of no avail either the promise of a long, long walk tomorrow, all five
gentlemen, round and round the dining-room table; or a dramatic description of the thrilling cushion games they
will play. No, she will listen to none of all this, nor to lying down and going to sleep. She will not sleep, she will
sit bolt upright and suffer. … But on a sudden they stop and listen, Abel and Ellie; listen to something miraculous
that is coming to pass, that is approaching by strides, two strides, to the nursery door, that now overwhelmingly
appears. …
It is Xaver’s work, not a doubt of that. He has not remained by the door where he stood to gloat over the
ejection of the Hinterhofers. No, he has bestirred himself, taken a notion; likewise steps to carry it out. Downstairs
he has gone, twitched Herr Hergesell’s sleeve, and made a thick-lipped request. So here they both are. Xaver,
having done his part, remains by the door; but Max Hergesell comes up to Ellie’s crib; in his dinner-jacket, with
his sketchy side-whiskers and charming black eyes; obviously quite pleased with his rôle of swan knight and fairy
prince, as one who should say:
“See, here am I, now all losses are restored and sorrows end.”
Cornelius is almost as much overcome as Ellie herself.
“Just look,” he says feebly, “look who’s here. This is uncommonly good of you, Herr Hergesell.”
“Not a bit of it,” says Hergesell. “Why shouldn’t I come to say good-night to my fair partner?”
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And he approaches the bars of the crib, behind which Ellie sits struck mute. She smiles blissfully through her
tears. A funny, high little note that is half a sigh of relief comes from her lips, then she looks dumbly up at her
swan knight with her golden-brown eyes—tear-swollen though they are, so much more beautiful than the fat
Plaichinger’s. She does not put up her arms. Her joy, like her grief, is without understanding; but she does not do
that. The lovely little hands lie quiet on the coverlet, and Max Hergesell stands with his arms leaning over the rail
as on a balcony.
“And now,” he says smartly, “she need not ‘sit the livelong night and weep upon her bed’!” He looks at the
Professor to make sure he is receiving due credit for the quotation.
“Ha ha!” he laughs. “She’s beginning young. ‘Console thee, dearest child!’ Never mind, you’re all right! Just
as you are you’ll be wonderful! You’ve only got to grow up. … And you’ll lie down and go to sleep like a good
girl, now I’ve come to say good-night? And not cry any more, little Lorelei?”
Ellie looks up at him, transfigured. One birdlike shoulder is bare; the Professor draws the lace-trimmed nighty
over it. There comes into his mind a sentimental story he once read about a dying child who longs to see a clown
he had once, with unforgettable ecstasy, beheld in a circus. And they bring the clown to the bedside marvelously
arrayed, embroidered before and behind with silver butterflies; and the child dies happy. Max Hergesell is not
embroidered, and Ellie, thank God, is not going to die, she has only “been in a bad way.” But, after all, the effect
is the same. Young Hergesell leans over the bars of the crib and rattles on, more for the father’ sear\fn{ Release of
tension} than the child’s, but Ellie does not know that—and the father’s feelings towards him are a most singular
mixture of thankfulness, embarrassment, and hatred.
“Good-night, little Lorelei,” says Hergesell, and gives her his hand through the bars. Her pretty, soft, white
little hand is swallowed up in the grasp of his big, strong, red one.
“Sleep well,” he says, “and sweet dreams! But don’t dream about me—God forbid! Not at your age—ha ha!”
And then the fairy clown’s visit is at an end. Conelius accompanies him to the door.
“No, no, positively, no thanks called for, don’t mention it,” he large-heartedly protests; and Xaver goes
downstairs with him, to help serve the Italian salad.
But Dr. Cornelius returns to Ellie, who is now lying down, with her cheek pressed into her flat little pillow.
“Well, wasn’t that lovely?” he says as he smoothes the covers.
She nods, with one last little sob. For a quarter of an hour he sits beside her and watches while she falls asleep
in her turn, beside the little brother who found the right way so much earlier than she. Her silky brown hair takes
the enchanting fall it always does when she sleeps; deep, deep lie the lashes over the eyes that late so abundantly
poured forth their sorrow; the angelic mouth with its bowed upper lip is peacefully relaxed and a little open. Only
now and then comes a belated catch in her slow breathing.
And her small hands, like pink and white flowers, lie so quietly, one on the coverlet, the other on the pillow by
her face—Dr. Cornelius, gazing, feels his heart melt with tenderness as with strong wine.
“How good,” he thinks, “that she breathes in oblivion with every breath she draws! That in childhood each
night is a deep, wide gulf between one day and the next. Tomorrow, beyond all doubt, young Hergesell will be a
pale shadow, powerless to darken her little heart. Tomorrow, forgetful of all but present joy, she will walk with
Abel and Snapper, all five gentlemen, round and round the table, will play the ever-thrilling cushion game.”
Heaven be praised for that!
58.316 Arthur Aronymus\fn{by Else Lasker-Schueler (1876-1945)} Elberfeld, now part of Wuppertal, North RhineWestphalia, Germany (F) 9
When the Christmas trees were lit up behind the windows of the Westphalian houses, my father’s father, that
is, my grandfather, told his twenty-three children the fearful tragedy of his youth, which had occurred on the Holy
Evening of Christendom. My grandfather’s older children grimly confirmed in an avenging chorus of sing-song
the misdeeds committed against their Chosen People. Only my little father now and again impatiently scraped the
nails of his heavy boy’s boots on the floor or on the walnut legs of the large table, so that while the hearts of his
twenty-two brothers and sisters almost stopped with fright, his twenty-third leaped for joy almost in the face of his
watching father.
He was afraid of mice, even if he did not own up to it. He bought from the poor Croatian boys the most
expensive mouse-traps, testing the springs carefully in front and behind. But today he overcame his antipathy to
“these importunate rodents.” Most annoyed of all was Arthur Aronymus, the little enfant terrible, at the way in
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which the prosy father spun out the lengthy tale of horror. He had long ago heard his two friends whistling outside
the garden fence.
The fir trees were lighted up like today behind the window-panes of the spiritual capital of Westphalia, when
the bloody pogrom was enacted. Innocently-spilt jewish blood wailed across the frontiers of the homeland, darkly
over the Rhine and beat against Jewish hearts in other kingdoms; in uncanny echo over the continents of the
world. On the decorated branches of the tall fir trees in the town hall and the schools they had hung little Jewish
children like bonbons. Tender hands and blood-spattered little feet lay about, rotting dead leaves in the streets of
the ghettos, where the Jews of those days were permitted to dwell. Bodies stripped, so that they could be more
easily maltreated, dripped blood, impaled from shattered window-panes. Admission to the inner part of the city
without a special permit was strictly forbidden to the majority of the Jewish population. Several families, among
them my grandfather’s, were allowed by the authorities to move freely among the inhabitants of other creeds.
My little father clapped his hands, for the story of bloodshed had last year already begun to interest him at this
point. He had been so fond of Grandpa Rabbinu, his dear mother’s father, and he had also been his favorite
grandchild. How often had the high priest after the midday meal secretly slipped across the road to the sweet shop
with his droll grandchild. Aye, he had often winked at him knowingly, during the simple meal, this big, aweinspiring Jew who was honored by the whole town, Jew and Christian alike; friend of Bishop Lavater of
Westphalia. Every evening, after the two princes of the Church had partaken of their simple suppers, they met in a
small guest-room in the Golden Halfmoon. It neither waxed nor waned, exactly like the unchanging bond of
friendship which linked the two high priests. They anointed the hours before bedtime with God-pleasing oil,
searched for heavenly gold in holy conversation; two allied seekers after God. For, at bottom, they both believed
in the one only invisible Lord, the Eternal, the King of the universe. And even if malicious neighbors tried to
convince my white-haired great-grandfather, my little father’s grandfather, after the Bishop had been long dead,
that his unswerving friend the Bishop had known of the hellish plan of the Jewish massacre, without being able to
hinder it, etc., my indignant little father, quite beside himself because of the glint in the eyes of the Rabbinu used
to pummel the wicked people with his tiny but powerful fists. All the childhood pictures of Grandpa Rabbinu
might have been himself, even his mother asserted that they were so alike that one couldn’t tell the difference.
Nature had molded him in grandfather’s image and he was very proud of it. Six years old was my father, entering
his seventh. He was the one whom his mother preferred to take with her when she visited the beloved grandfather,
whose beard nearly reached down to the small Persian carpet which he had brought back in his youth from a
religious journey through the libraries of the East. The fringes of this valuable carpet were tended daily.
Sometimes an evening breeze lifted them like the fingers of many pious hands. Grandfather wore a turban on his
venerable head, black on weekdays and white silk on the Sabbath. And he was a little flattered, when pilgrims
came from exotic lands and said that he looked like the powerful Sultan of the Bosphorus. But he stopped them
when they bent down to kiss his garment.
The fathers of my great-grandparents, my little father’s parents’ parents lived next door to each other in the
Catholic capital of Westphalia. Their children were solemnly betrothed in childhood, going on with their games
after the betrothal ceremony. They climbed apple and pear trees with the neighbors’ children. When they
afterwards married, so grandmother related, it was just as if she had married her brother. The fact is she preferred
Edmond, the older brother. An infuriated bull, he jumped on the morning of her wedding, snorting, over the fence
in Gaesecke. Moritz, the happy bridegroom, had bought a piece of land there, which he cultivated with the
assistance of industrious peasants. My grandmother, my father’s mother, was to be a farmer’s wife! But Edmond
had fair, curly hair and ardent yellow eyes; the black-eyed daughters of the Jewish family had all lost their hearts
to him. Moritz, on the other hand, my grandfather, was an upright man, with almost too severe an expression, and
his cool glances often lighted on his nearest like sinister daggers. He brooked no contradiction, and that was the
only objection which my great-grandfather, my grandmother’s gentle father, had against him. For thoughts and
words expand when they play freely, unfettered, and pine without contradiction. But the betrothed young man did
not understand the wisdom of his priestly father-in-law. Like the majority of his sons, Arthur Aronymus’ brothers.
None of them had inherited the Rabbinu’s godly wisdom; but his grandfather compared his little Arthur’s
untamed, undeveloped temperament with the smiling berry on its stem. His father, on the other hand, looked upon
him like a kind of beaten black sheep, which gave the big sheep dog difficulties now and again.
This time his father contented himself by responding to the incorrigible little Aronymus’ vivaciousness with a
look of reproof in his stern eyes. For his brothers and sisters, too, longed for the end of the gloomy ballad, to be
sure with more feigned patience, “and spit,” mused Arthur, “and you’ll get hit!”
Dora, his beaming, older sister, had long ago got into touch with him in their language of signs, which only
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they two could interpret. But Regina, who was crocheting, sat bolt upright, dutifully, just as she had sat down at
the big table, and corroborated each time with a nod of her head, what her father said. Elischen had from the
beginning of the tragedy been turning the pages of Goethe’s Hermann and Dorothea, accompanied by the rhythm
of the village church bell. Lenchen, Arthur’s favorite small sister, sat on the lap of the eldest daughter, beautiful
Fanny. She was tired and hung her head, and only the twins, both called Meta, because they could not be kept
apart, had long since fled to their mother, one Meta on her right, one Meta on her left. At grandfather’s side sat
dear, suffering Alex in an invalid chair, and short-sighted Max, the apple of his father’s eye, had as always, placed
himself next to father; he wore a child’s lorgnette tied round his neck, but he always lost it playing in the garden,
drawing animals in the sand. Menahem was the name of the eldest. After him came Simeon. His brothers and
sisters called him “Miser”—even his father thought he was too material. But also the dozing off every evening of
his pathetic Julius went against his heart.
The children made fun when he opened his mouth wide like what they imagined was the mouth of a great
Mogul. A roast goose could without effort have flown into it. But Berthold was like his uncle Edmond, he had the
same curly, golden hair and big light eyes, and his Christian schoolfellows spared him. Fanny’s dancing partner
suddenly came into the room. Even if it was not a pogrom, he had been the victim of a private Jewish agitation a
year or so ago. Since then he looked out of one real black eye and one artificial light-blue eye; the chemist had
sold out all the dark eyes. And since then, when he drank beer in the inn, he had, half-face, often been taken for a
Christian, though his nose, in spite of its considerable length, had suffered no damage. Fanny passed him on to
Dora, the sympathetic sister. She had already given him almost all her knick-knacks, that really meant nothing to a
man. She had danced far too much with him at Paderstein’s ball.
He was the rage. Elischyn thought, though, that he was far too learned for Dora and for the unsophisticated,
jolly girls of Gaesecke. Once, by intensive humming and hawing, she had lured him to the jasmine arbor at the
end of her garden, and in the twilight, she had captured him for herself by means of experienced tactics. Regina,
on the other hand, had little luck with men. Besides, she had red hands. The good-looking chemist had ordered her
a bran pack and she dipped her housewifely fingers into the slimy, bleaching mass every night before she went to
bed. She was really the woman of the house. She found something to do everywhere. Sometimes she could not
fiind her apron; quivering and grumbling, she would rush into the garden, so that the colored and white peacocks
flew up. And the apron was again hanging on the plum tree.
Like a ghost she would sometimes creep up the gravel walk. Woe to the rascal if she caught him then! Regina
collected the honey in little earthenware pots, and the beekeeper knew well that “every bee she had numbered,
marked somewhere on its body.” And he was far more afraid of the sting of the bustling Regina, his employer’s
daughter, than of sweet-humming Regina, the queen-bee. Little Lenchen, Arthur’s favorite sister, was loved by
everyone in the house and garden, and by the people in the whole village; no one would do anything to hurt her.
She really was still sitting with her littlest brothers and sisters in the nest. Only her brother pulled her out
frequently, and then they marched hand in hand past the bright beds of immortelles in the gardens of the simple
Westphalian houses to the neighboring village, carrying greetings from their mother.
“Well, what is your mother doing,” asked the wife of the medical officer, Frau Gruenebaum.
“Making coffee when there are visitors coming,” replied my little father. All Westphalia soon knew about the
cheeky boy’s ready answer; and even grandfather could not restrain a smile, when he reprimanded his son Arthur
Aronymus for letting his tongue run away with him.
The young village priest and all his teachers put together did not inspire him with so much fear as his stern
father. He could not help it that he was so “stupid,” that he was bottom of the class, though he was always doing
well in gymnastics and singing.
“He is not supposed to be good at everything,” his generous mother defended him when he again failed to pass
up. And she took her “poor” boy instantly for a visit to her parents’ home in Paderborn. Grandfather Rabbinu was
in his grave already for a year, but it was for that very reason that she yearned to go home to do her pious father’s
wish as written down in his will: One year after his death to transfer his huge folios bound in pigskin to the town
library. Even Arthur’s father finally agreed to that. The mother had only a vague memory of that Christmas Eve
and of the pogrom, with which her husband’s story dealt. All the newspapers had carried the bloody news round
the world. Some few Christians gave the Hebrews well-intentioned advice to take up less industrial occupations,
without stopping to think of the paragraphs which forbid Jews to enter the Christian educational establishments.
And there were plenty of priests starving among the Jewish race. From Spain they had almost all been already
expelled with their communities or forced to become Christian converts. Grandfather Rabbinu prayed so often in
the temple for the Marranos,\fn{Marranos were Jews of Spain and Portugal who insincerely converted to Christianity to escape
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harm during the Spanish Inquisition}

Jews who had been poured into strange jugs, the handle broken off: so that it was
no longer easy to hold them. The thousand-year-old yearning that one day the stone would split—it would even
after centuries, Arthur Aronymus’ venerable grandfather Rabbinu prophesied.
Weeping Spanish Jews came so often to his grandfather seeking consolation. In the narrow streets of the ghetto
they grouped themselves with the native Jewish population to join with them in economic, and, above all,
religious matters. There was material enough, aye, to excess, bloodstained material, alas; to examine it, to cut it
down, finally to find the redeeming formula, that was the wish of all the oppressed. Many of them wore crape on
their arms, those hit particularly hard stumbled along in sackcloth through the corners of the Jewish quarter to the
familiar synagogue. Their eyes were burnt out, wept gray ashes. These memories rose to the mind of Arthur’s
mother, and she sobbed bitterly, leading her small son by the hand from the station to the dead grandfather’s
house. There the little red-glass hanging-lamp still burned—a whole year long for his soul. And Arthur’s mother,
indicating her father’s faithful servant, explained to her child that he was watching to see that grandfather’s soul
was not extinguished.
*
The next morning the sun shone quite brightly. My grandmother and my little father took the road to the
cemetery. Mother might stop crying, thought Aronymus, and without any real cause took a couple of leaps, though
he had promised his mother to be really good in the sacred Garden, to speak softly, and above all to walk quietly
at her side. Suddenly a cuckoo called. Arthur Aronymus counted very quietly, Cuckoo! Cuckoo! Cuckoo!
Cuckoo! Cuckoo! Cuckoo! Cuckoo! “Seven times.” And then he said in Westphalian dialect, speaking with the
accent of the peasants: “Just as old as I am would be grandfather. A fine age, eh, Mother!” She could not scold
him, she saw the dear Rabbinu rejoice in his grave, his holy soul smiling from the blue sky, at her little Arthur
Aronymus, his spoilt grandchild. And eventually the youngster realized why his mother had pocketed some little
pebbles as well as some a little bigger; for she lifted him up and he had to arrange them, on the top edge of the
wide memorial, like a mason, in a straight line up to the sky. It was his first serious structure. He observed two
hands folded in prayer chiseled between the shield of David on the pious stones. Arthur Aronymus preferred not
to ask his mother about the inscription, afraid lest she start crying again. Hardly anyone at the big oak table
noticed the deep emotion that lay on my grandmother’s brow, except the sympathetic Dora, with her round brown
eyes. All at once Arthur Aronymus fell on his mother’s neck, gave her a resounding kiss on the mouth, a
thundering Amen, an unexpectedly happy conclusion of the drama, which surprised even his father, and he let it
pass, as I have already said, by lifting his dictatorial eyebrows.
The boy had indeed had no unpleasant experiences himself so far with Christians; on the contrary, he could not
stand the industrious Ernst Paderstein in his class, who always sat on the first place; the rivers in geography all
flowed out of his open mouth. He was already as puffed up as his father under his beard. He preferred Kaspar
Setzdich and Willi Himmel, though they had once shouted at him: “Jew! Jew! Jew! Hep! Hep !” because they had
found a currant bun in his satchel and he wouldn’t give them any of it. He had punched them all the harder for
that! And he tried often since then by using the same words to provoke his school-mates in the Jewish school and
the children in the Jewish street. The people of Gaesecke muttered that Arthur Aronymus, the schoolboy, was a
Christian child, perhaps exchanged by a wet nurse. The gossips discussed it over their coffee cups and the fathers
talked it over in the inn. They should have seen it in the healthy, unruly boy long ago! Many of them patted him in
sympathy in passing and found it amusing when he stuck his tongue out at them for it. The grocer gave him big
toffees that he was very fond of out of the glass jar.
*
One day the jolly parish priest with whom all his sisters were in love, spoke to him on his way to school. He
seemed amused at Aronymus’ fresh answer. He laid his slender, well-kept hand on the boy’s freshly-combed
parting. Fraulein Paderstein just happened to pass, the scraggy senior of the Paderstein family, the unmarried
sister of the big manufacturer, Alfred Paderstein, and she told Herr Schueler, in her sharp-tongued way, about the
curious honor paid to his son Arthur. Old father Schueler had really been promised to her as her heaven-sent
husband. Though the shriveled old maid had told him the news spitefully, it flattered him and occupied his
thoughts all day. And he began to give his son, whom he had hitherto somewhat neglected, lessons in agriculture.
To Arthur it was all the same whether the big tree on which the acorns grew, from which he and Lenchen made
little carts to sell, was called oak or fir, or the big trunk opposite, on which green hedgehogs hung in autumn, with
which he and his sister played menageries, was a chestnut or a lime; the only thing that mattered was that he could
climb them both. And if only the slightest opening occurred, and his father interrupted the lesson, his Arthur
Aronymus ran off. He was far more interested in building towns with his new big box of bricks, and mostly
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observation towers like the one near Ervitte. Lenchen was to live up there in the clouds with him.
“Then we’ll send down rain,” he promised his sister. And he practiced with his bricks, which Fanny had
bought him as a reward for keeping a look out by her window while her admirer from Munster was courting her.
Wooers often came to see the regal Fanny; the inspector at the tiny village railway station spotted them at once
by their patent-leather shoes, check trousers and fashionable ties. Herr Emil wore a camellia in his buttonhole. But
his sister’s face went as red as the last cherry on the tree—Arthur happened to be there when they said good-bye.
He stammered and his teeth kept chattering. Dora came up and took pity on him, and brought him a glass of
Tokay. One could die of laughing to see how he staggered out of the front door with Elischen holding him up. And
this man, too, she said, was too clever for her superficial sister Fanny. Arthur, Kaspar, and Willi listened to all the
learned nonsense that the swain displayed not to disillusion the well-read sister.
In the evening, over his milk pudding, Arthur Aronymus decided that later on he would marry his sister
Lenchen so that she should not fall into the hands of a learned man; and on her birthday he gave her a china doll
bought with the pfennigs he had saved, and was sorry that it had been born naked. A whole row of them stood
exposed for sale in the little grocery-shop window, peering between little straw baskets and aniseed balls.
On Christmas Eve a woman came to my grandfather’s house wearing a large, brand-new apron. She brought a
letter from the priest, containing a request. My little beaming father was to come to the presentation of gifts in his
house. Every word of the kindly message was examined and weighed by the Paderstein family. They came to the
conclusion to accept the kind young priest’s invitation, not to insult him with a refusal, so that the Catholic world
should be given no cause for annoyance, which might perhaps conjure up a pogrom.
On Christmas Eve, little Arthur Aronymus would have run off as he was in his muddy boots to the priest’s
house, his mind full of the presents that awaited him there. His mother, full of alarm, just managed to catch him in
the hall of the big farmhouse by the lapel of his overall, washed him herself, pulled on his brown-striped velvet
trousers and carefully put two large, clean handkerchiefs in his pockets; she also placed a gleaming white collar
round his impatient little neck, tying the ends together with a pink rosette, which one of his sisters had bought
from a hawker.
“But I’m a boy, mother!” He also had to clean his teeth! “for the second time!” that day, and afterwards he
gargled angrily with the peppermint-pasty water, so that quiet little Lenchen turned a somersault on the carpet for
joy. She was the only one who would get a share of the sweets he would obtain. He couldn’t understand, it just
occurred to him, why, because they were Jews, they couldn’t keep Christmas in their own house. He slid down the
banisters in his Sunday suit as swiftly as on a switchback.
Punctually at five o’clock he stood outside the yellow house. The priest was looking out of the window, so he
didn’t have to pull the bell. As he entered the shimmering room, with the priest holding his hand, he saw his two
small nieces kneeling in the niche before the Lord Jesus on the Cross. There were flowers nearby on a shelf and a
big lighted candle in front of it. Arthur still caught the concluding words of the Paternoster; he felt uneasy, but he
need not look any more. The jolly priest admired his good breeding, as the wild youth, tamed, looked at the
illuminated fir tree in the study from a fitting distance. They had chocolate in large cups and sweet rusks. Dear
Father Bernard drank out of the largest cup. There was something written on it. Narzissa sat next to him. She wore
a blue ribbon in her hair and had blue earrings in her ears. And Ursula slipped quite near to him, to Aronymus, to
see which of them would empty their cups first. Then Bernard led the children to the table where the presents
were laid out. There were two dolls, a furnished doll’s house, and a kitchen, and on the white-scrubbed floor a
rocking-horse for “him”!
He would have loved best of all to embrace Uncle Bernard, as the little nieces called him, fall on his neck. But
the two girls, accompanied by the clergyman, began to sing “Stille Nacht, Heilige Nacht alles schlaeft, einsam
wacht.” He felt too much abashed even to hum it with them, but by the time that song was over he had overcome
his shyness and needed no urging. He sang “O, Tannenbaum, O Tannenbaum! Wie schoen sind deine Blaetter.”
He sang it much better than Kaspar Setzdich or Willi Himmel; where those stood they squeaked Christmas carols
into people’s ears. And he was allowed to join the little nieces in plucking gilded apples and nuts and tempting
morsels from the Christmas tree. Suddenly little Ursula bent down a branch, thinking that her uncle wouldn’t
notice, to pilfer the wonderful red-glass ball; she got a smack and the priest reproved her.
“You don’t want to be like a little Jewish girl, do you?”
*
This devil who slipped from his chaste mouth tormented the priest all the rest of his life. He could not even
account to his Savior how the poisonous shell of a long-inherited and waned spring dared so consciously slip on
to the shore of his lips. He loved this boy, little Arthur Aronymus, from the bottom of his heart, and he had to
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admit that he preferred him to many of the flock entrusted to him in the parish, though till recently he had in his
theological career conscientiously avoided having any preferences.
How deeply he must have hurt the jubilant heart of the youngster was evident in his perplexed, round, boyish
face. He wanted to run straight home to his mother! At last he swung himself with determination into the saddle of
the wooden steed, gave it the spurs and galloped away sulkily, without turning round again. The priest, taken
aback, took down from among the mass of silver decorations on the tree the wax angel in a starry dress “for
Lenchen,” Arthur’s little sister.
With this, Arthur returned to his parental home, knowing why his father and mother did not keep Christmas,
and why he and his brothers and sisters got no presents from them; and why the Padersteins, too, did not buy a
tree in the market-place by the church, where fir branches and all kinds of trampled tree decorations still lay
about. The thoughts behind his childish forehead, which usually went their own sweet way, suddenly wore pitch
black solemn coats, and were able to drag along with great effort, like the poor peddler, who came from
Galicia,\fn{A region of Europe which was never an independent country but was once part of the Austro-Hungarian Empire (which itself
came to an end after World War I). Western Galicia, about two thirds of the territory, predominately Polish, is now part of Poland; Eastern
Galicia, predominately Ukranian, is now part of Ukraine. Galicia was fought over for centuries on account of its mineral wealth by its
neighboring European states; a very large percentage of its inhabitants were Jews } with curls on both sides under his flat hat.

Yes, he had suddenly become goodly in his eyes. How was that? Till now he had always laughed at him,
together with Kaspar and Willi. And now he dissembled and lied for the first time in his life, as he laughingly
embraced his mother, while in his heart were bitter tears. That night he dreamed of the town of Paderborn, where
his Grandfather Rabbinu had lived. To him he confessed in his dream. They walked together through the old
streets of the cathedral town, sometimes bent, sometimes making themselves quite thin; pushed, as his hands did
when building up his painted bricks, through the narrow rows of houses in the Westphalian Residency. Frontages
without inner parts grew up everywhere out of the ground, one after the other, and when grandfather wanted to go
with him through one of the house doors, they fell, flop! into a large hole. Besides, the long noses that the urchins
made at them, and all the little pointed towers that threatened to fall on their heads!
When he woke, his sisters were sitting in a circle round his bed. He had to tell them about Christmas Eve at the
“lovely” priest’s! Fanny and Dora had not been able to wait, not even Regina and the learned Elischen. To prevent
any quarreling among the sisters, the mother had sent the gardener to the priest, with a big bouquet of roses tied
up with paper bows, “from the Schueler family.”
Shortly after the festival, Fanny, her parents’ eldest daughter, Arthur Aronymus’ eldest sister, became engaged.
And her friends admired the tasteful engagement ring with the red garnet in the middle. Regina got a link collar
from her parents as compensation; Elischen a rosewood bookcase, and Dora a little beaded cape. Poor Dora, she
could no longer sit still on a chair, she got St. Vitus’ dance. The doctor indeed consoled the parents; it often
happened at “that age”; and he prescribed Valerian drops for her, twenty-five three times a day in a glass of water,
and he also ordered her to take a soothing tea of lime flowers, fennel and chamomile. Dora had become so
comical; she was goggle-eyed and prayed half the night. She was always starting to pray all over again, thinking
that she had forgotten to name one or other of her brothers or sisters. She also got idees fixes,\fn{Fixed ideas} and
once she snapped up Arthur Aronymus, thinking he was one of the elder brothers. Always she bowed her swaying
figure once, twice, three times before she picked a daisy or a buttercup off the lawn.
Elischen won Dora’s confidence. She confessed to her that if she did not bow three times before she plucked a
flower “Alex” would die. Elischen explained to her like a doctor the crazy superstition of her mad behavior, and,
at long last, exorcised the devil from her with a box on the ear.
Exorcising devils was a daily occurrence in Paderborn. Witches were burnt or walled up. And a sufferer from
St. Vitus’ dance was a devil-possessed creature. Evil spirits were particularly fond of taking up their abode in
virgin Jewesses. So that Dora was not allowed to show herself any more, even in her own garden!
For the inhabitants of Gaesecke were constantly passing. Far too many had already noticed her dancing about.
They seriously questioned the farm servants, down to the dairy-maid and the cowherd, if it were true that Dora
really ate “glass” and swallowed “fire.” And in the end they were afraid that the poor, kind-hearted girl had the
evil eye. It came too late to the ears of the frightened parents that their daughter had been denounced, and by
wicked, jealous people; by those very people in Gaesecke who had been allowed to gather the windfalls from the
garden in the autumn.
*
The Christians of Gaesecke were already looking forward to the Christmas sensation, “Dora at the stake.” A
wit had even composed a song about it. They had till now seen only one single witch burnt, not far from their
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home. And many of the village inhabitants were looking forward anxiously to Christmas this year. But in the
farmhouse they had not yet reached any decision how to avert the impending catastrophe in their family; the
father: the mother, the Padersteins, and the relatives, who had been notified, were all unable to think of anything.
They sat together often far into the night, in the heavily-curtained sitting-room, when the young priest, unasked,
came for the first time into my grandparents’ big house.
Like a young Conrad, regal, blue-eyed, he strode, clad in spiritual armor, up the high front-door steps of the old
farmhouse. Arthur had seen him coming from a jagged stone of the roof arabesques, and listened at the keyhole of
the freshly-painted double door, which linked the drawing- room with a little side room. Old Mother Paderstein
sat next to his mother on the sofa and cleared her throat now and again, while her fat turkey-cock strutted up and
down by the fire, and puffed out his chest, as if he would like to lay an egg. The corner of his bright handkerchief
hung out of his hip pocket, in a wide curve over his posterior. He always squinted at the large cigars in father’s
box. Simeon was quite justified in his liking for them.
At last, Arthur, distinguished among the sobbing, uniform litanies of the company in conference, the dear
priest’s encouraging voice. It seemed as solemn to him today as on their joint walks through the village. Yes, he
even sounded “Ding Dong” before he said to my father’s father:
“Have your son Arthur Aronymus brought up in the Catholic faith. With this humble approach in Jesus’ holy
name you will at one stroke,” he said with emphasis, “avert every danger that threatens your young daughter,
Dora.” Arthur’s anxious, tormented mother had almost agreed, when his father, rising solemnly broke in.
“Sir Priest,” he began, speaking with a dignity that belonged at its best to the princely father of his mother, “Sir
Priest, allow me in the name of all of us to express our thanks for your well-intentioned suggestion. Unfortunately
the following circumstances compel me with all respect to refuse. I, like my father, my father’s father, and his
father’s father’s fathers, and the sainted fathers of Frau Henrietta, my wife, went straight to God; and am I to
allow their son, my young son, to go astray on other paths? The Lord preserve us from all evil.”
Then Arthur saw his father bow to his mother and kiss her on her white brow. That was surely the neighborly
love of which Bernard so often spoke. For so much love one to another he had never before seen. And both the
Padersteins cried!
But suddenly Bernard was no longer in the room! Instinctively Arthur hastened away in his seven-league
boots; caught up his emotionally-moved friend on his road home, and unexpectedly pushed his little tin whistle,
his talisman on its bright green ribbon, a valuable relic, whose shrill sound startled the inhabitants of Gaesecke,
into his slender hand. His Bernard looked exactly like the monk in the frame in his house at Christmas time!
Surely the guardian angel of children had appeared to him as to the other … Mother had often spoken about him.
She felt released, not knowing quite in what way, from the terrible load that had lain like a millstone on her heart.
Father, too, felt as she did:, and both the Padersteins saw it, for they embraced my sorely-tried grandparents, and
then their tall son Hugo, who always came through the keyhole suddenly like a piece of thread.
But how father had changed! He looked just like Jacob now in the picture in the scripture-book. Yet he had
only had twelve sons, while father had brought nearly two dozen children into the world; among them even girls
like “beautiful Fanny.” That was how the fat apothecary often spoke of the oldest daughter. He, Arthur, found only
his Lenchen beautiful, but this evening all his sisters seemed behind his tired eyelids pink rosettes between his
brothers’ shoulders.
*
And his father selected scouts out of the host of his twenty-three children. First his clever eldest son Menahem
and his young wife, and good Berthold and Ludwig, and well-nourished Albert and two of the younger brothers;
and of the girls, Fanny, Deborah, Regina, Naomi, and Elischen, and in addition, the Padersteins’ wide-awake
Hugo. And they started out carefully, went through the dark village streets of Gaesecke and stealthily crept round
the little peaceful house of the priest.
The dear oil lamp burnt on Bernard’s table and a contented, peaceful smile played on his lips. Tall Hugo, who,
standing on tiptoe, could see into the quiet room, watched the priest carefully (old large, written sheets) put them
in an envelope and seal it.
“It was an important document:” so Hugo Paderstein solemnly repeated again and again to the listening
brothers and sisters.
Then, in a flash they all jumped over the rose hedge to hide themselves at the back of the little yellow building.
Elischen left half her drawers behind in the thorns. For the determined-looking priest had put on his black cape
and was on the point of leaving the house; the postilion had already blown his out-of-tune horn for the second
time. Even if endless days and sleepless nights followed that memorable evening in Arthur Aronymus’ parental
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house, his parents were nevertheless convinced of its good result.
And yet, for the hundredth time, perhaps, his dear mother looked at Arthur secretly, shaking her head, and
sighed very deeply like the snow-white cow whose calf had been taken away. Still the eldest brothers deliberated
on many things: Julius’ fat eyes sometimes fixed on the pages of the works of the old master. He had an idea! His
father would do well to send a gift of money to the convent of Saint Veronica on the hill at Paderborn, for a pious
endowment.
“Not bad,” thought the father. One read his consent in the reflective expression on his face.
But Simeon rose surly, protested strongly against it and influenced the Judgment of the other adult brothers and
sisters. Fanny’s wedding was postponed.
“Do you want to celebrate a wedding in a house of mourning, my girl?” her father scolded.
Fanny brooded, yet she felt that she was a beautiful martyr. Regina knitted thoughtfully for weeks, one and the
same stocking, without noticing it. What she saw was her sister at the stake. Last Sunday she had with a sigh
wrapped Dora’s beaded cloak round her shoulders, to get a breath of fresh air under the full moon. Elischen was
sitting at the time beside Dora’s tester bed; the sick sister was afraid of ghosts. Then the eminent specialist came
from Lippstadt.
“A professor to two hundred and fifty incurables,” related Arthur, and his priestly friend clasped his hands
together in astonishment and said importantly,
“Well, he’s sure to cure your sister Dora.”
*
Carrying gleaming, promising cornflowers, the priest, Bernard, entered the home of his little playfellow and
again met the Schueler family, all assembled together, with their children and friends, in the sitting-room. Duty
had called the eldest son, who was married, back to his home and term had begun for Simeon and Julius at the
University in the Federal capital.
Fanny’s betrothed did not want to wait any longer; they were married in the little synagogue and then they
traveled down the Rhine to Aachen. There they intended to visit the castle of Emperor Charles.\fn{ Charles the Great
(742?-814), King of the Franks (from 768) and Holy Roman Emperor (from 800) is probably meant; Aachen was his birthplace } Fanny
had suddenly grown frightened of the honeymoon, and Max and Lenchen were to go with her, Arthur Aronymus
reported to Willi and Kaspar, chewing liquorice the while.
“I don’t care about the tedious Rhine,” he said. “Now if it had been Regensburg on the Regennow, that is a
town I would like to see.”
So there were present nineteen children and one grandchild: nine-year-old Oskar, Menahem’s eldest son,
nephew to Aronymus, who was a year younger, and in addition, lanky Hugo, Paderstein’s hopeful giant, the new
farm assistant, Herr Filigrand. He always pronounced his name nasally, in the French fashion. Father and mother,
all the children and the visitors rose as one man when the priest, happily agitated, appeared framed in the
doorway. Arthur Aronymus’ mother, all quivering, dropped the big spoon with which she was just filling a number
of glasses with lemonade, into the glass bowl like a silver fish. But the father took the important roll from the
hands of the distinguished messenger with controlled, suppressed joy, and Arthur Aronymus was astounded how
father knew how to control himself also in happy moments. But then big drops shimmered in his cool eyes, and
covered them with sunshine.
“Mother! Mother! read, read!”
But the mother’s trembling hand couldn’t hold the happy news steady, and the nineteen children present,
among them the four-year-old twins, Meta, found that they could all of them read. They stood round their father
and mother and deciphered clearly that the Bishop of Paderborn had written “with his own hand,” said Bernard,
deigning to proclaim his Christianity. Every sentence began with a large painted letter and ended with a full stop
as round as a circle.
Not till cock-crow did my little father awake. His brothers and sisters, the tiniest tot, were already standing at
the garden gate, prepared to start out. And he had almost forgotten that his Bernard was going to—perhaps had
already begun to read to the parishioners of Gaesecke and of the neighboring villages and hamlets his Bishop’s
pastoral letter. In his hurry he put on by mistake his nephew Oscar’s old-fashioned buckskin trousers, and again he
slid down the banister switchback. Off he galloped per pedes to the Catholic market-place.
Just then his great friend came out of the little old church door, lingered thoughtfully on the top step of the
gray, crumbling stone steps, holding the high shepherd’s valuable letter to his flock in his hand. He swung the
important scroll weightily over the heads of his flock, who, at his command, had assembled at the daily ringing of
the bells. My little Papa, tearing along, noticed his parents, hand in hand, listening fearfully, behind one of the
227

fruit stalls that had been put up the day before the Wednesday market. His sire wore his gray frock-coat and the
lighter-gray velvet waistcoat, and his brown-striped Sabbath neckcloth tied round his high collar, and had put on
his genteel gray top-hat, and mother had donned her velvet cape with the long fringes.
Before Bernard unrolled his sermon, a flash of lightning suddenly came out of the cold, November-like clouds,
so disturbingly and unexpected that even the gendarme was afraid; and the priest interpreted the natural
phenomenon to the frightened, superstitious people “wonderfully,” as brother Julius afterwards expressed it. Not
one of those present doubted that Heaven had allied itself with His Grace the Bishop, and spoke out of the mouth
of the high Pastor. Arthur and his friends had understood that the Bishop had spoken to his flock through the
mouth of Heaven, and had admonished them with a thunderclap.
“I greet you with a troubled heart, in the name of Jesus Christ, my erring flock, and admonish you to listen to
reason and not to persist in your sin of superstition. There is still time,” read Bernard, and looked over the lifted
heads, “there is still time for repentance and penance, my poor children, for the salvation of your souls. I,” wrote
the Bishop, “carry incessantly great anxieties and responsibilities in my heart. Woe betide you in the name of
Jesus Christ, if you quench your evil lust by the death by fire of a dear sister of the Holy Catholic faith or of a
sister of the ancient house of Israel. Do not forget, in your dark hate, that our Savior, Jesus Christ, was himself a
Jew, sprung from the seed of David. With a thousand tongues I shall make known to Heaven the sin of the
transgressors and their souls shall burn till the Last Day!
“Therefore return, you black sheep. Cease! Cease! For the third time, cease from sinning for Jesus Christ’s
sake, Our Lord. Et vos igitur nunc que dem tristitiam habetis, iterum autem videbo vo, et gaudebit cor vestrum: et
gaudium vestrum nemo toilet a vobis. ‘So you are now comfortless, but I shall appear to you again, your hearts
will rejoice, and no man will take your joy away from you.’”
And again there was a flash of lightning, so bright on every side that the whole of the Catholic church square
stood in the fires of Purgatory. And the admonished, quivering people sank to their knees. Arthur’s mother, too, in
her wide crinoline. Only the father stood up, erect, but he wiped the drops of perspiration from his brow.
*
Sweetly-smelling March violets blossomed again in the meadows; the children gathered their father’s favorite
flowers and put them in a glass vase on his desk. Since the Almighty had helped him so graciously he often used
to read chapters out of the Bible to his sons and daughters. Arthur thought that he could not read so beautifully
and fascinatingly as Grandfather Rabbinu had done. This year the Jewish Passover fell on the twenty-eighth of
March; and in the larder and on the sideboard, too, lay packets of unleavened bread. His dear mother had already
spread honey on one tasty round cake for her Aronymus to nibble secretly on the way to school in the morning.
Since then he stood always a little bewildered at the big food cupboard and glanced first at his mother and then at
the shut drawer. The Exodus of the Children of Israel from Egypt had always greatly impressed him, and he could
scarcely wait for the Eve of Passover.
“Tomorrow is the Jewish Easter,” he confided to his two little school-fellows. They did not tease him any more
on this account, for they knew that Father Bernard who had gone did not despise this bread either.
His Grace the Bishop had long since called his nephew in Christ to the Cathedral in Paderborn. And the young
priest had lived for a year away from witch-ridden Gaesecke’s flowery paths behind all the thorn hedges, white
and red. But a young journeyman, a Gaesecker by birth, asserted firmly that he had seen the priest in Rome in St.
Peter’s. He had sat beside the Pope, and—Bernard would be his successor.
But he traveled a little with the Bishop through the towns and villages of Westphalia, visiting the parishes,
appointing officials and also admonishing the rich, and—
“It is time,” said the Bishop, “to exterminate superstition by the root.”
Arthur Aronymus’ mother sat in the high bay window and sewed shirts and trousers for her smallest; mended
the numerous rents in her son’s trousers, and in the basket at her side lay countless pairs of brightly-ringed
stockings. She saw two tall figures step through the garden gate; the dusk of Passover eve was already falling. The
children were still playing with the village boys and girls in their big garden. They were laying faggots in a pile
and swearing and spitting like the Westphalian waggoners. Arthur Aronymus danced along the wall on his hands
and feet like his one-time sick sister Dora. He had dressed up, secretly, in one of her dresses and wore her hat with
the wreath of clover leaves and the long velvet ribbons. The Bishop and his young companion hid themselves
behind the now gray straw, and watched the children play.
“As the elders sing, so the youngsters chirp.” Oskar assured his playmates that his Uncle Aronymus knew how
to play the witch most interestingly. He himself had a rope round his body, and from it hung a cross made out of
the bent stems of wild roses, one squashed rose still stuck to the soft wood, a drop of rose blood. And when the
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horde of executioners had dragged “Dora” to the pyre, they danced a devil’s dance round their sacrifice. But first,
the sinister, eight-year-old monk had held out his huge crucifix for the witch to kiss, and he prepared the sinner in
the usual way on her last journey to the stake. None of the children really dared to light the pyre. But the howling
witch, the fuming Arthur Aronymus found the game—and the supposed fire—a little too hot, and with one bound
he was over the heads of his abusive playfellows, and now the game really began; over the autumnal beds the
stampeding, heavily-nailed boots of the children tore, so that the cats came running out of the cellar. What luck
that father was sitting with the chemist in the little station restaurant playing lotto.
“He is afraid of his father,” Bernard whispered in the Bishop’s ear. “But it is really time for your Grace to put a
stop to this.” He had today been himself a witness of the grotesque game in miniature.
And only the noisy laughter of the innocent children kept the Bishop from realizing the seriousness of the
childish game. The crowd had never had such fun as they had today. Their young laughter was infectious, and set
the Bishops diaphragm in stormy motion. Supporting himself on Bernard’s arm, the prelate stepped out from
between the branches of an old tree.
“Well, well, well, my dear, severe son in Christ, your Bishop has never despised laughter. So forgive him, your
old spiritual brother, that he is now laughing with those whose laughter comes from the springs of youth—he
knows how often it can be bitter.”
That was so like his Bishop, thought Bernard, and he would have liked to embrace him for his wise, jovial
words, but he had to fetch all “the rascals” to that biggest child of them all, his Bishop. His greatest difficulty was
to catch the temperamental witch, Dora, his wild little friend, Arthur Aronymous. He brought him in his arms, but
very much alive, to His Grace, Bishop Lavater of Westphalia. The servants had already come up by now, sent out
by Frau Schueler, to see who the two strangers could be who seemed to have strayed into the garden. And they
dragged the children like cart-loads into the house.
“The piglets must be bathed before they can take part in the Holy Passover evening.”
But when the mother heard that the priest had come from Paderborn with his Bishop, she herself hurried
bravely down the gravel path, for she was still slim, well built and agile.
*
That evening, in father’s embroidered arm-chair sat His Grace, Bishop Lavater, and beside him dear Bernard.
Then came beaming Arthur Aronymus, then Dora, more charming than before her illness. Then came the
enthusiastic youth Berthold. Then Elischen, then came Julius; next to him sat Regina, and by Regina sat her newbetrothed, the chemist’s assistant from Elberfeld in Wuppertal. At first his parents had been against his choice, for
Engelhard came of a canting Lutheran family; Regina, her father’s favorite daughter, who always had a weakness
for apothecaries, had cried till her eyes were as red as her hands, and Herr Schueler decided to buy a chemist’s
shop for the young Christian suitor. Since then Tinchen had stood in a garlanded frame on the dressing-table of
her future parents-in-law.
On the bridegrooms right sat little Lenchen. Sometimes the Bishop’s eyes lighted with particular tenderness on
the delicate, quiet little girl. She reminded him of his sister Helene, now abbess of the convent near Schwelm.
Then came the two Metas. They sat as close to each other as if they were grown together, and one heart beat for
both; both had curly brown hair and always put their spoons or forks into their cherry-red lips at the same time.
And then came Judith, Johanna, Eugenie, Luise, Maierlein, Grete, Elfriede and beside her Tita, so named by her
mother; and, beside Tita, Albert, Edmund, Alfons, Ludwig, Emmi, Simeon, Hedwig, Paula and Eleonara, named
after Burger’s\fn{Gottfried August Bürger (1747-1794), German poet} poem Eleonora came before the dawn, and the dear
suffering Alex sat, as always, in his invalid chair by his father.
Opposite him the sons of his Spanish schoolfriend, who had been murdered a few years ago while praying in
the synagogue in Saragossa.
Oskar did not take his eyes off Bernard and his Bishop, which was most annoying to his little uncle, Arthur
Aronymus. That this dressed-up fanatic little boy in an overall would one day be baptized by his dear friend the
convert Cardinal Paulus Kassel, who had received the Holy Sacrament of Baptism from the baptized Franciscan
monk Paul Kassel did not enter His Grace’s head for a moment. Max, who had been missing, suddenly entered the
big dining-room; he had been crying. For the children in their game had trampled on a laboriously-executed calf’s
head that he had drawn in the sand. The father pushed a Louisdor\fn{ A louis-d’-ore, a French gold coin} into his trouser
pocket. His Grace was touched that the poorest of the Jewish community, seven Israelites, had been invited to
share the Passover meal; and that father Schueler and his kind-hearted wife seemed to pay most attention to them.
“This is our dear friend and Passover brother, Perlmutter. He never misses this evening at our table. And that,”
pointing to the peddler, whom till a year ago Arthur, Willi and Kaspar had jeered at, “is my dear friend, Lammle
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Zilinsky of Lemberg.” Zilinsky looked distractedly up and down at his caftan. “And the brothers Siegfried
Ostermorgen and Alexander Ostermorgen, seekers after knowledge, who beg Your Grace to speak for them to the
Rector of Paderborn.” The old night watchman, who had got up at midday that day, looked by habit for his horn,
but the father noticed it, put his arm on his narrow shoulders and said to the Bishop, “This tireless guardian of
Gaesecke has watched long and so has been able to delve deep into the Word of the Lord.” That was what
Grandfather Rabbinu might have said, and, for a moment, Arthur incomprehensibly hated his clever father. And
now it was the gossiping journeyman’s turn. The father introduced him as his school-friend: “Nathaniel
Brennessel our tireless wanderer.” Heavens, thought Aronymus, and stuck his tongue out secretly at Dora, who
liked to pretend that she was now grown up, for it was Brennessel who had seen Bernard sitting on the Papal
chair.
Next to this wanderer sat Josef—smiling with wide-open, poor eyes, Perlmutter’s eldest son. He could
interpret dreams like Joseph in Egypt. At last Christine put the steaming Passover soup with the tasty dumplings
on the table, and the parents observed with joy that their princely guest was no despiser of food. And to him, the
unleavened bread dipped in Moselle tasted excellent. He begged his honored host to keep up the ceremonies
exactly as they always had been, and not to shorten them in any way; otherwise he would feel like an interloper,
and he was feeling so much at home. And while the father and the Bishop discussed the words of the Torah that
were written by God Himself with thunder and lightning, Arthur Aronymus, delighted to have his friend with him
again, showed him the new tower in the nursery which he had built out of a thousand bricks and colored stones.
He was about to swear, but Bernard noticed it in time and Aronymus swallowed the little devil, skin and bone.
“And the law shall be kept,” the father was just expounding, when Bernard, holding my little father by the
hand, entered the room again, “carefully like a child in a velvet dress and embroidered with shells.” His Grace
attentively concurred with every word said by the wise father, my father’s father, with benevolent gestures, and
both men agreed that “with a little love it can ber managed that Jew and Christian break their bread together in
unity.”
“Even when it is unleavened bread that is offered,” concluded handsomely the mother of my now long dead
father: Arthur Aronymnus.
58.308 The Judgement Of The Sea\fn{by Gertrud Petra von Le Fort (1876-1971)} Minden, North Rhine-Westphalia,
Germany (F) 8
When the royal ships were sailing across the Channel to Cornwall, the raging storm against which they had
been struggling in the beginning was smothered with fantastic suddenness by a soundless calm, whereupon the
little Prince\fn{Apparently the future Henry III, the first son of King John of England and his second wife, Isabella of Angoluême, is
meant. Henry was born October 1, 1207. John’s first marriage was childless } was taken ill with a most extraordinary malady,
the like of which had never before been observed in a child of such tender years. While the sea seemed to sink
deeper and deeper into the drowsy intoxication of a leaden slumber, the poor little child was seized with absolute
sleeplessness. In vain did his young wet-nurse sing him the usual lullabies, in vain did she offer him her breast, on
which he normally fell asleep contented; he refused all nourishment, craving only for the sweet milk of slumber
which no one could give him. And while the wide-open eyes in his pale solemn face grew larger and larger, his
little body wasted away as if consumed by the hunger of those over-large, over-watchful eyes, which would not
close for a single moment.
The physicians on board the royal ship were at a loss; they could give no counsel. The coasts of Normandy,
from which the ships had sailed, seemed as hopelessly out of reach as those of Cornwall, towards which they were
trying to sail, for not the faintest breath of wind touched the limp sails.
Finally, seeing that the child’s condition was becoming more and more disquieting, those who were with the
royal parents took courage to remind them that the hostage Anne de Vitré was aboard one of the escort ships, and
that her countryman Budoc asserted she was one of those who could still sing the old Breton slumber song.
King John\fn{John Plantagenet (1167-1216), King of England (from 1199) } was alarmed at this suggestion; he feared to
have Anne de Vitré called, for he thought of his last raid on the Bretons, of their burned towns and trampled fields.
But most of all he thought of the young Duke, the gentle boy whom he had carried away in that raid and murdered
with his own hand at Rouen.\fn{Or ordered murdered. Arthur was sixteen years old at the time} And so he replied that he had
known long since that the Bretons were still heathen magicians but he himself was a good Christian and did not
wish to have anything to do with their evil cradle songs. Had they forgotten Anne’s grandmother, the woman
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called Avoise, who had gone through the Castle of Reaux by night singing as the English troops lay in their beds
there? Not a single man of them had risen the next morning.
So the little Prince continued to suffer, his over-large, over-watchful eyes wide open while the sea continued to
sleep undisturbed. But after a few days, when King John had fled to the Seneschal’s ship to escape from the
sleepless eyes of his child, the Queen, in desperation, sent for Budoc and ordered him to row one of her serving
women over to the Breton woman under cover of darkness.
Anne de Vitré had not yet lain down to rest, but was sitting on the deck of her ship under the starry tent of
heaven, and questioning the sea, as her people were wont to do when they knew no other counsel. It gave Anne a
deep calm confidence to know that she could turn to the sea; it gave her a feeling of assurance such as her heart
had not known for a long time. In Rouen\fn{ Capital of Normandy, and the seat of the Dukes thereof, who were also kings of
England, and overlords of approximately two-thirds of France as that country is measured by today’s standards } she had always felt so
helpless; there everything had seemed frightening and uncertain to her, but on the sea she felt secure. On the land
there were woods. And caves, and dark castles with dreadful dungeons; places where evil secrets can easily hide
—but on the sea all things reveal themselves as they are. Anne thought of the times when men were tried for their
lives in her country, of how the people entrusted themselves to the sea and submitted to its judgement, and how
the sea recognized the guilty and kept them in its clutches, but set the innocent on land. And it never erred in its
judgement. After all, the sea was not like finite, short-sighted man; the sea was God’s greatest and most powerful
creature, it came nearest to Himself in omnipotence, it was very close to His heaven—it was almost like God. You
had to ask the sea if you hoped to hear the voice of God, and what voice could Anne de Vitré hope to hear but
His?
All the people around her shrank back timidly and wrapped themselves in impenetrable silence whenever she
tried to find out about the young Duke of her country; it was as though his name had been completely wiped from
their memories. And after all Anne de Vitré had a right to ask about him since it was for her young Duke’s sake
that she had been delivered up to this foreign king: she was held hostage for the oath of allegiance which had been
wrung from the Duke. It was for him that she had had to leave her devoted parents and her loving brothers and
sisters, and all the beauties of her sorrowful country. If she had not left her people he would have had to go—but a
Duke must not desert his people. This was what her father had impressed upon her when parting from her, and
thus Anne repeated his words in her heart again and again each day. Otherwise she would long since have died of
grief and loneliness among the Britons.
But she had been able to go on living, for if she had gone into a strange land for the sake of the young Duke of
her people, he had remained in his homeland for her. If she had to be a prisoner for him, then he had freedom for
her: he was at home in her place; he was her freedom. Her real life was not here among this hard alien race; her
real life was the life of her young Duke. Surely Anne must have a right to ask about this, her real life! But even
though she might get no answer from man, the sea would not refuse her an answer. The sea was just; the sea was
almost like God. Anne de Vitré listened.
No sound arose from the motionless water. The ships lay upon it like dead black swans, almost as if they had
been frozen on to it. Never in her life had Anne seen the sea so calm. One would really have thought that it was
sleeping. But the sea did not sleep, as these Britons thought it did; it was only silent, as God too is only silent
when He seems to be sleeping. And when God has been silent for a long time He will speak. Anne de Vitré
listened once more.
Suddenly she seemed to hear a faint sound like the beat of a wave close by the bow of the ship; it was as
though the sea were about to open its mouth. And as Anne rose to her feet—for it is but seemly to listen to the
answer of the sea standing—she saw the dark outlines of a man rise up above the water like a creature of the deep.
She heard a short, subdued cry such as the seafarers of her country use when their boat is putting in somewhere.
And now Anne de Vitré could see the boat silently gliding towards the ship. She recognized the man in it. It was
Budoc.
Anne was disappointed, for Budoc would only disturb her as she questioned the sea—Budoc was a turncoat
and a traitor. He had long ago forgotten that, like herself, he was here among the Britons as a hostage for the
young Duke of their people. Budoc dwelt among the Britons as if he were one of them. Anne despised and
avoided him although he had once been a close friend and a guest in her father’s house. Yet sometimes when their
eyes met unexpectedly, she was overcome with homesickness as if she saw her distant country before her. But that
must surely be an illusion.
Meanwhile Budoc had tied his boat to the ship and helped the serving woman on board. Anne could not
imagine why the Queen should send for her at such a late hour, but she was too proud to ask because she would of
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course have had to use Budoc’s help as the serving woman did when delivering her message—the woman did not
understand the Breton language, and Anne did not understand the hated Briton tongue. She had never tried to
learn it; but of course Budoc had learned it!
Anne followed them in silence. But now, as she sat opposite Budoc in the little boat, close above the water,
very near to the deep, clear, omniscient eye of the sea, it suddenly seemed to her that he was beginning a
mysterious conversation with her in the darkness, not with the voice of his mouth but with the voice of his blood,
that ancient Celtic blood which flowed in the veins of both of them, deep as the beautiful springs of their country
and dark as the woods of the sorcerers, and wild as the wave-lashed rocky coasts where the “woman of Death”
croons the slumber song of their mothers in the ears of drowning seafarers. Although it was too dark to see
Budoc’s eyes she seemed to see through them into the abyss of an unshakable fidelity; not the tender, noble
fidelity of her own love, but the fidelity of hatred, the daringly cunning fidelity which does not shrink from
playing the turncoat to the enemy in order the more surely to betray him. Anne felt that the same pain was
quivering through both of them; and she felt that at any moment she would have to listen to the voice of his mouth
speaking of the young Duke who was the lord of them both. No, Budoc would not dare to speak before the
serving woman; it was so alarmingly silent out here on the sea that even the softest whisper would resound to the
horizon.
Only when the small boat, rocking slightly, lay close by the bow of the royal ship and the serving woman had
already climbed aboard, did Budoc bring his dark face close to hers and whisper in her ear,
“The Duke is dead. The King himself was his murderer.\fn{ At the very least the murder of Arthur, Duke of Brittany, was
inspired by John; and it is virtually certain that he himself did the deed, though absolute certainty is no longer possible. The Duke, however,
was certainly slain before 1204, allegedly about April 3, 1203; so Anne must really have been behind the times not to have heard of it by
now} The sea has judged him, and you … you … you …”

It was as though a wild feeling of triumph robbed him of speech. He raised her up in his naked arms—for a
moment she did not know whether he was going to fling her up in the air like a jubilant shout of revenge, or cast
her into the sea. But no, he had already set her down on the deck.
Bewildered and dazed, Anne entered the pavilion of the royal ship. The interior was in semi-darkness; only
from the entrance, where the sailcloth was turned back and bound to two carved pillars a glimmer of the sea was
visible, white as the stars.
The young Queen\fn{Isabella of Angoulême, who was married to John at the age of twelve } was standing there, straight
and graceful, but her little insignificant face under the golden winged cap was tear-stained. She addressed Anne in
hurried, timid words. She spoke so anxiously that one might have surmised that she, as Anne, was thinking of the
murdered young Duke, but she was thinking only of her small sick child. Anne did not understand her, Budoc’s
words were still ringing like a peal of bells in her ears; the frail boyish shade of the murdered Duke seemed to
absorb all her attention. She did not even realize that the Queen was speaking to her—she took no notice of her.
But then she heard Budoc’s voice again.
“Anne de Vitré,” he said, “Madame the Queen wants to know whether you would be able to sing the Breton
slumber song to her sick child.”
Anne understood Budoc just as little as she had understood the young Queen. It was as if he spoke to her in the
language of these strangers, and she made no answer.
The arched eyebrows of the young Queen moved a little, as if they wished to threaten Anne. But then her little
insignificant face became quite helpless again. She tore off the golden chain from her neck and laid it over Anne;
she stripped off her bracelets and offered them to her; she kissed Anne on both cheeks. Anne felt the weight of the
chains and the bangles on her body; she perceived the wetness of tears on her face, but still she did not
understand. All this while Budoc stood there, quietly waiting, his dark face detached and impassive. Now the
Queen turned to him again.
“Ah, Budoc,” she sobbed, “I believe Anne has forgotten the song. Do please ask her to remember it. Beg her
to; you see she doesn’t understand my words.
“Anne de Vitrée,” said Budoc, “Madame the Queen is afraid that you have forgotten the song, but I know that
you have not. You were already old enough when you heard your mother sing it by the cradle of your little brother
Alain—the little Alain who drowned in the sea afterwards. I remember you exactly in those days: you used to lie
in the lower part of the old trunk-bed singing with her, singing like a little bird in its nest until you fell asleep.”
Anne remained silent although she now understood Budoc; her eyes filled with tears. How could Budoc think
that she would sing to the child of the royal murderer the cradle song, the sweet cradle song which her mother had
sung to her little brother Alain? Was Budoc a traitor after all? Her child-like face became quite stern and pitiless.
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The young Queen looked at her with dismay; like a poor woman of the people begging alms.
“Oh, God, she will not sing to my child!” she wailed. “She will not do it! Ah, Budoc, do please speak to her
again! Persuade her, tell her she must have mercy on us!”
“Anne,” said Budoc, “you understand now what the Queen means, but you don’t understand what I mean. You
will not sing the cradle song to the child because he is the child of the royal murderer. But you can sing it to him,
and for that very reason! Just think once more of your little brother Alain—little Alain who was drowned in the
sea afterwards. To all who are drowned in the sea the ‘Woman of Death’ sings the song which she has heard their
mothers sing by their cradles. It is the same song, Anne, exactly the same song. Your grandmother Avoise knew it,
and you know it too: the child to whom it is sung to the end never wakes again. You must sing it to the end for the
child of Madame the Queen! You know the beginning—the beginning and the end—cradle and wave are one.
Now do you understand at last that you … you … you …”
Once more the note of jubilation, which choked his words, had come into his voice. But now Anne understood:
the sea had answered, the sea had passed judgement, the sea demanded this child. Truly the sea was a just; the sea
was almost like God. She remained quite still for a moment like one praying; then, slowly, she removed the
Queen’s chains and bangles from her neck and arms, walked up to the rail of the ship, and threw them into the sea.
Her face was as white and impassive as the sea. She did not look at the Queen. She kept her eyes turned only
towards the sea.
“I will sing the cradle song,” she said. But now the young Queen became uneasy.
“Budoc, why has she taken off my jewelry?” she asked, tremulously. “Chains are fetters—I wanted to bind her
to me with my chains. Why did she give them to the sea? Does she seek an alliance with it?”
Budoc replied lightly that he thought custom required it of those about to sing the Breton slumber song. But
the young Queen was not reassured.
“So she is in league with the sea when she sings!” she cried, beside herself. “But the sea is our enemy! The sea
is cruel! It is holding my little sick child fast and preventing us from bringing him to land! What kind of a
covenant is it that she has with the sea?” and she looked searchingly into the eyes of Anne de Vitré.
Anne had now turned back from the rail of the ship and was standing in the dimly lit opening of the tent. The
whitish radiance of the motionless water outlined her figure from behind as if with a silver pencil; it was still as
slender and as touchingly unrounded as that of the young girl who had been delivered up a hostage to the Britons
a year and a day before. It was as though Anne had not yet blossomed fully into womanhood although she was
already in her first tender maturity. But after all, Anne could not flower in a strange land; her life was as a
motionless shadow.
The Queen’s eyes in that small face of hers, suddenly took on an odd visionary expression: it seemed to her as
though she were not really seeing Anne de Vitré for the first time at this moment.
Budoc had motioned the ladies and serving women to leave the pavilion and to escort their mistress from it if
Anne began to sing. But the young Queen hesitated.
“No, no!” she protested. “I will not go out. I will remain here while Anne is singing. I will not leave my child
alone with her if she has a pact with the sea!” She sounded very much afraid of Anne de Vitré
The women tried to smile reassuringly. The eldest of them, a kinswoman of the royal house, went to encourage
the young Queen: Anne was only going to do what had urgently been requested of her; now they must trust her
and act as Breton custom prescribed. Anyway, they would have to leave the pavilion if they did not want to be put
to sleep themselves.
At the word “trust” the young Queen suddenly began to tremble. The little silver discs with which the edges of
her golden bonnet were decorated began to whisper and flutter like the leaves of an aspen. She stared into Anne’s
lonely young face as if her eyes were feeling their way through its sorrowful loveliness to the countenance of a
Medusa within.
“But I cannot trust her!” she cried. “Just look at her! We have never really looked at her before!”
Once more the women tried to smile reassuringly. The aged cousin of the royal house renewed her persuasions.
Anne held so tender an innocent and expression, why would the royal cousin not trust her child to her? After all,
Anne herself was hardly more than a child!
“But that’s just it! that’s just it!” stammered the Queen. “Do you not understand? Of course she doesn’t
understand what a little child is. She has neither husband nor child. She has no life at all, and she doesn’t even
desire one. she had given away her life to someone else … to someone who is no longer alive.”
The last words came like a mere breath from her lips. No one understood what they meant. Now the Queen
became completely beside herself.
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“But you must understand me,” she cried. “You must! We know, don’t we, that the Bretons can kill people with
their slumber song—have you forgotten about the British soldiers in the Château of Reaux?”
At those words the courtly aristocratic faces of the women suddenly forgot their smiles. The aged relative
made a motherly movement: how could the royal cousin speak so? We must not offend Anne de Vitré like that!
Kill a child? No one would have the heart to do that! The young queen, barely whispering, continued:
“Oh, yes, indeed, yes indeed, people do find it in their hearts to kill children,” she breathed. “These days
people find it in their hearts to do anything—anything at all. You know as well as I do … the whole court knows it
… everyone in Rouen knew it … Don’t keep on pretending! Oh, God, I cannot say it! Why do you question me?”
The women had turned pale under their paint and powder. Did Madame the Queen perchance mean the young
Duke of the Bretons? He was still a boy, almost a child. They did not dare look at each other, for no one of them
knew how much the other knew, so efficiently had every rumor of the crime been silenced.\fn{ Indeed, when it was
found out, the English court found that at a stroke their king had made himself a pariah in every court in Europe. To kill one’s opponent in
open battle was one thing; to do it by stealth very much another }

For a few moments it was as though even the sea outside were holding its breath. Suddenly the ladies began to
feel uneasy; their smooth suave courtiers’ faces assumed an expression of helplessness; they turned around
timidly as if they feared someone might be listening outside the pavilion. Only the good simple eyes of the royal
cousin looked guilelessly unembarrassed, for the old generation cannot imagine the horrors of modern times.
What did the Queen think they had been asking her about, she inquired placatingly? None of the women had
uttered a single question; neither had Budoc nor Anne, and there was nobody else there. The Queen was making a
mistake.
“But someone keeps questioning me all the time,” murmured the Queen. “Do you not notice it? It’s as if we
were on trial here, being cross-examined before a court. And before a court one must confess if one wants to
obtain mercy. But I have nothing to confess. I don’t know why my little baby cannot sleep, and I don’t want to be
asked about it any more. It is a terrible thing when little children cannot sleep any more—only criminals are
sleepless! But my little child has committed no crime. There must be some mistake. Why should he suffer?
Budoc, tell Anne there’s been a mistake. She needn’t sing—I’ll do it myself!”
“Anne,” began Budoc, “it seems that the sea is demanding the confession of Madame the Queen before it can
carry out its sentence. But she cannot bring her lips to utter it. Do not be annoyed, you will have to wait a little
longer.”
Anne had been standing there the whole time, completely lost in her own thoughts, intent upon recalling the
song which she was to sing. It was such a long time since she had heard it; she had to summon up all her powers
to remember it; she dared not take any notice of what was happening around her. At Budoc’s words she looked up
for the first time. An expression of astonishment came into her impassive face. Where now was the graceful
Queen who had held such a gay court in Rouen at the time when that great impenetrable silence had arisen
concerning the young Duke of the Bretons? Where now was the painted, bejeweled woman who had always
smilingly evaded Anne’s trembling questions about him? Where was the flatterer who had pretended to be so kind
to her, even here on the ship? Now, all of a sudden, there was only a little wild desperate face, mirror-clear as the
naked stones of the strand washed by the sea. Yes, truly, on the sea everything is revealed.
Anne did not venture to speak a word. She nodded to Budoc signifying that she would wait. How could she
refuse to do so? The sea was waiting too; the sea was inno hurry; it had the breath of eternity; it was almost like
God. No one could escape God and eternity.
A soft breath of wind came from outside—the waters must have begun to stir. It was as though the sea were
mounting its judgement seat. To Anne de Vitré it seemed suddenly strangely bright for the middle of the night.
Meanwhile the Queen had sat down beside the cradle and begun to sing in her small thin voice. As she sang the
melody became confused, the words became senselessly jumbled and she sang the wrong notes. It was as though
the little song which had started were going quite mad in her mouth. Suddenly she stopped and said in a faint,
gasping voice:
“My God! What’s this? It’s getting so bright, and the little Prince must sleep! The tent will have to be closed!”
Her eyes fell on Anne, who was still standing in the entrance, now no longer as if drawn with a soft silver
pencil but rather as if enveloped in radiance from a star: the sea behind her had begun to shine. At the sight of her
the Queen uttered a cry and threw herself over the cradle as of to protect the child with her body.
“Why is she still there? Why is she still there?” she sobbed. “Have I not said to tell her that the little one will
be able to go to sleep himself? Yes, I believe he’s already asleep—just look … look …”
With a trembling hand she raised the curtains of the cradle.
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Suddenly it had become so clear it seemed as though the brightnesses\fn{ The text has: brightness} of the sea had
come on board and were sweeping into the middle of the pavilion. One could see every corner of that tented
space; and one could recognize in the half-light of the open cradle the solemn face of the little Prince. The young
wet-nurse suddenly began sobbing loudly and could not be consoled. The Queen’s ladies were weeping too, but
the Queen herself sat there as if turned into a pillar of salt with her tearless eyes staring into the wide-open eyes of
her child. At last the aged relative touched the Queen on the shoulder and said compassionately:
“Dearest cousin, Anne de Vitré is still here, will you not open your heart and have confidence in her? For it’s
not just by mischance that the little Prince cannot sleep.”
The Queen made no answer but began murmuring in a low voice. No one could say to whom she was speaking
—it was as though she were rendering an account to an invisible father-confessor.
“No, it is not by a mischance that the little Prince cannot sleep,” she whispered, “and I know why it is not. It is
because there is nothing on earth more frightful than to murder a child\fn{ No: nothing on earth is more frightful than for a
child to murder an adult; for it is a case of innocence gone mad }—and we have murdered a child. When you are silent in the
face of a crime, you give your consent to it, and I have kept silent about it—every one of us has done so—the
whole Court has done so. We have kept silent, and our silence has cried to heaven. We have eaten and drunk, we
have dressed ourselves up and adorned ourselves as if nothing had happened; we have laughed and danced. And
yes, we have even slept soundly although one would have thought that no one could have slept any more at
Rouen. But we could … we did. Why should we not have slept? There was no judge who could have wakened us,
for the judges were also asleep. Of course they had to sleep—they were ordered to do so. Only my little child can
no longer sleep!”
And she looked round her with the air of someone who had completely forgotten where she was. The woman
had slipped out of the tent one after another. Even the Queen’s cousin had withdrawn, perplexed. Only Anne de
Vitré was still there, and in the background, Budoc. His face seemed the only dark thing left in the light-filled
room.
The Queen took no notice of him; she leaned back her head again as if she would cry out in sheer anguish. As
she did so her golden winged cap slipped back on to her neck, and her golden hair came loose and fell into her
face like a lion’s mane. She stood up and walked a few steps towards Anne. It seemed as though she wished to
throw herself on her knees at Anne’s feet, but that her whole being clamored in its depths to struggle with the girl.
He small, doll-like face, so pitiable without color or adornment, was wiped out, completely overwhelmed and
blotted out by its own prototype. She was now no longer herself. She was only a part of the vast elemental forces
from the nameless mother’s womb of Nature.
“Anne,” she cried, “I know that you are in league with the sea which you Bretons say is just, and almost like
God. I submit myself to its judgement. But a person is surely at liberty to plead for mercy before any judge. And
so I plead: Kill me but save my child! I swear I will surrender myself to you when we land in Cornwall. Sing
there if you like, and where you like. I will give you the key to Bristol Castle. You may go through all the
passages there in the night as your grandmother did through the Castle of Reaux when the British garrison lay
there in their beds. And when I hear your voice outside my room I myself will open the door to your song and
listen to it willingly until I can no longer hear. No, do not fear that I will flee from you! Ah, Anne, you have no
child! You cannot understand me—but you must believe me, it is not difficult to die for this little child. I know it
—once before, I nearly died for him—the time I brought him into this world. Ah, Anne, believe me! I pray you
believe me!”
She had quite forgotten that the Breton girl could not understand her language. Anne felt vaguely that the other
woman was struggling with her for the life of her child. Once more her noble young face took on an unyielding
expression and she shut her eyes to the Queen. She was concentrating completely on the song which she seemed
to hear from afar, from the beautiful springs of her homeland and the woods of the sorcerer Merlin, and the sealashed rocky coasts where the ‘Woman of Death’ crooned the cradle song of their mothers into the ears of
drowning fishermen. And now Anne walked into the great twilight chamber of the Castle of Reaux, softly, as her
long dead ancestress had once walked there; no, as the ‘Woman of Death’ had entered when she came to listen by
Alain’s cradle. Anne heard her singing the sweet lullaby of her mother—and her heart began to beat faster. It
seemed to her as if she were reawakening with terrible suddenness to her own, her real life. And now she would
see Alain again too—her resolute young face become indescribably tender as the thought.
The Queen never took her eyes off her. Suddenly something like a breath of relief passed through her whole
body. She grasped Anne by the hands and drew her over to the cradle. Anne felt a sisterly kiss on her lips and
heard the fading rustle of a dresses. For a few seconds she remained like a sleeper who resists wakening at the end
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of a dream. Then she recalled that the Queen had left her alone with the child. The hour had come. She did not
dare to open her eyes. With her hands folded fervently, looking like the picture of one in prayer, she began to sing.
At first her voice sounded very shy. She sang without words, only humming the notes, murmuring them
tenderly, and beginning at the beginning again and again with the first ones, which sounded like little waves
breaking on the strand and gently rocking a small boat back and forth. But then the words leaped out from the
melody as if of themselves—gracious innocent words from the melody as if of themselves—gracious innocent
words in childish rhymes. To Anne it was as though her mother were singing them aloud to her; she did not notice
that her own voice had become like her mother’s. Since she had been with the British, Anne had never once sung;
she no longer knew her own voice; she thought she was listening to her mother’s: now she was lying once more in
the big trunk-bed in the Château of Reaux and needed only to join in as her mother sang her little brother Alain to
sleep.
As soon as Alain fell asleep her mother went out to call the old maid-servant Enora to come in and sit with the
children. Until Enora came Anne was alone with Alain; she could be his little mother for a while. Alain needed
that because he was so very tiny. Every time she looked at him she was filled with tender compassion, although
he really was a rosy faced healthy child. But something could easily happen to such a tiny child; Anne dared not
let him out of her sight; she would have loved to take him in her arms and press him to her heart, but her mother
and Enora had forbidden her to do that; Anne herself was still so small she could have let Alain fall.
“But when I’m big, may I take Alain in my arms?” Anne had begged.
“When you’re big,” Enora had replied, “you’ll take a child in your arms—a child to whom you yourself have
given life.”
It was often a long time before Alain fell asleep and one had to begin singing again and again, tirelessly, just
like the little waves on the shore when they rock a little boat.
Anne imagined she could feel the gentle rocking of the cradle which stood beside her on the trunk-bed. By
now it should be time to hear the gentle, steady breathing of the sleeper; that soft heavy breathing of a child
always filled Anne with such tenderness. She stopped singing and listened, and she became aware that only she
had been singing; her mother must have gone out already to call Enora—she was alone with Alain. When she sat
up straight in her own half of the high-backed bed, right into Alain’s face as he lay there in his cradle, sleeping so
peacefully, his two sturdy little fists clenched one at each side of his rosy face as if in touching ignorance of his
strength. Anne had to smile at the memory—it had always been such a joy to look at him and to know that she
was protecting him.
Anne opened her eyes and bent down. There stood the cradle right in front of her, white as whitethorn. Alain
was lying in it, but he was not rosy, and he hadn’t his little fists clenched either. Alain—oh God, it was not Alain
at all—it was the little Prince who couldn’t sleep and whose life the sea was demanding! Anne stared at him in
horror. His tiny face was as white as the flowers on the cradle; his hair was stuck to his forehead, wet with fear
and perspiration; and the corners of his mouth were drawn down by suffering. But in spite of all this there was
something easy and comfortable about his little face; his breathing was barely audible, but gentle and peaceful. He
had shut his eyes, he was asleep: Anne had sung him to sleep.
She felt a strange confusion, and suddenly a feeling of tender compassion, the same feeling which used to
overwhelm her when she looked at Alain. She forgot completely who this child was, she saw only that he was
even tinier and in greater need of protection than her little brother had been: the longer she looked at him the more
touching he seemed to her. She would love to take him in her arms as she had always wanted to take Alain. Then
why did she not do so? No one could stop her doing so now for of course she was grown up.
“When you’re big,” Enora had said, “you’ll take a child in your arms, a child to whom you yourself will have
given life.”
Anne felt a piercing grief, a grief as of being dragged away a second time from her harsh yet beautiful
homeland—no, rather, from the primitive essence of her own deepest being. For was she not standing here to
deliver a child up to death? Shuddering with horror she looked at the infant. It would not take long—not as long
as it had taken her grandmother Avoise to sing the slumber song to the Britons who had occupied Château Reaux
—for of course the little Prince was so weak and sickly! If Anne sang just a little longer his breathing would
become inaudible, and a little longer still and it would begin to falter, and yet a little longer and it would cease,
lulled to sleep and then washed away by this gentle dreamy melody, which sounded as childish and innocent as
those soft waves on the shore as they rock a boat and yet was as near to the abysmal depths as these—yes, as near
as sleep is to death—and that is so near that both can be called by the same name.
Now the child suddenly started crying—Alain too would often start crying loudly in that frightened way in the
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midst of the sweetest slumber—one could have thought that he had seen upon him the eye of the “Woman of
Death”, who had stood by his cradle.
Involuntarily Anne stepped back a pace. As she did so she became aware that the coverlet had half slid off the
cradle; she came nearer and drew it up carefully. Again the child cried out. Anne had to be careful not to waken
him. But there, he had wakened after all: for an instant her gaze was held by the over-large, solemn eyes of the
child—it was as though this tiny creature knew the fate awaiting him. Suddenly she thought of the young Duke of
her people: he had probably looked at his royal murderer just as that in the last moment of his life. Growing pale,
she turned towards the sea—it was as though she wanted to wipe from her sight the picture there in the cradle just
as she had removed the Queen’s jewels from her body a little time before. Once more she clasped her hands and
began to sing.
Now her voice was even softer than before; it had taken on an ardent and imploring tone, in fact, an almost
adjuring note. She seemed to be appealing to the sea to support her, but she could not look at it while she sang;
she had to close her eyes once more.
She was back in the half-dark chamber of her parental home, but she no longer heard the sweet singing of her
mother. Instead she heard the voice of her grandmother Avoise singing as she had sung in that night to the British
soldiers who had taken possession of the Château of Reaux. Anne had been awake at the time although the old
nurse-maid Enora had stuck wax in her ears. All the family and servants of the Château Reaux had had to do so
that night so that they would not fall into that sleep with the Britons. But Anne had loosened the wax a little bit,
and every time Dame Avoise had passed by her door on her way through the Château, she had been able to hear
her voice for a moment: it was thin and clear like the silver hair on the old lady’s head; it seemed
incomprehensible that this gentle voice could have overcome all those many, many strong men.
Towards morning Enora had opened the door a little way; in the pale light of dawn Anne had seen through the
narrow opening the named arms of the men who had slipped behind Dame Avoise, their swords in their hands—to
strike down any of the Britons who should stagger up from their sleeping-places—but none did. Those men had a
wild somber joy on their faces as if they were finding it hard to hold back shouts of victory; but there was no
jubilation in the face of Dame Avoise. It was quite, mysterious and open, yet it seemed to Anne much more
horrifying than the faces of the men; at that time she did not know why. But now she knew. A woman cannot give
herself up to being an instrument of death—woman exists to give life. Anne could feel a yearning rising from the
very depths of her being and the remotest sources of her blood, a soft and tender feeling, yet nonetheless strong
and powerful and in fact compelling.
Trembling, she shrank farther and farther away from the cradle and towards the opening of the tent; so far that
she tasted the salt of the sea on her lips. But the nearer she came to the rail of the ship, the more demanding
became her desire. It seemed to her as though the sea were searching through her closed eyes into her innermost
being; it became as translucently clear in her as it had been just now under the tent when the Queen had made her
confession of guilt—Anne could see into every fold of her own heart: suddenly she could no longer sing. It was as
though the sea had drawn her too before its judgement seat. She wanted to fall on her knees and implore its mercy,
but she could no longer do even that, so greatly did she fear for the child—she could only escape now into her
own mercy, she could only save herself by the cradle.
The child lay in a terrifying quiet. Anne had no choice; she had to take him in her arms to assure herself that he
was still alive. As she did her hands trembled: he was light as a newborn infant. Anne had never held a small child
in her arms before and she shuddered as she felt the warmth of the tiny body against hers. The infant was
breathing, it was sleeping, but more deeply than before. Anne felt as overjoyed as if she herself were recovering
form a mortal illness.
“It must feel like this,” she thought, “to have given birth to a child. It must feel like this!” At the same moment
Enora’s words came back to her mind, but now a mysterious sweetness mingled with the memory.
“I have given him life,” she thought, “I have given him life—he’s sleeping, he’s well again, he’s saved.”
And all at once a deep peace came over her as if she had now fulfilled the meaning of her own life. Again and
again she repeated the words,
“I have given him life—I have given him life.” In her joy she had forgotten everyone and everything else and
she felt as if she were alone in the world with the child.
But she was suddenly aware that this was not so; the thought of Budoc occurred to her. And now she actually
saw him emerging from the back of the tent. He spoke no word; but he looked at her as though he had never let
her out of his sight the whole time. She tried to ask, “What do you want of me?” but she knew that already. Again
she looked into his eyes—through his eyes—into the depths of a fierce unswerving fidelity. These eyes asked her:
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“Will you sing to the end?”
She shook her head in silence and pressed the child to her breast. Budoc’s dark face paled with pain and anger.
He stepped up to her, so close that she felt his breath on her face.
“Anne,” he whispered, “you know that the ‘Woman of Death’ stands by the cradle of all who drown in the sea
—you were a child when she came to your little brother Alain. Are you really sure that she came for him alone?”
There was a veiled threat in his words. Anne understood it instantly. She looked at his naked arms which had
lifted her out of the boat a short while ago when she did not know whether he wanted to throw her up in the air
like a jubilant cry of vengeance, or fling her into the sea. But now—curiously—she felt no fear; it seemed to here
that Budoc no longer had any power over her. She smiled at him. She no longer believed in the ‘Woman of
Death.’
He looked at her fixedly. “Will you sing to the end?” he asked; and she knew within herself he was asking for
the last time. Again she shook her head in silence and pressed the babe to her breast. Budoc became yet a shade
paler; never would Anne have believed that this swarthy face could turn so terribly white. Slowly he turned to the
opening of the tent and let the drawn up sailcloth drop behind him.
Now the two were almost in darkness. Anne could no longer make out Budoc’s form, but the nearness of his
naked arms seemed terrifying: involuntarily her thoughts went back to the men who had crept along behind Dame
Avoise. Like lightning the certainty flashed through her mind: these arms are seeking the child. Uttering a faint
cry she pulled back the curtain and with the child pressed to her heart, rushed out on to the deck. The next
moment she was surrounded by the Queen’s ladies.
They took the little prince out of her arms. She heard the young Queen’s faint cry of joy at the sight of the
sleeping child; she heard the happy excited chorus of whispers. In the rejoicing none of them took any notice of
her—after all, it was not her child to whom she had given life, it was the child of the foreign woman., the child of
the enemy woman and of the royal murderer. Anne watched them as they laid the babe on the breast of the robust
young wet-nurse, who carried it triumphantly back into the tent, followed by all the others. Anne was alone once
more under the starry dome of heaven—alone as she had been shortly before, when she had questioned the sea
about her young Duke. …
But the sea was now questioning her about him! And Anne had to render an account of herself; she had to
render an account to this holy, this dread element from which she had fled just now in her mortal anxiety for the
child. There it lay, looking as white as if all the stars of the constellations had been drowned in it; as stern as the
mirror of an iron law; as motionless and fixed as an all-seeing eye. Once more it seemed to Anne as though a great
light was searching through her very being.
She did not try to hide. Where should Anne have hidden herself from the sea? The sea was like God! Anne had
questioned it, and it had answered her, it had entrusted to her the execution of its judgement—its holy and just
judgement. Anne did not think of questioning the judgement: murder cries out for atonement! She felt that she
was guilty before the sea, but she felt no remorse. It was as though she had been brought before a different Judge,
almighty and holy as the sea, but not only as just but, like her heart, merciful as well. Henceforth she could only
accept this god become man as her Judge.
But at the judgement seat before which she stood how was Anne to explain this knowledge? How could she
dare hope to make the sea, that great, that terrible power, understand this? How, when she could not even
understand it herself! And what should she offer to her young Duke as atonement for his murder? She did not
know. In the pious simplicity of her heart she could neither take the responsibility for her action nor explain it—
she could only surrender herself in expiation. In childish faith she bowed her head.
At that same moment she caught sight of Budoc’s dark form rising over the edge of the ship some distance
away. Again he appeared to her as a creature of the deep; a messenger of the sea as he had come a short while
before. He climbed on board and came to her.
“Come, Anne de Vitré,” he said brusquely. “The boat is ready!”
His face was sinister and domineering, but his voice sounded quite calm, almost indifferent. Anne felt without
fear once more; once more it seemed to her as though Budoc had no power over her. She followed him willingly
to the bow of the ship where the boat lay in the water. It was rocking gently in a sea that seemed suddenly—but
gently and joyfully—agitated. Anne felt the breath of a light wind caressing her brow. Dawn was breaking but on
the ships all around it was deathly silent. Only from the royal pavilion did there still come the subdued but
cheerful murmur of the women’s voices.
Budoc bent down silently to help Anne into the boat. She felt his naked arms clasp her knees. He raised her up,
high up, as if he were shouting a jubilant cry of vengeance. It was indeed a cry of vengeance: he was tasting its
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sweet power to the full. For a few moments Anne hung suspended, motionless, held fast by his arms, over the
waves: she had just time to see the much too early rosy glow of sunrise which wreathed the horizon; she could see
a sail being hoisted on the distant escort ship which had carried her away from Brittany; it looked like the wing of
a swan rising over the waters. Then Budoc let her drop. The waves broke over her with a roar as Anne fell into the
sea—down, down into the bottomless depths, where all things can be called by the same name. Then there came
the agony of drowning.
In the depths suddenly someone clasped her in his arms again. She was saved, she was given life—and the
roaring lashing waves became quiet as the gentle waves on the strand when they rock a boat. Close to her ears
Anne heard a sweet voice, a voice like that of her mother by the cradle of her little brother Alain; it was singing
the same song that Anne had sung to the child of the royal murderer. But it sang it to the end.
58.325 The World\fn{by Hermann Hesse (1877-1962)} Claw, Baden-Württemberg, Germany (M) 14
1
I will begin my story with an event of the time when I was ten or eleven years old and went to the Latin school
of our little town. Much of the old-time fragrance is wafted back to me, but my sensations are not unmixed, as I
pass in review my memories—dark streets and bright houses and towers, the striking of clocks and the features of
men, comfortable and homely rooms, rooms full of secrecy and dread of ghosts. I sense again the atmosphere of
cozy warmth, of rabbits and servant-girls, of household remedies and dried fruit. Two worlds passed there one
through the other. From two poles came forth day and night.
The one world was my home, but it was even narrower than that, for it really comprised only my parents. This
world was for the most part very well known to me; it meant mother and father, love and severity, good example
and school. It was a world of subdued luster, of clarity and cleanliness; here were tender friendly words, washed
hands, clean clothes and good manners. Here the morning hymn was sung, and Christmas was kept.
In this world were straight lines and paths which led into the future; here were duty and guilt, evil conscience
and confession, pardon and good resolutions, love and adoration, Bible texts and wisdom. To this world our future
had to belong, it had to be crystal-pure, beautiful and well-ordered.
The other world, however, began right in the midst of our own household, and was entirely different, had
another odor, another manner of speech and made different promises and demands. In this second world were
servant-girls and workmen, ghost stories and breath of scandal. There was a gaily colored flood of monstrous,
tempting, terrible, enigmatical goings-on, things such as the slaughter house and prison, drunken men and
scolding women, cows in birth-throes, plunging horses, tales of burglaries, murders, suicides. All these beautiful
and dreadful, wild and cruel things were round about, in the next street, in the next house. Policemen and tramps
passed to and fro, drunken men beat their wives, crowds of young girls flowed out of factories in the evening, old
women were able to bewitch you and make you ill, robbers dwelt in the wood, incendiaries were rounded up by
mounted policemen—everywhere seethed and reeked this second, passionate world, everywhere except in our
rooms, where mother and father were.
And that was a good thing. It was wonderful that here in our house there were peace, order and repose, duty
and a good conscience, pardon and love—and wonderful that there were also all the other things, all that was loud
and shrill, sinister and violent, yet from which one could escape with one bound to mother.
And the oddest thing was, how closely the two worlds bordered each other, how near they both were! For
instance, our servant Lina, as she sat by the sitting-room door at evening prayers, and sang the hymn with her
bright voice, her freshly washed hands laid on her smoothed-out apron, belonged absolutely to father and mother,
to us, to what was bright and proper. Immediately after, in the kitchen or in the woodshed, when she was telling
me the tale of the headless dwarf, or when she quarreled with the women of the neighborhood in the little
butcher’s shop, then she was another person, belonged to the other world, and was enveloped in mystery. It was
the same with everything and everyone, especially with myself. To be sure, I belonged to the bright, respectable
world, I was my parents’ child, but the other world was present in everything I saw and heard, and I also lived in
it, although it was often strange and foreign to me, although one had there regularly a bad conscience and anxiety.
Sometimes I even liked to live in the forbidden world best, and often the homecoming into the brightness—
however necessary and good it might be—seemed almost like a return to something less beautiful, to something
more uninteresting and desolate.
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At times I realized this: my aim in life was to grow up like my father and mother, as bright and pure, as
systematic and superior. But the road to attainment was long, you had to go to school and study and pass tests and
examinations. The road led past the other dark world and through it, and it was not improbable that you would
remain there and be buried in it. There were stories of prodigal sons to whom that had happened—I was so
passionately fond of reading them. There the return home to father and to the respectable world was always so
liberating and so sublime, I quite felt that this alone was right and good and desirable. But still that part of the
stories which dealt with the wicked and profligate was by far the most alluring, and if one had been allowed to
acknowledge it openly, it was really often a great pity that the prodigal repented and was a redeemed.
But one did not say that, nor did one actually think it. It was only present somehow or other as a presentiment
or a possibility, deep down in one’s feelings. When I pictured the devil to myself, I could quite well imagine him
down below in the street, openly or in disguise, or at the annual fair or in the public house, but I could never
imagine him with us at home.
My sisters also belonged to the bright world. It often seemed to me that they approached more nearly to father
and mother; that they were better and nicer mannered than myself, without so many faults. They had their failings,
they were naughty, but that did not seem to me to be deep-rooted. It was not the same as for me, for whom the
contact with evil was strong and painful, and the dark world so much nearer. My sisters, like my parents, were to
be treated with regard and respect. If you had had a quarrel with them, your own conscience accused you
afterwards as the wrongdoer and the cause of the squabble, as the one who had to beg pardon. For in opposing my
sisters I offended my parents, the representatives of goodness and law. There were secrets which I would much
sooner have shared with the most depraved street urchins than with my sisters.
On good, bright days when I had a good conscience, it was often delightful to play with my sisters, to be gentle
and nice to them, and to see myself under a halo of goodness. That was how it must be if you were an angel! That
was the most sublime thing we knew, to be an angel, surrounded by sweet sounds and fragrances like Christmas
and happiness. But, oh, how seldom were such days and hours perfect! Often when we were playing one of the
nice, harmless, proper games I was so vehement and impetuous, and I so annoyed my sisters that we quarreled
and were unhappy. Then when I was carried away by anger I did and said things, the wickedness of which I felt
deep and burning within me, even while I was doing and saying them. Then came sad, dark hours of remorse and
contrition, the painful moment when I begged pardon, then again a beam of light, a peaceful, grateful happiness
without discord, for minutes or hours.
I used to go to the Latin school. The sons of the mayor and of the head forester were in my class and
sometimes used to come to our house. They were wild boys, but still they belonged to the world of goodness and
of propriety. In spite of that I had close relations with neighbors’ boys, children of the public school, whom in
general we despised. With one of these I must begin my story.
*
One half-holiday—I was little more than ten at the time—I went out with two boys of the neighborhood. A
public-school boy of about thirteen years joined our party; he was bigger than we were, a coarse and robust
fellow, the son of a tailor. His father was a drunkard, and the whole family had a bad reputation. I knew Frank
Kromer well, I was afraid of him, and was very much displeased when he joined us. He had already acquired
manly ways, and imitated the gait and manner of speech of the young factory hands. Under his leadership we
stepped down to the bank of the stream and hid ourselves from the world under the first arch of the bridge. The
little bank between the vaulted bridge wall and the sluggishly flowing water was composed of nothing but trash,
of broken china and garbage, of twisted bundles of rusty iron wire and other rubbish. You sometimes found there
useful things. We had to search the stretch under Frank Kromer’s direction and show him what we found. He then
either kept it himself or threw it away into the water. He bid us note whether the things were of lead, brass or tin.
Everything we found of this description he kept for himself, as well as an old horn comb. I felt very uneasy in his
company, not because I knew that father would have forbidden our playing together had he known of it, but
through fear of Frank himself. I was glad that he treated me like the others. He commanded and we obeyed; it
seemed habitual to me, although that was the first time I was with him.
At last we sat down. Frank spat into the water and looked like a full grown man; he spat through a gap in his
teeth, directing the sputum in any direction he wished. He began a conversation and the boys vied with one
another in bragging of schoolboy exploits and pranks. I was silent, and yet, if I said nothing, I was afraid of
calling attention to myself and inciting Kromer’s anger against me. My two comrades had from the beginning
turned their backs on me, and had sided with him; I was a stranger among them, and I felt my clothes and manner
to be a provocation. It was impossible that Frank should like me, a Latin schoolboy and the son of a gentleman,
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and the other two, I felt, as soon as it came to the point, would disown me and leave me in the lurch.
At last, through mere fright, I also began to relate a story. I invented a long narration of theft, of which I made
myself the hero. In a garden by the mill on the corner, I recounted, I had one night with the help of a friend stolen
a whole sack of apples, and those none of the ordinary sorts, but russets and golden pippins, the very best. In the
danger of the moment I had recourse to the telling of this story which I invented easily and recounted readily. In
order not to have to finish off immediately, and so perhaps be led from bad to worse, I gave full scope to my
inventive powers. One of us, I continued, always had to stand sentinel, while the other was throwing down apples
from the tree, and the sack had become so heavy that at last we had to open it again and leave half the apples
behind; but we returned at the end of half an hour and took the rest away with us.
I hoped at the end to gain some little applause. I had warmed to my work and had let myself go in my
narration. The two small boys waited quiet and expectant, but Frank Kromer looked at me penetratingly through
half-closed eyes and asked me in a threatening tone:
“Is that true?”
“Yes,” I said.
“Really and truly?”
“Yes, really and truly,” I asserted defiantly, though inwardly I was stifling through fear.
“Can you swear to it?” I was terribly frightened, but I answered without hesitation:
“Yes.”
“Then say: ‘I swear by God and all that’s holy’!” I said:
“I swear by God and all that’s holy!”
“Aw, gwan!” said he and turned away.
I thought that everything was now all right, and was glad when he got up and made for the town. When we
were on the bridge I said timidly that I must now go home.
“Don’t be in such a hurry,” laughed Frank, “we both go the same way.”
He dawdled on, and I dared not tear myself away, especially as he was actually taking the road to our house.
As we arrived, I looked at the heavy brass-knocker, the sun on the window and the curtains in my mother’s room,
and I breathed a sigh of relief. Home at last! What a blessing it was to be at home again, to return to the brightness
and peace of the family circle!
As I quickly opened the door and slipped inside, ready to shut it behind me, Frank Kromer forced his way in as
well. He stood beside me in the cool, dark stone corridor which was only lighted from the courtyard, held me by
the arm and said softly:
“Not so fast, you!”
Terrified, I looked at him. His grip on my arm was one of iron. I tried to think what he had in his mind,
whether he was going to maltreat me. I wondered, if I should scream, whether anyone would come down quickly
enough to save me. But I gave up the idea.
“What’s the matter?” I asked. “What d’you want”?
“Nothing much. I only want to ask you something—something the others needn’t hear.”
“Well, what do you want me to tell you? I must go upstairs, you know.”
“You know, don’t you, whose orchard that is by the mill on the corner?” said Frank softly.
“No, I don’t know; I think it’s the miller’s.”
Frank had wound his arm round me, and he drew me quite close to him, so that I had to look up directly into
his face. His look boded ill, he smiled maliciously, and his face was full of cruelty and power.
“Now, kid, I can tell you whose the garden is. I have known for a long time that the apples had been stolen,
and I also know that the man said he would give two marks to anyone who would tell him who stole the fruit.”
“Good heavens!” I exclaimed. “But you won’t tell him anything?”
I felt it was useless to appeal to his sense of honor. He came from the other world; for him betrayal was no
crime. I felt that for a certainty. In these matters people from the “other” world were not like us.
“Say nothing?” laughed Kromer. “Look here, my friend, d’you think I am minting money and can make two
shilling pieces myself? I’m a poor chap, and I haven’t got a rich father like yours, and when I get the chance of
earning two shillings I must take it. He might even give me more.”
Suddenly he let me go free. Our house no longer gave me an impression of peace and safety, the world fell to
pieces around me. He would report me as a criminal, my father would be told, perhaps even the police might
come for me. The terror of utter chaos menaced me, all that was ugly and dangerous was aligned against me. The
fact that I had not stolen at all did not count in the least. I had sworn to it besides. Oh, dear! Oh, dear!
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I burst into tears. I felt I must buy myself off. Despairingly I searched all my pockets. Not an apple, not a
penknife, absolutely nothing. All at once I thought of my watch. It was an old silver one which wouldn’t go. I
wore it for no special reason. It came down to me from my grandmother. I drew it out quickly.
“Kromer,” I said, “listen, you mustn’t give me away, that wouldn’t be nice of you. Look here, I will give you
my watch; I haven’t anything else, worse luck! You can have it, it’s a silver one; the mechanism is good, there is
one little thing wrong, that’s all, it needs repairing.”
He smiled and took the watch in his big hand. I looked at his hand and felt how coarse and hostile it was, how
it grasped at my life and peace.
“It’s silver,” I said, timidly.
“I wouldn’t give a straw for your silver and your old watch!” he said with deep scorn. “Get it repaired
yourself!”
“But, Frank,” I exclaimed, quivering with fear lest he should go away. “Wait a minute. Do take the watch! It’s
really silver, really and truly. And I haven’t got anything else.” He gave me a cold and scornful look.
“Very well, then, you know who I am going to; or I can tell the police. I know the sergeant very well.”
He turned to go. I held him back by the sleeve. I could not let that happen. I would much rather have died than
bear all that would take place if he went away like that.
“Frank,” I implored, hoarse with emotion, “please don’t do anything silly! Tell me it’s only a joke, isn’t it?”
“Oh, yes, a joke, but it might cost you dear.”
“Do tell me, Frank, what to do. I’ll do anything!” He examined me critically through his screwed-up eyes and
laughed again.
“Don’t be silly,” he said with affected affability. “You know as well as I do. I’ve got the chance of earning a
couple of marks, and I’m not such a rich fellow that I can afford to throw it away, you know that well enough. But
you’re rich, why, you’ve even got a watch. You need only give me just two marks and everything will be all
right.”
“Yes; but where shall I get it, then? Good Lord! if I haven’t any—”
“There’s enough money in your house. That’s your business. Tomorrow after school, then. And I tell you: If
you don’t bring it—”
His eyes darted a terrible look at me, he spat again and vanished like a shadow.
*
I could not go upstairs. My life was ruined. I wondered if I should run away and never come back, or go and
drown myself. But these thoughts were not clearly formulated. I sat crouched in the dark on the bottom step and I
surrendered myself to my misfortune. There Lina found me in tears as she came down with a basket to get wood.
I begged her to say nothing on her return and I went up. My father’s hat and my mother’s sunshade hung on
the rack near the glass door. All these things reminded me of home and tenderness, my heart went out to them
imploringly and, grateful for their existence, I felt like the prodigal son when he looked into his old homely room
and sensed its familiar atmosphere. All this, the bright father-and-mother world, was mine no longer, and I was
buried deeply and guiltily in the strange flood, ensnared in sinful adventures, beset by enemies and dangers,
menaced by shame and terror. The hat and sunshade, the good old sandstone floor, the big picture over the hall
cupboard, and the voice of my elder sister in the living-room, all this was dearer and more precious to me than
ever, but it was no longer consolation and secure possession. All of it was now a reproach. All this belonged to me
no more, I could share no more in its cheerfulness and peace. I carried mud on my shoes that I could not wipe off
on the mat, I brought shadows in with me, of which the home-world had no knowledge. How many secrets had I
already had, how many cares—but that was play, a mere nothing compared with what I was bringing in with me
that day.
Fate was overtaking me, hands were stretched out after me, from which even my mother could not protect me,
of which she was to be allowed no knowledge. It was all the same, whether my offense was thieving, or a lie (had
I not taken a false oath by God?). My sin was not this or that, I had tendered my hand to the devil. Why did I
follow him? Why had I obeyed Kromer, more than ever I did my father? Why had I falsely invented the story of
the theft? Why had I plumed myself on having committed a crime, as if it had been a deed of heroism? Now the
devil had me by the hand, now the evil one was pursuing me.
For a moment I felt no further dread of the morrow, but I had the terrible certainty that my way was leading me
further and further downhill and into the darkness. I realized clearly that from my wrongdoing other wrongdoings
must result, that the greetings and kisses I gave to my parents would be a lie, that a secret destiny I should have to
conceal hung over me.
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For an instant confidence and hope came home like a lightning flash as I gazed at my father’s hat. I would tell
him everything, would accept his judgment and the punishment he might mete out; he would be my confidant and
would save me. Confession was all that would be necessary, as I had made so many confessions before—a
difficult bitter hour, a serious, remorseful plea for forgiveness.
How sweetly that sounded! How tempting that was! But nothing came of it. I knew that I should not do it. I
knew that I had now a secret, that I was burdened with guilt for which I myself would have to bear the
responsibility alone. Perhaps I was at this very moment at the cross-roads, perhaps from this hour henceforth I
should have to belong to the wicked, forever share secrets with the bad, depend on them, obey them, and become
as one of themselves. I had pretended to be a man and a hero, now I had to take the consequences.
I was glad that my father, as he entered, found fault with my wet boots. It diverted his attention from
something worse, and I allowed myself to suffer his reproach, secretly thinking of the other. That gave birth to a
peculiar new feeling in me, an evil cutting feeling like a barbed hook. I felt superior to my father! I felt, for an
instant’s duration, a certain scorn of his ignorance; his scolding over the wet boots seemed to me petty.
“If you only knew!” I thought, and looked upon myself as a criminal who is being tried for having stolen a loaf
of bread, while he ought to confess to having committed murder. It was an ugly and repugnant feeling, yet strong
and not without a certain charm, and it chained me to my secret and my guilt more securely than anything else.
Perhaps Kromer has already gone to the police and given me away, I thought, and a storm is threatening to break
over my head, while here I am looked upon as a mere child!
This was the important and permanent element of the whole event up to this point of my narration. It was the
first cleft in the sacredness of parenthood, it was the first split in the pillar on which my childhood had reposed,
and which everyone must overthrow, before he can attain to self-realization. The inward, fundamental basis of our
destiny is built up from these events, which no outsider observes. Such split or cleft grows together again, heals
up and is forgotten, but in the most secret chamber of the soul it continues to live and bleed.
I myself felt immediate terror in the presence of this new feeling, I would have liked to embrace my father’s
feet there and then, to beg his forgiveness. But one cannot beg pardon for something fundamental, and a child
knows and feels that as well and as deeply as any adult.
I felt the need to think over the affair and to consider ways and means for the morrow; but I did not get around
to it. My whole evening was taken up solely in accustoming myself to the changed atmosphere of our livingroom. Clock and table, Bible and looking-glass, bookcase and pictures seemed all to be saying goodby to me.
With freezing heart I had to stand by and watch my world, the good happy time of my life, sever itself from me, to
be relegated to the past. I was forced to realize that I was being held fast to new sucking roots in the darkness of
the unfamiliar world outside. For the first time I tasted death, and death tasted bitter, for it is birth, with the terror
and fear of a formidable renewal.
I was glad to be lying at last in bed. But first I had passed through purgatory in the form of evening prayers,
and we had sung a hymn, one of my favorite ones. Alas! I did not join in, and each note was gall and poison for
me. I did not join in the common prayer, either, when my father gave the blessing, and when he finished, “Be with
us all!” I tore myself convulsively from the circle. The grace of God was with them all, but with me no longer.
Cold and very tired, I went away.
*
After I had lain awhile in bed, wrapped around in warmth and safety, my troubled heart strayed back once
again, and fluttered uneasily in the past. Mother had wished me good-night, as she always did, her step sounded
yet in the room, the light of her candle gleamed through the crack in the door. Now, I thought, now she will come
back again—she has felt my need, she will give me a kiss and will ask, in tones kind and full of promise, what is
the matter. Then I can weep, the lump in my throat will melt away, I will throw my arms about her and will tell
her, and everything will be right—I shall be saved! And when the crack in the door had become dark again I still
listened for a while and thought—she must come, she must.
Then I came back to reality, and looked my enemy in the face. I saw him clearly, he had one eye closed, his
mouth laughed uncouthly. While I grazed at him and the inevitable gnawed at my heart, he became bigger and
more ugly, and his wicked eye lit up devilishly. He was close beside me, until I dropped off to sleep. But I did not
dream of him, nor of the day’s events. I dreamed instead that we were in a boat, my parents, my sisters and I,
lapped in peace and the brightness of a holiday. I woke up in the middle of the night, with the aftertaste of bliss. I
still saw the white summer dresses of my sisters glistening in the sun, and then fell from my paradises back to
reality, and the enemy with the wicked eye stood opposite me.
I looked ill when mother came in quickly in the morning and told me how late it was and wanted to know why
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I was still in bed, and when she asked what was the matter with me, I vomited.
But I seemed to have gained a point. I rather liked to be somewhat ill and to be allowed to spend the morning in
bed drinking chamomile tea, to listen to mother clearing-up in the next room, and to hear Lina outside in the
corridor opening the door to the butcher. To stay away from morning school was rather like a fairy-story, and the
sun which played in the room was not the same you saw through the green curtains at school. But today all this
had lost its charm for me. It had a false ring to it.
If I had died! But I was only slightly ill, as I had often been before, and nothing was gained by that. It
prevented me from going to school, but it did not protect me in any way from Kromer, who would be waiting for
me in the market at eleven o’clock. And mother’s friendliness was this time without comfort; it was burdensome
and painful. I soon pretended to be asleep again, and thought the matter over, but al to no purpose—I had to be in
the market at eleven o’clock. For that reason I got up at ten, and said that I was better. As usual in such cases I
was told that either I must go back to bed or go to school in the afternoon. I said I would rather go to school. I had
formed a plan.
I dared not go to Kromer without money. I had to get possession of the little savings-box which belonged to
me. There was not enough money in it, far from enough, I knew; but it was still a little, and something told me
that a little was better than nothing; for at least Kromer had to be appeased.
I felt horrible as I crept in my socks into my mother’s room and took my box from her writing table; but it was
not so horrible as the previous day’s experience. My heart beat so fast I nearly died, and it was no better when I
found, at the first look, down below on the stairs, that the box was locked. It was easy to break it open, it was only
necessary to cut through a thin plate of tin; but the action caused me pain, for only in doing this was I committing
theft. Up to then I had only taken lumps of sugar and fruit on the sly. Now I had stolen something, although it was
my own money. I realized I had taken a step nearer Kromer and his world, that I was slipping gradually
downwards—and I adopted an attitude of defiance. The devil could run away with me if he liked, there was no
way out. I anxiously counted the money, it had sounded so much in the box, now in my hand it was miserably
little. There were sixty-five pfennigs. I hid the box in the basement, held the money in my closed fist and went out
of the house, with a feeling different freedom any with which I had ever left the portal before. Someone called to
me from above, I thought, but I went quickly on my way.
There was still plenty of time. I sneaked by a roundabout way through the streets of a changed town, beneath
clouds I had never seen before, by houses which seemed to spy on me, and people who suspected me. On the way
I recollected that one of my school friends had once found a thaler in the cattle market. I would have liked to pray
to God to work a miracle and allow me to make such a treasure-trove. But I had no longer the right to pray. And
even then the box would not be made whole again.
Frank Kromer saw me in the distance. However, he came along very slowly and seemed not to be looking out
for me. As he approached me he beckoned me commandingly to follow. He passed on tranquilly, without once
looking round, went down Straw Street and over the bridge, and stopped on the outskirts of the town in front of a
new building. Ono one was working there, the walls stood bare, without doors or windows. Kromer looked round
and then went through the doorway. I followed him. He stepped behind the wall, beckoned to me and stretched
out his hand.
“That makes sixty-five pfennigs,” he said and looked at me.
“Yes,” I said timidly. “That’s all I have—it’s too little, I know, but it’s all. I haven’t any more.”
“I thought you were cleverer than that,” he exclaimed, blaming me in what were almost mild terms. “Between
men of honor there must be honest dealing. I will not take anything from you, except what is right. You know that.
Take your pfennigs back, there! The other—you know who—doesn’t try to beat me down. He pays.”
“But I have absolutely nothing else. That was my money-box.”
“That’s your affair. But I don’t want to make you unhappy. You still owe me one mark thirty-five pfennig.
When can I have it?”
“Oh, you will soon have it, certainly, Kromer. I don’t know yet—perhaps tomorrow, or the day after, I shall
have some more. You understand that I can’t tell my father, don’t you?”
“That’s no concern of mine. I don’t want to harm you. If I liked, I could get the money before noon, you see,
and I’m poor. You wear nice clothes, and you get something better to eat for dinner than I do. But I won’t say
anything. I am willing to wait a few days. The day after tomorrow, in the afternoon, I will whistle for you, then
you will bring it along. You can recognize my whistle?”
He gave me a whistle that I had often heard before.
“Yes,” I said, “I know it.”
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He went away, as if I didn’t belong to him. It had been only a transaction between us, nothing further.
*
Even today, I believe, Kromer’s whistle would terrify me if I heard it again suddenly. From then on I heard it
often. It seemed I heard it continually and always. No place, no game, no work, no idea in which this whistle
would not sound. I was dependent on it, it was now the messenger of my fate. On mild, glowing autumn
afternoons I was often in our little flower garden, which I loved dearly. A peculiar impulse made me take up again
boyish games which I had played formerly. I played, as it were, that I was a boy who was younger than I, who
was still good and free, innocent and secure. But in the middle of the game, always expected and yet always
terribly disturbing and surprising sounded Kromer’s whistle, destroying the picture my imagination had painted.
Then I had to go, I had to follow my tormentor to evil and ugly places, had to render an account and let myself
be dunned.\fn{Taxed} The whole business may have lasted a few weeks, but it seemed to me like a year, or an
eternity. I seldom had money—a five or ten pfennig piece stolen from the kitchen table when Lina left the market
basket standing there. Each time I was blamed by Kromer, and heaped with abuse; it was I who deceived him and
kept back what was his due, it was I who robbed him and made him unhappy! Seldom in life has need so
oppressed me, seldom have I felt a greater helplessness, a greater dependence.
I had filled up the savings box with toy money—no one made any inquiries. But that as well could be
discovered any day. I was even more afraid of mother than of Kromer’s harsh whistle, especially when she
stepped up to me softly—was she not going to ask me about the money-box?
As I presented myself to my evil genius several times without money he began to torment and to make use of
me after a different fashion. I had to work for him. He had to see to various things for his father. I did that for him
or he made me do something more difficult, hop on one leg for ten minutes, or fasten a scarp of paper on to the
coat of a passer-by. Many nights these torments realized themselves in my dreams, and I wept and broke out in a
cold sweat in my nightmare.
For a time I was ill. I often vomited and felt cold, but at night I lay in a fever, bathed in perspiration. Mother
felt that something was wrong and displayed much sympathy on my behalf, but this tortured me because I could
not respond by confiding in her.
One evening, after I had already gone to bed, she brought me a piece of chocolate. This action was a souvenir
of former years when, if I had been good, I was often rewarded in this way before going off to sleep. Now she
stood there and held the piece of chocolate out to me. This so pained me that I could do nothing but shake my
head. She asked what was the matter with me and stroked my hair. I could only sob out:
“Nothing! Nothing! I won’t have anything.”
She put the chocolate on my bed table and went away. When she wished subsequently to question me on the
matter I made as if I knew nothing about it. Once she brought the doctor to me, who examined me and prescribed
cold ablutions in the morning.
My state at that time was a sort of insanity. I was shy and lived in torment like a ghost in the midst of the wellordered peace of our house. I had no part in the others’ lives, and could seldom, even for as much as an hour,
forget my miserable existence. In the presence of my father, who often took me to task in an irritated fashion, I
was reserved and wrapped up in myself.
2
Deliverance from my troubles came from quite an unexpected quarter, and with it something new entered into
my life, which has up to the present day exercised a strong influence.
A short time before we had had a new boy at our Latin school. He was the son of a well-to-do widow who had
moved to our town. He was in mourning and wore a crepe band round is sleeve. His form was above mine, and he
was several years older, but I soon began to take notice of him, as did all of us. This remarkable boy impressed
one as being much older than he looked. He made on no one the impression of being a mere schoolboy. With us
childish youngsters he was as distant and as mature as a man, or rather, as a gentleman. He was by no means
popular, he took no part in the games, much less in the fooling. It was only the self-conscious and decided tone
which he adopted towards the masters that pleased the others. His name was Max Demian.
One day it happened, as it occasionally did in our school, that for some cause or other, another class was sent
into our large schoolroom. It was Demian’s form.\fn{ Grade} We little ones were having Biblical history, the big
ones had to write an essay. While we were having the story of Cain and Abel knocked into us, I kept looking
across at Demian, whose face fascinated me strangely, and saw his wise, bright, more than ordinarily strong
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features bent attentively and thoughtfully over his task. He did not look at all like a schoolboy doing an exercise,
but like a research worker solving a problem.
I did not find him really agreeable. On the contrary, I had one or two little things against him. With me he was
too distant and superior, he was much too provokingly sure of himself, and the expression of his eyes was that of
an adult—which children never like—rather sad with occasional flashes of scorn. Yet I could not resist looking at
him, whether I liked him or not. But the minute he looked in my direction I looked away, somewhat frightened. If
today I consider what he looked like as a school boy, I can say that he was in every respect different from the
others, and bore the stamp of a striking personality and therefore attracted attention. But at the same time he did
everything to prevent himself from being remarked—he bore and conducted himself like a disguised prince who
finds himself among peasant boys and makes every effort to appear like them.
He was behind me on the way home from school. When the others had run on, he overtook me and said:
“Hello!” Even his manner of greeting, although he imitated our schoolboy tone of voice, was polite and like
that of a grown-up person.
“Shall we go a little way together?” he questioned in a friendly way.
I was flattered and nodded. Then I described where I lived.
“Oh, there?” he said laughingly. “I know the house already. There is a remarkable work of art over your door,
which interested me at once.”
I did not guess immediately to what he was referring, and was astonished that he seemed to know our house
better than I did. There was indeed a sort of crest which served as a keystone over the arch of the door, but in
course of time it had become faint and had often been painted over. As far as I knew, it had nothing to do with us,
or with our family.
“I don’t know anything about it,” I said timidly. “It’s a bird, or something like it; it must be very old. They say
that the house at one time belonged to the abbey.”
“Very likely,” he nodded. “We’ll have another good look at it. Such things are often interesting. It is a hawk, I
think.”
We continued our way. I was considerably embarrassed. Suddenly Demian laughed, as if something funny had
struck him.
“Oh, I was present at your lesson,” he said with animation. “The story of Cain, who carried the mark on his
forehead, was it not? Do you like it?”
Generally I used not to like anything of all the things we had to learn. But I did not dare to say so—it was as
though a grown-up person were talking to me. I said I liked the story very much. Demian tapped me on the
shoulder.
“No need to impose on me, old fellow. But the story is really rather remarkable. I think it is much more
remarkable than most of the others we get at school. The master didn’t say very much about it, only the usual
things about God and sin, et cetera. But I believe—” he broke off, smiled, an questioned: “But does it interest
you?
“Well,” he continued, “I think one can conceive this story of Cain quite differently. Most things we are taught
are certainly quite true and right, but one can consider them all from a different standpoint from the master’s, and
most of them have a much better meaning then. For instance, we can’t be quite content with the explanation given
us with regard to this fellow Cain and the mark on his forehead. Don’t you find it so, too? It certainly might
happen that he should kill one of his brothers in a quarrel, it is also possible that he should afterwards be afraid,
and have to come down a peg. But that he should be singled out into the bargain with a decoration for his
cowardice, which protects him and strikes terror into everyone else, that is really rather odd.”
“Certainly,” I said, interested. The case began to interest me.
“But how else should one explain the story?” He clapped me on the shoulder.
“Quite simply! The essential fact, and the point of departure of the story, was the sign. Here was a man who
had something in his face which terrified other people. They did not dare to molest him, he made a big impression
on them, he and his children. Perhaps, or rather certainly, it was not really a sign on his forehead like an office
stamp—things are not as simple as that in real life. I would sooner think it was something scarcely perceptible, of
a peculiar nature—a little more intelligence and boldness in his look than people were accustomed to. This man
had power, other people shrank from him. He had a ‘sign.’ One could explain that as one wished. And one always
wishes what is convenient and agrees with one’s opinions.
“People were afraid of Cain’s children, they had a ‘sign.’ And so they explained the sign not as it really was, a
distinction, but as the contrary. The fellows with this sign were said to be peculiar, and they were courageous as
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well. People with courage and character are always called peculiar by other people. That a race of fearless and
peculiar men should rove about was very embarrassing. And so people attached a surname and a story to this race,
in order to revenge themselves on it, in order to compensate themselves more or less for all the terror with which
it had inspired them. Do you understand?”
“Yes—that means to say, then—that Cain was not at all wicked? And the whole story in the Bible isn’t really
true?”
“Yes and no. Such ancient, primitive stories are always true, but they have not always been recorded and
explained in the proper\fn{I.e., in an accurate} manner. In short, I mean that Cain was a thundering good fellow, and
this story got attached to his name simply because people were afraid of him. The story was merely a report,
something people might have set going in a gossiping way, and it was true in so far as Cain and his children did
actually wear a sort of ‘sign’ and were different from most people.”
I was much astonished.
“And do you believe then, that the affair of the murder is absolutely untrue?” I asked, much impressed.
“Not at all! It is certainly true. The strong man killed a weak one. One may doubt of course whether it was
really his brother or not. It is not important, for, in the end, all men are brothers. A strong man, then, has killed a
weak one. Perhaps it was a deed of heroism, perhaps it was not. But in any case the other weak people were
terrified, they lamented and complained, and when they were asked, ‘Why don’t you simply kill him as well?’
they did not answer, ‘Because we are cowards,’ but they said instead:
“‘You can’t. He has a sign. God has singled him out!’
“The humbug must have arisen something after this style—Oh, I am keeping you from going in. Good-by,
then!”
He turned into Old Street and left me alone, more astonished than I had ever been before. Scarcely had he gone
when everything that he had said seemed to me quite unbelievable! Cain a noble fellow, Able a coward! Cain’s
sign a distinction! It was absurd, it was blasphemous and infamous. What was God’s part in the matter? Had he
not accepted Abel’s sacrifice, did he not love Abel? Demian’s story was nonsense! I suspected him of making fun
of me and of wishing to mislead me. The devil of a clever fellow, and he could talk, but—well—
Still, I had never thought so much about any of the Biblical or other stories before. And for some time past I
had never so completely forgotten Frank Kromer, for hours, for a whole evening. At home I read through the story
once again, as it stands in the Bible, short and clear. It was quite foolish to try to find a special, secret meaning. If
it had one, every murderer could look upon himself as a favorite of God! No, it was nonsense. But Demian had a
nice way of saying such things, so easily and pleasantly, as if everything were self-evident—and then his eyes!
My ideas were certainly a little upset, or rather they were very much confused. I had lived in a bright, clean
world, I myself had been a sort of Abel, and now I was so firmly fixed in the other and had sunk so deeply, but
really what could I do to help it? What was my position now? A reminiscence glowed in me which for the
moment almost took away my breath. I remembered that wretched evening, from which my present misery dated,
when I looked for an instant into the heart of my father’s bright world and despised his wisdom! Then I was Cain
and bore the sign; I imagined that it was in no way shameful, but a distinction, and in my wickedness and
unhappiness I stood on a higher level than my father, higher than good and pious people.
It was not in such a clear-thinking way that my experience then presented itself to me, but all this was
contained therein. It was only a flaming up of feeling, of strange emotions which caused me pain and yet filled me
with pride.
When I considered the matter, I saw how strangely Demian had spoken of the fearless and the cowards! How
curiously he had explained the mark on Cain’s forehead. How singularly his eyes had lit up, those peculiar eyes of
a grown person! And indistinctly it shot through my brain: Is not he himself, this Demian, a sort of Cain? Why did
he defend him, if he did not feel like him? Why had he this force in his gaze? Why did he speak so scornfully of
the “others,” of the fearsome, who are really the pious and the well-considered of God?
This thought led me to no definite conclusion. A stone had fallen into the well, and the well was my young
soul. And this business with Cain, the murderer and the sign, was for a long, a very long, time the point from
which my seekings after knowledge, my doubts and my criticisms took their departure.
I noticed that the other boys also occupied themselves a good deal with Demian. I had not told anyone of his
version of the story of Cain, but he appeared to interest the others as well. At least, many rumors concerning the
“new boy” became current. If only I still knew all of them, each would help to throw fresh light on him, each
would serve to interpret him. I only remember the first rumor was that Demian’s mother was very rich. It was also
said that she never went to church, nor the son either. Another rumor had it that they were Jews, but they could
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just as easily have been, in secret, Mohammedans. Furthermore, tales were told of Max Demian’s strength. So
much was certain, that the strongest boyu in his form, who challenged him to a fight, and who at his refusal
branded him a coward, suffered a terrible humiliation at his hands. Those who were there said that Demian had
simply taken him by the nape of the neck with one hand and had brought such a pressure to bear that the boy went
white and afterwards crawled away, and that for several days he was unable to use his arm. For a whole evening a
rumor even ran that he was dead. For a time everything was asserted and believed, everything that was exciting
and wonderful. Then there was a satiety of rumors for a while. A little later new ones circulated, which asserted
that Demian had intimate relations with girls and “knew everything.”
*
Meanwhile my affair with Frank Kromer took its inevitable course. I cold not get away from him, for although
he left me in peace for days together, I was still bound to him. In my dreams he lived as my shadow, and thus my
fantasy credited him with actions which he did not, in reality, do; so that in dreams I was absolutely his slave. I
lived in these dreams—I was always a deep dreamer—more than in reality. These shadowy conceptions wasted
my strength and my life force. I often dreamed, among other things, that Kromer ill-treated me, that he spat on me
and knelt on me and, what was worse, that helped me to commit grave crimes—or rather I was not led, but simply
forced, through his powerful influence.
The most terrible of these dreams, from which I woke up half mad, presented itself as a murderous attack on
my father. Kromer whetted a knife and put it in my hand, as we were standing behind the trees of a lane, and lying
in wait for someone—whom I knew not; but when someone came along and Kromer through a pressure of the
arm informed me that this was the man, whom I was to stab, it turned out to be my father! Then I woke up.
With all these troubles, I still thought a great deal about Cain and Abel, but much less about Demian. It was,
strangely enough, in a dream that he first came in contact with me again. I dreamed once more, of assault and illtreatment which I suffered, but instead of Kromer, this time it was Demian who knelt upon me. And, what was
quite new and profoundly impressive, everything that I suffered resistingly and in torment at the hands of Kromer,
I suffered willingly from Demian, with a feeling which was composed as much of joy as of fear. I had this dream
twice, then Kromer occupied his old position in my thoughts.
For a long time I have not been able to separate what I experienced in these dreams from what I underwent in
reality. But in any case my evil relation with Kromer took its course, and was by no means at an end, when I had
at last, by petty thefts, paid the boy the sum owed.
No, for now he knew of these thefts, as he always asked me where the money came from, and I was more in
his hands than ever. He frequently threatened to tell my father everything, and my terror then was scarcely as
great as the profound regret that I had not myself done that in the beginning. However, miserable as I was, I did
not repent of everything, at least not always, and sometimes felt, I thought, that things could not have helped
being as they were. The hand of fate was upon me, and it was useless to want to break away.
I conjecture that my parents suffered not a little in these circumstances. A strange spirit had come over me, I no
longer fitted into our community which had been so intimate, and for which I often felt a maddening
homesickness, as for a lost paradise. I was treated, particularly by mother, more like a sick person than like a
miserable wretch.
But the actual state of affairs I was able to observe best in the conduct of my two sisters. It was quite evident
from their behavior, which was very considerate and which yet caused me endless pain, that I was a sort of person
possessed, who was more to be pitied than blamed for his condition, but yet in whom evil had taken up residence.
I felt that I was being prayed for in a different way from formerly, and realized the fruitlessness of these prayers. I
often felt burning within me an intense longing for relief, an ardent desire for a full confession, and yet I realized
in advance that I should not be able to tell everything to father and mother properly, in explanation of my conduct.
I knew that I should be received in a friendly way, that much consideration and compassion would be shown me,
but that I should not be completely understood. The whole affair would have been looked upon as a sort of
backsliding, whereas it was really the work of destiny.
I know that many people will not believe that a child scarcely eleven years old could feel thus. But I am not
relating my affairs for their benefit. My narration is for those who know mankind better. The grown-up person
who has learned to convert part of his feelings into thoughts, feels the absence of those ideas in a child, and comes
to believe that the experiences are likewise lacking. But they have seldom been so vivid and not often in my life
have I suffered as keenly as then.
One rainy day I was ordered by my tormentor to Castle Place, and there I stood, waiting and digging my feet in
the wet chestnut leaves, which were still falling regularly from the black, dripping branches. Money I had none,
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but I had brought with me two pieces of cake that I had stolen in order at least to be able to give Kromer
something. I had long since been accustomed to stand about in any odd corner waiting for him often for a very
long time, and I put up with the unalterable.
Kromer came at last. That day he did not stay long. He poked me several times in the ribs, laughed, took the
cake, and even offered me a moldy cigarette, which however I did not accept. He was more friendly than usual.
“Oh,” he said, as he went away, “before I forget—next time you can bring your sister along, the elder one.
What’s her name? Now tell the truth.”
I did not understand and gave no answer. I only looked at him wonderingly.
“Don’t you get me? You must bring your sister along.”
“But, Kromer, that won’t do. I mustn’t do that, and besides she wouldn’t come.”
I thought this was only another pretext for vexing me. He often did that, requiring me to do something
impossible, and so terrifying me. And often, after humiliating me, he would by degrees become more tractable. I
then had to buy myself off with money or with some other gift.
This time he was quite different. He was really not at all angry at my refusal.
“Well,” he said airily, “you’ll think about it, won’t you? I should like to make your sister’s acquaintance. It will
not be so difficult. You simply take her out for a walk, and then I come along. Tomorrow I’ll whistle for you, and
then we can talk more about it.”
When he had gone, a glimpse of the meaning of his request dawned on me. I was still quite a child, but I knew
by hearsay that boys and girls, when they were somewhat older, did things which were forbidden, things of a
secret and scandalous nature. And now I should also have to—it was suddenly quite clear to me how monstrous it
was! I immediately resolved never to do that. But I scarcely dared think of what would happen in that case and
how Kromer would revenge himself on me. A new torment began, I had not yet been tortured enough.
I walked disconsolately across the empty square, my hands in my pockets. Fresh torments, a new servitude!
*
Suddenly a fresh, deep voice called to me. I was terrified and began to run on. Someone ran after me, a hand
gripped me from behind. It was Max Demian.
I let myself be taken prisoner. I surrendered.
“It’s you?” I said uncertainly. “You frightened me so!”
He looked at me, and never had his glance been more like that of an adult, of a superior and penetrating
person. For a long time past we had not spoken with one another.
“I am sorry,” he said in his courteous and at the same time very determined manner. “But listen, you mustn’t
let yourself be frightened like that.”
“Oh, that can happen sometimes.”
“So it appears. But look here: If you shrink like that from someone who hasn’t hurt you, then this someone
begins to think. It makes him curious, he wonders what can be the matter. This somebody thinks to himself, how
awfully frightened you are, and he thinks further: one is only like that when one is terrified. Cowards are always
frightened; but I believe you aren’t really a coward. Aren’t I right? Of course you aren’t a hero either. There are
things of which you are afraid. There are also people of whom you are afraid. And that should never be. No one
should ever be afraid of other people You aren’t afraid of me? Or are you, perhaps?”
“Oh no, of course not.”
“There, you see. But there are people you are afraid of?”
“I don’t know … let me go, what do you want of me?”
He kept pace with me—I was going quicker with the idea of escaping—I felt his look directed on me from the
side.
“Just assume,” he began again, “that I mean well by\fn{ The text has: with} you. In any case you needn’t be afraid
of me. I would very much like to try an experiment with you—it’s funny, and you can learn something that’s very
useful. Listen: I often practice an art which is called mind-reading. There’s no witchcraft in it, but it seems very
peculiar if one doesn’t know how to do it. You can surprise people very much with it.
“Well, let us try it. I like you, or I interest myself in you, and I would like to find out what your real feelings
are. I have already made the first step towards doing that. I have frightened you—you are, then, easily frightened.
There are things and people of which and of whom you are afraid. Why is it? One need be afraid of no one. If you
fear somebody then it is due to the fact that he has power over you. For example, you have done something
wrong, and the other person knows it—then he had power over you. D’you get me? It’s clear, isn’t it?”
I looked helplessly into his face, which was serious and prudent as always, and kind as well, but without any
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tenderness—his features were rather severe. Righteousness or something akin lay therein. I was not conscious of
what was happening; he stood like a magician before me.
“Have you understood?” he questioned again.
I nodded. I could not speak.
“I told you mind-reading looked rather strange, but the process is quite natural. I could for example tell you
more or less exactly what you thought about me when I once told you the story of Cain and Abel. But that has
nothing to do with the matter in hand. I also think it possible that you have dreamed of me. But let’s leave that
out! You’re a clever kid, most of ’em are so stupid. I like talking now and then with a clever fellow whom I can
trust. You have no objections, have you?”
“Oh, no! Only I don’t understand.”
“Let’s keep to our old experiment! We have found that the boy, S, is easily frightened—he is afraid of
somebody—he apparently shares a secret with this other person, which causes him much disquietude. Is that
about right?”
As in a dream I lay under the influence of his voice, of his personality. I only nodded. Was not a voice talking
there, which could only come from myself? Which knew all? Which knew all in a better, clearer way than I
myself? Demian gave me a powerful slap on the shoulder.
“That’s right then. I thought so. Now just one question more: Do you know the name of the boy who has just
gone away?”
I sank back, he had the key to my secret, this secret which twisted back inside me as if it did not want to see
the light.
“What sort of a fellow? There was no one there, except myself.” He laughed.
“Don’t be afraid to tell me,” he said laughingly. “What’s his name?” I whispered:
“Do you mean Frank Kromer?” He nodded contentedly.
“Bravo! You’re a smart chap, we shall be good friends yet. But now I must tell you something else: this
Kromer, or whatever his name is, is a nasty fellow. His face tells me he’s a rascal! What do you think?”
“Oh yes,” I sobbed out, “he is nasty, he’s a devil! But he mustn’t know anything! For God’s sake, he mustn’t
know anything. D’you know him? Does he know you?”
“Don’t worry! He’s gone, and he doesn’t know me—not yet. But I should like to make his acquaintance. He
goes to the public school?”
“Yes.”
“In which class?”
“In the fifth. But don’t say anything to him! Please, don’t say anything to him!”
“Don’t worry, nothing will happen to you. I suppose you wouldn’t like to tell me a little more about this fellow
Kromer?”
“I can’t! No, let me go!” He was silent for a while.
“It’s a pity,” he said, “we might have been able to carry the experiment still further. But I don’t want to bother
you. You know, don’t you, that it is not right of you to be afraid of him? Such fear quite undermines us, you must
get rid of it. You must get rid of it, if you want to become a real man. D’you understand?”
“Certainly, you are quite right … but it won’t do. You don’t know …”
“You have seen that I know a lot, more than you thought. Do you owe him any money?”
“Yes, I do, but that isn’t the essential point. I can’t tell, I can’t!”
“It won’t help matters, then, if I give you the amount you owe him? I could very well let you have it.”
“No, no, that is not the point. And please: don’t say anything to anybody! Not a word! You are making me
miserable!”
“Rely on me, Sinclair. Later you can share your secrets with me.”
“Never, never!” I exclaimed vehemently.
“Just as you please. I only mean, perhaps you will tell me something more later on. Only of your own free will,
you understand. Surely you don’t think I shall act like Kromer?”
“Oh no—but you don’t even know anything about it!”
“Absolutely nothing. But I think about it. And I shall never act like Kromer, believe me. Besides, you don’t
owe me anything.”
We remained a long time silent, and I became more tranquil. But Demian’s knowledge became more and more
of a puzzle to me.
“I’m going home now,” he said, and in the rain he drew his coat more closely about him. “I should only like to
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repeat one thing to you, since we have gone so far in the matter—you ought to get rid of this fellow! If there is
nothing else to be done, then kill him! It would impress me and please me, if you were to do that. Besides, I
would help you.”
I was again terrified. I suddenly remembered the story of Cain. I had an uncanny feeling and I began to cry
softly. So much that was weird seemed to surround me.
“All right,” Max Demian said, smilingly. “Go home now! We will put things square, although murder would
have been the simplest. In such matters the simplest way is always the best. You aren’t in good hands, with your
friend Kromer.”
*
I came home, and I seemed to me as if I had been away a year. Everything looked different. Between myself
and Kromer there now stood something like future freedom, something like hope. I was lonely no longer! And
then I realized for the first time how terribly lonely I had been for weeks and weeks. And I immediately
recollected what I had on several occasions turned over in my mind: that a confession to my parents would afford
me relief and yet would not quite liberate me. Now I had almost confessed, to another, to a stranger, and as if a
strong perfume had been wafted to me, sensed the presentiment of salvation!
Still my fear was far from being overcome, and I was still prepared for long and terrible menial wrestlings with
my evil genius. So it was all the more remarkable to me that everything passed off so very secretly and quietly.
Kromer’s whistle remained absent from our house for a day, two days, three days, a whole week. I dared not
believe my senses, and lay inwardly on the watch, to see whether he would not suddenly stand before me, just at
that moment when I should expect him no longer. But he was, and remained, away! Distrustful of my new
freedom, I still could not bring myself to believe in it wholeheartedly.
Until at last I met Frank Kromer. He was coming down the street, straight in my direction. When he saw me,
he drew himself together, twisted his features in a brutal grimace, and turned away without more ado, in order to
avoid meeting me.
That was a wonderful moment for me! My enemy ran away from me! My devil was afraid of me! Surprise and
joy shook me through and through!
In a few days Demian showed himself once again. He waited for me outside school.
“Hullo,” I said.
“Good morning, Sinclair. I only wanted to hear how you’re getting on. Kromer leaves you in peace, doesn’t
he?”
“Did you manage that? But how did you do it? How? I don’t understand it. He hasn’t come near me.”
“Splendid. If he should come again—I don’t think he will, but he’s a cheeky\fn{ Brash} fellow—then simply tell
him to remember Demian.”
“But what does it all mean? Have you had a fight with him and thrashed him?”
“No, I’m not so keen on that. I simply talked to him, as I did to you, and I made it clear to him that it is to his
own advantage to leave you in peace.”
“Oh, but you haven’t given him any money?”
“No, kid. You have already tried that way yourself.”
I attempted to pump him on the matter, but he disengaged himself. The old, embarrassed feeling concerning
him came over me—an odd mixture of gratitude and shyness, of admiration and fear, of affection and inward
resistance.
*
I had the intention of seeing him again soon, and then I wanted to talk more about everything, about the Cain
affair as well. But I did not see him. Gratitude is not one of the virtues in which I believe, and to require it of a
child would seem to me wrong. So I do not wonder very much at the complete ingratitude which I evinced
towards Max Demian. Today I believe positively that I should have been ruined for life if he had not freed me
from Kromer’s clutches. At that time also I already felt this release as the greatest event in my young life—but I
left the deliverer on one side as soon as he had accomplished the miracle.
As I have said, ingratitude seems to me nothing strange. Solely, the lack of curiosity I evinced is odd. How was
it possible that I could continue for a single day my quite mode of life without coming nearer to the secrets with
which Demian had brought me in contact? How could I restrain the desire to hear more about Cain, more about
Kromer, more about the thought-reading?
It is scarcely comprehensible, and yet it is so. I suddenly saw myself extricated from the demoniacal toils, saw
again the world lying bright and cheerful before me. I was no longer subject to paroxysms of fear. The curse was
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broken, I was no longer a tormented and condemned creature, I was a school-boy again. My temperament sought
to regain its equilibrium and tranquillity as quickly as possible, and so I took pains above all things to put behind
me all that had been ugly and menacing, and to forget it. The whole, long story of my guilt, of my terrifying
anxiety, slipped from my memory wonderfully quick, apparently without having left behind any scars or
impressions whatsoever.
The fact that I likewise tried as quickly to forget my helper and deliverer, I understand today as well.
Instinctively my mind turned from the damning recollection of my awful servitude under Kromer, and I sought to
recover my former happy, contented mental outlook, to regain that lost paradise which opened once more to me,
the bright father-and-mother world, where my sisters dwelt in the fragrant atmosphere of purity, in loving
kindness such as God had extended to Abel.
On the very next day after my short conversation with Demian, when I was at last fully convinced of my
newly-born freedom and feared no longer a relapse to my condition of slavery, I did what I had so often and so
ardently desired to do—I confessed. I went to mother and showed her the little savings-box with the broken lock,
filled with toy mark pieces instead of with real money, and I told her how long I had been in the thrall of an evil
tormentor, through my own guilt. She did not understand everything, but she saw the money-box, she saw my
altered look and heard my changed voice—she felt that I was healed, that I had been restored to her.
And then with lofty feelings I celebrated my readmission into the family, the prodigal son’s return home.
Mother took me to father, the story was repeated, questions and exclamations of wonder followed in quick
succession, both parents stroked my hair and breathed deeply, as in relief from a long oppression. It was all lovely,
like the stories I had read, all discords were resolved in a happy ending.
I surrendered myself passionately to this harmonious state of affairs. I could not have enough of the idea that I
was again free and trusted by my parents. I was a model boy at home and played more frequently than ever with
my sisters. At prayers I sang the dear, old hymns with the blissful feeling of one converted and redeemed. It came
straight from my heart, it was no lie this time.
*
And yet it was not at all as it should have been. And this is the point which alone can truly explain my
forgetfulness of Demian. I ought to have made a confession to him! The confession would have been less
touching and less specious, but for me it would have borne more fruit. I was now clinging fast to my former
paradisiacal world, I had returned home and had been received in grace.
But Demian belonged in no wise to this world, he did not fit into it. He also—in a different way from Kromer
—but nevertheless he also was a seducer, he too bound me to the second, evil, bad world, and of this world I
never wanted to hear anything more. I could not now, and I did not wish to give up Abel and help to glorify Cain,
now when I myself had again become an Abel.
So much for the outward correlation of events. But inwardly it was like this:
I had been freed from the hands of Kromer and the devil, but not through my own strength and effort. I had
ventured a footing on the paths of the world, and they had been too slippery for me. Now that the grasp of a
friendly hand had saved me, I ran back, without another glance round, to mother’s lap, to the protecting, godly
and tender security of childhood. I made myself younger, more dependent on others, more childlike than I really
was. I had to replace my dependence on Kromer by a new one, since I was powerless to stroke out for myself. So
I chose, in the blindness of my heart, the dependence on father and mother, on the old, beloved, “bright world,” on
this world which I knew already was not the sole one.
Had I not done this, I should have had to hold to Demian, to entrust myself to him. The fact that I did not,
appeared to me then to be due to justifiable distrust of his strange ideas; in reality it was due to nothing else than
fear.
For Demian would have required more of me than did my parents, much more. By stimulation and exhortation,
by scorn and irony he would have tried to make me more independent.
Alas, I know that today: nothing in the world is so distasteful to man as to go the way which leads him to
himself!
54.94 Excerpt from The Lost Country: A Book About The Lorraine And Her People: “Political Porcelain”\fn{by
Liesbeth Dill aka Liesbeth von Drigalski (1877-1962)} Dudweiler, Saarland, Germany (F) 1
… It was the large living-room of a lonely farmhouse in the region of Metz in which I sought shelter from the
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air battle which was raging above us in the autumn of 1916. Sixteen airplanes had come buzzing across from Mota-Mousson to unload their bombs on to the bridges and barracks of the nearby recruiting station, whereupon four
planes from the Fort arrived and tried to defend the flight path into the town.
In the great hearth there burnt a log fire. The quiet room was enveloped in comfortable cosiness, intensified by
the slow ticking of a large clock on the wall. The soft humming of a copper kettle suspended above the fire, in
which water for coffee was boiling, stood in marked contrast to the struggle which was being played out above
our roof.
From in between polished pewterware, colorful pictures of Madonnas were smiling down on us. Next to them
hung copper vases of holy water, decked with the dry twigs blessed by the Bishop. These were supposed to
protect the house from the raging elements of nature. Above us Man was ragmg.
The large dark, oaken wardrobes contained veritable treasures of linen and materials; the heavy chests were
adorned with carvings of shepherds’ games from the time of Louis XV and the cupboard, the so-called dressoir,
was filled with colourful faience. The old farmer told me the story of these strange plates, cups and bowls. Some,
cracked and ancient, were painted with birds and proud peacocks. A domestic cockerel, symbol of Gallic
nationhood, adorned a row of yellow cups; lustily crowing, “Vive le roi!”; he seemed ready for war. There was
also a row of delicate plates in matted grays and blues showing three lilies, emblem of the self-important French
monarchy by the “Grace of God.” These had belonged to the farmer’s great-grandparents, farmers who remained
loyal to the King throughout the years of the Revolution …
Opinions seemed to have been divided, though, over their “Bien-Aime.” It appears that although Louis XV was
still being celebrated on contemporary coffee cups, the churches of Paris remained quite empty during the years
before his death. No one was the slightest bit interested in praying for his recovery.
“De quoi se plaint-on, n’est-il pas mort?” asked the Bishop mockingly, when the Royal Court complained …
An ancient jug with two handles sported an image of happy Lothringian peasants drinking from a cup of wine.
The piece was found in a wood behind the farm and dated back to late Roman times. It was certainly extremely
old and proved that wine-growing was already playing an important role in ancient times. The fortunes of
Lothringia have indeed depended on it through the ages. Since time immemorial, the gentle hills which extend
themselves over both sides of the Mosel from the French border at Noveant to Luxembourg have been covered
with vines.
On the popular Lothringian plates made of porous gray or yellow clay, glazed and painted in lively colors and
adorned with flowers, windmills or landscapes, there were some interesting inscriptions. They referred to the
period of French emigration, the période tragique, when the French noblemen had to flee to Germany in order to
save themselves from the rage of the mob and had to be glad if they could make a modest living in Mainz,
Koblenz, Hamburg or Trier. It was a time when duchesses and marquises sold their jewels and then their lace; and
when all the money was gone and their estates and their wealth had been confiscated on the other side of the
border, they began to build up businesses selling fans, pearl-encrusted bags and paintings, or else they went out
into the streets to sell newspapers. Only a few were lucky enough to find a position in a German family, like the
Countess Neuilly who found shelter with a family from Lützow.
“Mais des Lützow sont rares,” said the old Countess Neuilly, whose oval portrait, complete with powdered
locks, smiled down on us from a chubby sugar bowl. Most of the noble folk from Versailles ended their days sadly
in an attic on a bed of straw or in a street. Their homeland had abandoned them.
On the lowest shelf of the dressoir there stood, innocently, a political chamber pot. Frenchmen are fond of such
jokes; they are given as presents on New Year’s Eve, like those lovely mustard pots which represent something
one does not like to be reminded of at the dinner table, or those saucy ashtrays with a lid ‘à l’anglaise’.
The dinner service in blue and white came from the famous factory at Niederweil which had its heyday in the
year 1700 until the manufacture of porcelain at Strasbourg was forbidden. These models with the “Figurines de
Lorraine” would have been the delight of any connoisseur. For this farmer they were just pieces of crockery
belonging to his household.
There was a pink chocolate service with pictures of the Revolution and the Republic, collected by a subversive
relative in Paris. On the rotund chocolate jug there figured the guillotine and on the cream jug was the inscription
“Vive la liberté!” or “Vive la nation!” In those days the cockerel became an important political animal, he adorned
every plate, he peered out at us from the depth of cake tins and sat on every Lothringian bowl. These large coffee
bowls without saucers are frequently used here. Because people here are fond of dunking their white bread into
milky coffee, they prefer large cups or so-called bols, brightly painted and without handles. Our mothers, who had
been educated in Lothringian boarding-schools or convents, still had their coffee served out of soup tureens. To
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this day cheap taverns serve it in beer glasses. Wax cloth on tables is universally used.
Lothringians are not particularly interested in elegant tableware but their food is excellent.
“J’aime mieux cela,” declares the farmer. Bellicose and ready for anything, the French cockerel sits on
barricades, on cannons. Sometimes he sports the red cap of the Jacobins—product of the hottest, reddest days
—‘Je veille pour la nation’—sometimes he balances boldly on a bayonet or a lance …
But with every change of government there was also a change of tableware … When Napoleon entered the
world stage, proud and solemn imperial eagles appeared on the nation’s crockery. The old man showed them to
me with pride.
There followed further revolutions, years of turmoil. Inscribed on the crockery was the year 1848 adorned with
tricolors and colorful ribbons. Now that farmers were allowed to stand as equals next to noblemen and priests, the
emblems of the three estates were prominently and victoriously displayed on the crockery: sword and rapier for
the nobility, crook for the clergy and the spade for the peasants. After the war of 1870 there appeared the modern
products of the faience factory at Saargemünder. Dark blue vases with majestic roses glazed in matt. Beautifully
formed red and yellow cups and ornamental plates with lusty representations of life complete with witty, mostly
lascivious inscriptions. These were plates which one buys in the market-place and which the farmer’s wife, had
she understood the meaning of the verses, would certainly not have tolerated in her living-room, between the
Madonnas and the blessed rosaries. The old farmer showed them to me with a smile:
“C’est la mode maintenant.”
The coffee table was decked with faience in the floral patterns which one sees everywhere these days and
which, with its graceful colors, endows every coffee table with an air of cheerfulness.
As the noise above our heads ebbed and flowed, I discovered on the dressoir an elegantly curved, oval teacup
in blue. On its back stood written:
“Déposé 1900.”
“Ah, that’s just a single piece,” said the old man and quickly took it from me. Even so I just had time to
glimpse the crossed flags of the French and Russian nations united:
“Vive la Russie!”
This was the last political product of the porcelain industry before the outbreak of war. And as one listened to
the human storm raging above us, one couldn’t help thinking that at any moment a bomb might crash through the
thin roof of the farmhouse and transform the entire political crockery here into a pile of rubble …
I wonder what kind of faience the descendants of this old farmer will collect and what inscriptions they will
carry! …
54.71 Excerpt from Bavarians Like Us: “Spies”\fn{by Lena Christ (1881-1920)} Glonn, Bavaria, Germany (F) 1
… Have you heard? … Spies!
A veil frames the coarse and wrinkly face. Large, chunky worker’s hands hide in the wide sleeves. Below the
pleats of the dress two big feet stomp along in heavy boots. With long strides the nun moves across the square; a
little girl tries to greet her by holding out her hand. A gruff, almost masculine voice answers. The child turns and
gazes after the nun who hurries on.
“Why are you staring so, little one?” a passing woman asks the girl.
“It’s that nun; she looks just like a man!”
“A holy sister?” asks the old woman and just manages to catch a glimpse of a nun turning into a side street. As
fast as her feet will carry her she runs after her.
“Oho! What’s the rush, Frau Wimmer?”
“Can’t stop. I’ve seen something: it’s a man in a nun’s habit!”
“Jesus and Mary! I’ve seen him too! I’ll come with you!” The two women hurry on until an acquaintance tries
to stop them:
“Hey, not so fast my dears! There is surely no need for such a rush!”
“Leave us be. Don’t try and delay us, Herr Burger! We’re in a hurry!”
“Yes, clearly, anyone can see that. Where’s the fire?”
“We are following someone.”
“It’s a man.”
“Yes—disguised as a holy sister … over there … see?”
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“What?—That sister?—Well, I’d better have a closer look at her!” And he too hurries after the nun.
In the meantime several bystanders have become curious; when they hear the word “sister” they have made up
their mind.
“What did you say? … A holy sister? … No doubt a Russian … or a spy! … Let’s go and see!”
The nun is heading towards Rosenthal when, suddenly, she hears the noise of approaching feet. She turns and
sees some people come rushing round a corner. They cross the road and, on the other side of the road, are keeping
in step with her. She touches her veil, checks her habit, shakes her head and walks on. On the other side of the
road the crowd is getting bigger. A little cobbler’s apprentice shouts:
“Hey, Max come and see!—A spy!”
“A spy?” Suddenly the crowd becomes agitated.
“Let’s get the scoundrel before he can do any harm!” someone cries.
“Whack him one, the bastard,” another suggests.
“Arrest him!”—“Shoot him!”—“Let’s get on with it.”
The voices mingle wildly. The nun begins to notice something. She starts to run.
“Aha, now he’s getting scared, the son of a bitch!” someone howls and everyone breaks into a trot.
“Sock him one!”—“Kill him!”
The nun hurries along in flying haste. Suddenly she makes a dash into a yard, slams the wrought iron gate
behind her, rushes into the house and up the staircase. Just then a cook emerges from an apartment.
“In God’s name, Miss, I beg you, protect me!”
A policeman comes running up the stairs followed by the Police Commissioner. Downstairs the crowd
continues to howl and scream:
“Smash him to pieces! Make mincemeat out of him!”—“Cut him to ribbons!” The wild chorus continues.
*
Upstairs, an embarrassing investigation is taking place by the police, the owner of the house and the cook, in
the course of which it emerges that the nun is indeed a woman and a nun.
The disconsolately sobbing sister is bundled into a car and, accompanied by the howls and jibes of the youths
of the town, is taken back to her convent where for days, she lies in bed with a high fever.
Meanwhile the crowd is already busy sighting a new “spy.” …
118.252 In The Last Coach\fn{by Leonhard Frank (1882-1961)} Würzburg, Bavaria, Germany (M) 16
Refreshed by a month’s holiday in the mountains, the banker, still a young man, was sauntering along between
a trout-stream and a wet wall of rock, making for a café in the woods. Here, sitting on a terrace built out against
the wall of the café, he could enjoy for the last time the aromatic strawberries and listen to the stimulating sound
of the engines in the great saw-mill.
He hummed contentedly to himself, as he strode through the green and blue, thinking of the delightful journey
down into the valley, of the famous viaduct that soared through the air eighty feet above the ground, and of the
far-distant plains and mountains he would see from it. He lifted his hat with a vertical movement, as though it
were a dumb-bell, in spritely acknowledgment of the sweeping curve described by the straw hat of the hardware
traveler.\fn{Hardware salesman, we would say} Satisfied with the order he had received, the traveler had just left a shop
which clung close to the cliff face.
“What clear air! What wonderful flowers! What a marvelous scent there is here!” cried the hardware traveler.
“And that cliff! It’s quite a symbol of Germany.”
“Becase it’s always dripping with water?”
“No, because of its defiant strength!” They had first met while sunbathing a few days before.
“I’ll take good care I never get so worn and skinny, nor acquire such a fat, pimply belly!”
So the sturdy banker had thought, standing there firmly, legs apart, his hands on his hips and the thumbs turned
down in front. He had been shocked and amused by the pitiable figure of the commercial traveler, and had tried in
vain to get him under the cold shower.
“I’ll see to that.”
“See to what?”
“Exercise. You must have exercise. Arms-raise! Arms-lower! Knees-bend! Knees-stretch!” He bent his knees
once more and shot his arms forward till the shoulder-joints cracked.
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“There, sir, that’s the way to keep young.”
“That varies,” answered the workman, standing in the open shed of the sawmill beside his circular-saw.
“Yesterday they sacked a hundred at one go. Now we’ve got close on seven hundred. We’ve got ten foremen.”
“And the owner?” asked the banker.
“He came here once. That’ll be about five years ago. He was touring the mountains with his car and dropped in
at the mill. He lives in Berlin. I read paper the other day that he’d given two hundred thousand marks for cultural
developments. It was a theater!”
“I can assure you it’s months since I had time to go to the theater,” said traveler in hardware. “Our trade is
booming.”
“Yes, things seem to be improving a little. Did you get your arm in the machine?” The banker laid his hand on
the fair head of a little girl, whose left hand was missing.
“No, I was born like that,” said the child, readily, as though she had answered the same question, and hid the
thin stump under her pinafore.
“Her mother had a shock before the child was born. That often happens about here; you see, a good few
accidents happen in the, saw-mills. The safety appliances are not too good.”
“That will improve now, too,” said the banker, reassuringly. “Times are changing, and those things will be
looked after.” The traveler threw out his hand.
“Have you ever been to the theater? Do you ever—” He looked round, as though the heap of sawdust or the
roof of the shed would inform him whether people hereabouts went to the theater.
“Theatre!” The workman turned a handle, the circular-saw began to scream and wrapped him in a cloud of
sawdust. .
“Here, child, take that to your mother.”
The banker pressed a note into the girl’s right hand and walked with springy tread through the gate. Suddenly
he turned back and patted the little girl’s cheek.
“What’s your name? …
“Bärbelchen, is it? I see.” Taking one small step after another, he climbed peacefully café-wards in the wake of
the panting hardware traveler.
As the waiter was bringing the second portion of strawberries, disconnected fragments of speech came up from
the great yard of the sawmill, which was now black with people.
“The meeting was probably called because a hundred workmen have been discharged,” answered the waiter.
The traveler put down a spoonful of strawberries.
“What, in broad daylight?”
“They never work on a Saturday afternoon.”
“And why don’t they work, I should like to know. Look at me—I’ve still got two customers to see and I’m
leaving this afternoon.”
The chairman was seated at a little table, placed on a pile of planks; he had a bell in front of him. The district
secretary of the party was leaning forward at his side, speaking of the basic principles of Social Democracy, of the
eventual triumph of Socialism by the gradual attainment of a parliamentary majority. The audience—all the millhands and a number of woodcutters—were standing or sitting on piles of planks. Some were counting their
money. It was payday. Many were grumbling.
The traveler turned sharply round and listened to the shouting that came up from the sawmill. The excitement
of the discharged workmen had suddenly exploded.
“That is the only way we can build up trade,” shouted the secretary, through the noise, “and at the same time
retain all the achievements of civilization and, so to speak, carry them with us. Comrades, may this beautiful
valley of. ours be saved from Asiatic excesses. In this beauteous vale—”
“A virgin went to the well with a pail!” cried one of the discharged workmen.
Many were mopping their faces with their handkerchiefs. There was a smell of sweat. The sun burned
vertically down on the snowy peaks, which glittered like diamonds.
A discussion followed. While the first speaker was declaring that he was not quite in agreement with the
secretary, but thought the interruption about the virgin going to the well with a pail to be unjustified, a bent, hoary,
old woodcutter was showing his boot to one of his colleagues. The upper had been cut deep by an axe.
“If I’d been barefoot, there’d have been nothing left but a stump. It’ll heal up. That boot’s finished. That won’t
heal.”
Just then his name was called. He pushed his way through and scrambled on to the stacked boards.
256

“We old members of the party have been organized for thirty years. There’s no need to explain the policy to us.
We know all about it already. It’s quite right. Everything evolves. And of course trade has got to be built up again.
Our wages are not even enough to buy food. And nobody can afford a pair of boots. But I ask you this: I should
like to send my two boys to the secondary school so that they’ll learn something, and have a better time of it than
their father. But I ask you: who’s going to pay for it? What are you to do? As soon as the lads come out of school
and have had their plate of soup they have to be off to work. So how can they learn? I can reckon it out to the last
pfennig. Without counting anything for clothes and boots, my wages—”
“I must ask the speaker to keep to the point.”
The chairman sat down again. The discreet tinkle of the bell still hung in the air. The stiff-jointed old
woodcutter turned and looked helplessly at the chairman:
“Well, that’s what I had to say about the subject and about the policy.” He stood still for a moment, added
suddenly: “That’s the great point.” And scrambled down.
A gentleman with knock-knees and yellow gaiters was standing outside the fence. He had a large notebook in
his hand and was looking with dreamy eyes at the distant mountains, as though he were sketching or writing
verse.
A stranger, a well-known labor leader from the capital, an agitator whose name they had often seen in the
papers and who had been sent here by his party, climbed on to the pile of planks. In his first few sentences he
dealt with the day’s struggle and went on to the great aim for which the workers had been fighting for generations.
The chairman then asked the agitator to keep to the point, and when the workmen raised violent objections, as
though this were what they wanted to hear, he swung his bell vigorously.
The agitator, a man of not more than thirty, stood there on the piled planks with the bearing of a man of sixty,
and, letting his thick lower lip droop down, waited, apparently unseeing, until the hubbub had died down. The
knees of his trousers were baggy, his thin shoulder-blades protruded visibly.
Blue-black clouds hung over the end of the valley. The agitator spoke more quickly and without pauses,
stepped forward to the edge of his crude platform and drove home his words with gestures. The workmen, sitting
and standing, watched him, motionless.
The first dry lightning-flash spanned the whole valley, as though one peak were sending a signal to its fellow.
Outside the fence the gaitered gentleman was still standing on the same spot in the same dreamy posture. In the
storm-zone diagonal spears of rain were falling; the café-terrace was still in sunshine.
“I’m Conservative. Very Conservative. That’s the only party that will make Germany great again.”
“Well, you see, I’m a Democrat,” said, with a smile, the banker, reposing deep within himself. “The most
capable men, those who have learned something, ought to be the leaders of the nation.” The traveler listened to
the applause that ascended from the yard:
“Well, have it your own way.”
Large, separate raindrops spattered on the chairman’s table and evaporated. His arms level wih his chest, the
banker trotted down the zigzag path to the mill-yard.
“They don’t trouble about their meeting now,” panted the hardware traveler.
Many of the audience were running with turned-up coat collars through the gate. The whole sky was blueblack. Fiery serpents of lightning sprang at each ather, struck and became wildly entangled; every second the
accompanying thunderclaps burst forth.
At last the gaitered gentleman retired from the fence, soaked to the skin, and hastened away with long strides
through the downpouring, vertical masses of water.
The banker had reached his hotel. The mill-yard was deserted. A few minutes later, tatters of cloud, like huge
frightened birds, were sailing high across the valley to vanish beyond the snowy peaks, where in places the sun
was already shining. The sparrows began to chirp noisily. Everything sparkled with moisture.
The hotel coach, laden with yellow trunks, the owners of which were still sitting at dinner, passed a slowly
revolving turntable, on which stood the last coach, shining in its fresh coat of paint.
*
The drunken shunter reeled so unsteadily between the buffers that his arm, equally inebriated, was almost
crushed as the last coach moved intp place. His voice, bawling a song, rose through the clang of the buffers. His
hand went out by habit towards the couplings. Then he shouted to the engine-driver a word that came back,
swollen to a cry of rage, from the mountain-cliffs; he reeled towards the station bar.
“That looks a bit like Socialism, too,” said an army officer, as he got into the last coach.
“By the way, I did not know your father had two sons.” The speaker, a. public prosecutor, bowed and stepped
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aside to allow the agitator to precede him into the last coach. “I’m very glad to have met you. What a
coincidence!” The agitator let his heavy lower lip droop down.
“During the revolution he got working men condemned to more than three hundred years’ penal servitude; no
doubt he knows all about the leaders; he must have my photograph in his files. He knows I know all that. So why
is he fabricating another son for my father? Is he trying to be funny? Good, let’s have a little joke together. We’ve
a long journey before us!” By his tone, almost imperceptibly ironic, the public prosecutor had conveyed that he
knew no second son existed.
“And how do you explain the shocking fact that your brother, who no doubt has enjoyed the same careful,
conventional education as you have had yourself, could possibly have strayed into such paths?” he asked, and
smiled. With the same calm he had revealed on the pile of planks, while waiting for the hubbub to die down, the
agitator allowed a few seconds to pass before he answered, with the same smile:
“Let us assume that two sons of a highly-respected man have had the same mother and the same nurse, have
been brought up with the same strictness by the same teachers and have been through the same experiences, so to
speak, from the cradle upwards.”
“Well?” asked the public prosecutor, in an interested voice, as the agitator paused. Both were leaning back on
their seats.
“Paul adapts himself to life while still a child, and receives as a reward the privileges and enjoyments of his
class; he grows up like his father, and becomes, like him, a highly-respected man; Eugen, on the other hand,
rebels almost from infancy, refuses to give up his individuality, gets right out of the rut, and finally goes over to
the working class. That is how my brother explains the reaction of us two to our environment. You see, I get the
worst of it, though he is the one who has gone off the rails.”
“Off the rails! If that were all—if he were just a mettlesome young fellow who did nothing but play around and
run into debt—well, that happens in the best families. But to forget his social obligations, to forget what a member
of our class owes to his education and position in life, to join elements that are driving the nation headlong to
perdition, that, really, that is incredible in a man of good family. You must pardon my speaking so frankly about
your brother, doctor. Excuse me, you did take your degree, didn’t you?”
“I am a doctor of economics.”
“Your brother, too, unless I’m mistaken?”
“My brother is also a doctor of economics. We are twins.”
“I was discussing this painful case only recently with your father, and he—”
“—agreed with you completely. I thought so. But my brother—we still meet occasionally—believes that the
nation has already descended to the state you mentioned, owing to the war, and that there will always be wars so
long as the means of production are not transferred to the nation.”
“But your brother is not one of those who believe that this transfer can be made peaceably, when the time and
economic conditions and capitalism and the working classes are ripe for it, and the international situation and a
few dozen other things just happen to be favorable for the change, is he?” asked the public prosecutor, smiling and
turning to the knock-kneed gentleman in gaiters, who was standing half in the corridor and half in the
compartment, his ear turned towards the speaker. He signaled to him with an imperceptible shake of his head to
go away, then he went to the window to see how long it would be before the train started.
“I’ve seen that six-foot ear somewhere before. Has my special detective been promoted agent provocateur and
this amateur appointed to watch over me?” reflected the agitator, and gave the gaitered gentleman that cheery
smile which acts like the threat of a revolver on all spies who have not yet achieved complete cold-bloodedness.
The spy smiled cheerfully back.
“Not an amateur after all!”
*
“We love each other so dearly,” said the banker to his young wife, who was in the final stages of pregnancy,
“that nothing on earth could seriously threaten to come between us. The world is redeemed in us and in our love.”
He supported her with the utmost gentleness towards the last coach.
“What bliss to work for you, to live and die for you!”
In addition to this couple the following passengers were seated in the same compartment of the last coach: a
priest, the army officer, a university professor, a newspaper editor and the hardware traveler, who kindly gave up
his corner-seat to the banker’s wife. Might he offer her his traveling-cushion? She thanked him with a smile, and
drew a cushion out of her own case. Then her eyes went back at once to her husband, and seemed at the same time
to be looking into her own body.
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“I should have been delighted,” added the traveler, and seemed to screw himself up in order to leave more
room for the pregnant woman. His voice was so harsh that the agitator, who was alone with the public prosecutor
in the next compartment, thought he was listening to the croakings of a flight of ravens.
The professor was leaning back in the corner next to the door, a Scotch plaid over his knees. He watched
through his bright glasses, from under his plaid cap, the little interchange of courtesies which had just taken place,
and smiled benevolently. All were silent now, but it seemed that he was quite exceptionally silent and would
remain so during the whole journey. The commercial traveler’s solicitude for the banker’s wife had created a
pleasant, communal feeling in the compartment. Even the officer, while maintaining a proper reserve, had a
friendly expression around his lips—though of course he had not yet been introduced. And the sad but kindly look
on the face of the priest proclaimed unreservedly that nothing but mutual kindness and love could soften the
inevitable hardships of life.
The banker, who had resolved to be an affectionate father, did all he could for his young wife, who expected to
bear her child in the course of the following week. And she withdrew her glance from his face only to bury it in
herself.
“Presumably I shall again lead for the prosecution in the sensational political trials which are still pending. Just
imagine what my situation would be if the workers, instigated and led on by your brother, should again indulge in
strikes or demonstrations, should plunder or come into conflict with the police or military. I should be compelled
to demand, for the son of your highly-respected father, an exemplary sentence, possibly fifteen years—”
“—or even death?”
“Certainly, under certain conditions and if malicious intent were proven, even death.”
“For me! Very nice.”
“What a situation for me to be in! You can see that?”
“I see. You deserve the deepest sympathy.”
“And still more your father.”
“And what about my brother?”
“He too, if you like! But revolution is warfare—”
“That is precisely what my brother says.”
“—and if a man exposes himself to danger he must reckon with the possibility of death. From what I know of
your brother he would refuse the services of a psychiatrist; he would be more likely to use the court as a
platform !rom which to make some violent speech, to take the last opportunity of serving the cause he has at
heart.”
“With the possibility of the death sentence before his eyes! And yet under certain conditions and with the proof
of malicious intent, sentence of death might be passed on—me!”
“Yes! For leaders of your sort are exceptionally dangerous.”
“And must be removed, I suppose?”
“That is so.”
*
The train began to move. A goods train, loaded with logs, had left this station, the highest in the whole country,
a short time before. Bark was still lying between the rails at the siding. Long, thin wisps of smoke still clung to
the damp cliffs.
An ex-student was standing alone in the corridor. His ambition was to become a public prosecutor. A vigorous,
black moustache, curled up at the ends, on a pale face covered with duelling scars. He looked up at the wet,
perpendicular walls of rock and down far below, where the little hamlets lay blue on green silk, as though strewn
from a box of toys. The ex-student thrust out his lower lip and let it slip back approximately each time a
telegraph-pole flew by. He suffered from boredom. And from an infection\fn{ The text has: affection} of the bladder.
That was why he was standing in the corridor.
A workman had strayed into the corridor of the second-class coach and was leaning against the next window,
eating a green apple. He was one of the hundred who had been dismissed from the sawmill and was going to the
city in the hope of finding work.
“Rich crops.”
“But coal! Coal is what we need,” repeated the hardware traveler, obstinately.\fn{ The rich and formerly German coal
mines of the Saar region had been ceded to France in partial payment for the destruction brought about in that country by the German
military machine during World War I; they did not become part of Germany again until 1935 } And the clergyman:

“If it is God’s will, we shall soon have coal again, too.” ‘God’ produced no response from the traveler; he said:
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“Without coal, no production. Without production, no export. Without export, no payment of debts and no
boom. That’s clear. Coal is everything.”
The banker’s wife had closed her eyes. She was living her two lives to herself. The banker said,
“Yes, coal! And big, long-term credits. And work, of course, only work—”
“—can save us. That’s clear. Work’s everything.”
“The return to the old German discipline,” said the university professor, to everyone’s surprise. The officer’s
body automatically expressed approval by moving from the hips upward, as though driven by eletricity.
“Then we should soon be back where we were before the war. We could begin all over again. We’d show the
world what we’re made of. We should be able to work again. And we can work. Better than anyone else.”
“We’ve proved that.”
“We’ve proved it.” The priest said flatly:
“This nation cannot be broken.”
“It’ll be hard to find a job; there are too many unemployed,” thought the discharged mill-hand. “What are they
talking about in there?”
“If you would like to know why I was entrusted with the prosecution in those sensational political trials—if
you are interested—”
“I am very deeply interested.”
“Then I will explain it to you with pleasure!” cried the public prosecutor.
He shouted the words aloud. And the ardor of a youth of seventeen revived in his eyes.
“You see, some boys are interested in nothing but football. Life to them is just a football-field. Others long for
the open road, for a life of freedom on the high seas, and cannot understand the ambition of a boy who, God
knows why, is determined to be the best lithographer in his native town and marry his neighbor’s daughter
Lenchen. But the latter suddenly becomes a ship’s boy on a boat bound for India, while the one who dreamed of
freedom is cooped up as a clerk in the municipal offices.”
The detective appeared in the doorway and examined the luggage rack with great interest. The public
prosecutor laughed frankly and waved him away.
“The boy on the ground floor spends his youth building model steam-engines; the one on the floor above
collects snakes; some people will collect anything, and others make it a principle to collect nothing but what: they
find in the streets. My youthful passion was the study of the political trials and revolutionary movements of all
times and peoples. Today I am a public prosecutor. My life is entirely consistent.”
The train was late. It stopped. Only for a half minute. And, as it moved slowly forward again, a breathless
peasant, scythe in hand, scrambled on to the runningboard and entered the last coach. :
“I had all the books on the subject—every one of them! And I studied them, read them all, read them again and
again, full of revolt against the savage injustice of the rulers, full of passion and determination to become an
avenger of the poor, a revolutionary such as the world had never seen before.”
“That sounds as though you were describing my own youth rather than your own.”
“But one day I realized that all I had been doing was, so to speak, to collect revolutions and attempts to save
humanity.”
“And yet you think your life is consistent?”
The public prosecutor was silent for a second. And during that long second, there appeared on his face the
phantom of his submerged self; it stood on the frontier of life and could not step over it. Then he drew back his
lips, and his face resembled a plaster mask, hanging on the wall, which suddenly begins to smile.
“Well, my case was like that of the lover of freedom, who longs for the high seas, and is placed by Fate in the
municipal offices. … What of it? There are so many who want to save the world while they are young. There may
even be one in the next compartment among those representatives of our national life—the church, science,
finance, the army, the press, education. And who knows? Perhaps at one time in his life even that detective—life
is not easy.”
“But, my dear, you have no idea of the cost of such a school. ‘An open-air school with boarding facilities for
gifted children of the working classes’—I know, it sounds very nice,” whispered the banker. “There are buildings
to be put up and furnished! Salaries for long-haired teachers and young women in sandals! And think of how
much your gifted children of the working classes will eat, when they spend long days in the clear, fresh air!”
The banker was irritated by the look which was his wife’s first response. He knew that look: it said more
plainly than words that a clear conscience is worth more than money.
“And what are your gifted working-class children to learn in this open-air school? To grow vegetable260

marrows? To make chests of drawers?”
“Everything, everything. … a complete development of the faculties of mind and body. According to their
ability. Of course we should grow all we needed.”
“Of course!”
“Vegetables and such things.”
“Oh, yes, vegetables! You would grow nothing, believe me.” And suddenly, in a low, caressing voice:
“All right—if it’s a boy.”
*
A train, packed with incoming visitors, crawled up the steep mountain-line so slowly that a dog would have
had no difficulty in keeping up with it. It passed the other train, which was boring its way with screeching brakes
and reversed power towards the valley, passed it so slowly that the agitator could see the passengers buttering
their rolls in the dining-car and raising white coffee-cups to their lips; he saw the waiter spread out his hands and
shrug his shoulders regretfully because a diner had asked for something he could not supply.
“Yes, Socialism is my passion. Or anything connected with revolution! And that’s as true today as when I was
a young man!”
“Why are you displaying your cynicism to me of all people?” asked the agitator, in an indifferent voice. The
public prosecutor shook his head as though in surprise.
“You are busy all day long with Socialism, devotion, loyalty and similar virtuous ideas, and you evidently
cannot imagine what a relief it is for one of us to be able to tell the truth occasionally.”
“At all events you differ in one pleasing respect from other members of your class, for you know that your
views are a swindle.”
“You are not very polite. And you seem to be a cynic too. At least I’ve not noticed so far that you showed any
moral indignation at my insincerity; I have however noticed a sturdy cynicism in many of your remarks.”
“Cynicism is in the thing itself and not in the words that designate it.”
“Says Marx in his excellent work Das Blend der Philosophie, page 17,” said the prosecutor fluently, and, since
the agitator did not conceal his surpnse:
“Few of your comrades have studied the life work of that great man as passionately as I—of course, in my
youth.”
The public prosecutor had lost something of his reserve. His calm had left him. His brow was flushed. It had
an unhealthy look. The public prosecutor was in the grip of an idea. Like a boy sorting his collection of snakes.
“Did you notice the famous viaduct. as you came up?” began the banker, in the next compartment.
“Marvellous piece of work,” said the commercial traveler, promptly. “And the view! Magnificent!”
“Yes, it reminded me of those religious paintings by the old masters.” And as the priest, favorably affected,
threw a friendly, questioning look at the banker:
“In about an hour we shall cross the viaduct. You ought really to take a good look at it. Just imagine a
mountain valley bounded by the steep cliffs of sublime, snow-covered alpine giants; on all sides romantic, jagged
mountain-chains extend to remote distances, and in the middle of this mighty, and, I must admit, rather grim
valley, a lovely green hill in the shape of a pointed cone, quite idyllic, like the background of some old, religious
painting.”
“There’s really no need,” said the public prosecutor, with a smile, to the detective, who had been standing
within hearing, his shorthand-notebook in his hand. A sudden backward jerk of the train had brought him into
view.
“That’s it. You have described it very well,” said the editor. He took a bottle of wine and a corkscrew from his
suitcase, and looked inquiringly at the detective, who had now thrust his ear into this compartment.
“He was only sent here for my personal safety. But he can’t help it. I never met a more conscientious man in
my life.” The public prosecutor took several pages of notes from his attache case.
“Would you like to read the verbatim report of the speech you made today at the saw-mill? I have put brackets
round the passages he made up. ‘The capitalists must be swept away with fire and sword, poison and the knife …
To the lamp-posts with every one of them!’ I’m sure you didn’t say that.”
“Perhaps I did. Who knows?”
“This conical hill has been cleverly exploited by engineers as a base for the iron supports of the viaduct. The
rails run through the air at a dizzy height, crossing the gulf to the top of the cone. You will see: we shall travel
round a very small circle—actually a spiral—encircling the little green summit of the cone. And, as we are sitting
in the last coach and the train happens to be a very long one, we shall see the engine of our own train coming
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towards us. The engine of our own train! Extraordinary, isn’t it?” The editor’s tone suggested that he was quoting
from something he had previously written:
“American engineers came over on purpose to study this masterpiece of German railway construction.” And he
inserted the corkscrew into the. cork.
“But why?” asked the banker, as his wife took off her heavy diamond rings, two from each hand.
“You take them.”
She showed the anticipatory maternal smile he already knew. The banker had always accepted such actions
without contradiction, when they seemed in some unaccountable way to be connected with the coming child.
Amidst the silence of his fellow-travellers, he carefully placed the rings in a little pigskin jewel-case, in which
several valuable pendants, a diamond necklace and a long coiled chain of big pearls already lay on the white silk.
As he did so, he went on:
“When we cross the viaduct we shall be sixteen hundred feet above the bottom of the valley. We travel, so to
speak, through the air. The sides of this valley are so precipitous, so precipitous, that a chamois perhaps might
manage to climb down them, but certainly not a human being. You can see everything quite clearly, for the circle,
that is to say the spiral, is so small that the train, to avoid jumping the rails and hurtling down into the valley—”
“Sixteen hundred feet—that’s quite enough for me!”
“—has to move exceptionally slowly.”
At last the priest began to look a little perturbed. All fell silent. All saw the viaduct soaring through the air
across the chasm; all watched the train move very, very slowly round the narrow spiral of rails that encircled the
top of the conical hill.
The generous dinner they had just eaten and the regular rhythm of the train made the passengers feel sleepy.
The professor, already dozing, heard the train singing ceaselessly and monotonously: ‘When the dog … with the
bone … jumped o-ver the hedge … when the dog … with the bone … jumped o-ver the hedge.’
“That caper sauce was delicious at lunch today,” thought the banker. “Yes, man’s striving after perfection
expresses itself in many forms.”
‘ … with the bone … jumped o-ver the hedge.’
And, since his fellow-passengers were all more or less asleep, the editor considered all to himself the accuracy
of a statement he had recently made to the effect that the Press in the twentieth century was no trifle.
“Only work can save us and coal,” murmured the priest, half asleep.
‘ … jumped o-ver the hedge.’
“This nation … cannot be broken.”
‘When the dog …’
Meanwhile the discharged mill-hand was mending the wide corridor-window. It was half open, and—so the
guard had told him—had not opened properly since the coach was repainted.
*
A man was leaning against the back end of the coach. He had been busy throughout the journey: first he had
been writing figures in a notebook; then he had counted a number of bank-notes of high value, and a very large
number of bank-notes of low value, and finally had compared the total with the sum of the figures in his
notebook.
Suddenly his eyes opened wide. He wrenched open the door of the coach, jumped out, and rolled down the
high embankment. He got up and stood staring after the last coach, which had become disconnected from the rest
of the train and was moving at a moderate speed through the rugged landscape.
At this point the line was almost level; if anything it rose, so that the distance between the uncoupled last
coach and the train grew rapidly greater.
The train moved on. And vanished behind the spur of a hill. When the train had passed the points man’s hut
and was slowly boring its way with screaming brakes into the wide main valley, the pointsman switched over the
points for the next timber-train. From this spot, the timber-trains traveled by a rack and pinion througn a branch
valley, narrow and fissured, that led to the chief sawmill at the foot of the mountains.
The points man whistled to his dog and walked towards his hut. He examined the condition of ten meagre
heads of red cabbage, which grew in a patch of garden surrounded by a toy-like fence no higher than a man’s
knee. He leapt up and round.
He was just in time to see a second-class coach, its fresh paintwork glinting in the sun, pass slowly over the
points and, propelled by its own weight, shoot down the steep decline of the branch-valley at a rapidly increasing
speed.
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He uttered a cry of horror. The dog barked. The coach had vanished. The discharged mill-hand had been
looking out of the rear window of the coach, vainly trying to catch sight of the man who had jumped out. At that
moment he remembered that once as a boy he had been very anxious to pull the communication cord, which his
father had strictly forbidden him to do. His feet were still by the door though his hands had already reached the
window, as he threw himself with a wild vehemence across the compartment. It was as though, after thirty years,
his father had at last given him permission to pull the communication cord. The passengers started out of their
slumber.
His right hand raised to the cord, his left grasping the edge of the open window, he drew his body after him
through the atmosphere of startled annoyance. As he did so, his head popped through the window and he saw that
the coach was uncoupled.
The student appeared in the doorway.
“A gentleman out here has just jumped out of the train.” Without a second's hesitation, the hardware traveler
said:
“If he likes to do that, it’s his affair! Besides, he was a competitor of mine.”
His smartness caused some amusement among his fellow-passengers. It was the considered opinion of the
banker, and he always carefully practised it, that nothing was better for all expectant mother than a cheerful frame
of mind; be therefore smiled affectionately at his wife, encouraging her to join in the general amusement, and she
produced a short, faint smile which broke almost before it had formed, and for a while the fragments remained in
the neighborhood of her lips.
The professor, reclining with crossed arms deep in his corner, showed that he could smile, even if the joke
were a little banal. The officer was a uniformed dummy with eyes, a mouth and a forehead, correct poise with a
stiff smile adhering to it.
“We’re making up for lost time. Traveling like the devil after a pretty nun, what?” The priest drew up his
traveling-rug, leaned back more comfortably in his seat, and said with mild sympathy:
“May God protect him! Why did this gentleman jump out?”
The face of the workman was quite colourless. He turned round very slowly. Shock had robbed him of speech.
“That queer fellow spent the whole time counting money,” said the student, suspiciously. “You never know
what would make a man like that jump out.”
With a rapid glance, the banker assured himself that the valuable jewel case was still on the folding.table. The
workman’s eyes stared like glass. His little, dusty moustache was trembling. His white lips said:
“We’re uncoupled.”
This flash of truth did not strike home at once. The hardware traveler, still indignant, and yet already moved, as
though death had touched him from a distance, said harshly:
“What do you mean—uncoupled?” The coach sped with violent jerks down the steep, cogged line.
“There’s—there’s—there’s nothing we can do. There’s—there’s nothing we can do. It’s all up.” He turned
sideways and went through the door as slowly as though he had never in his life had so much time.
“What? What can we do?” The professor turned his head:
“Has anything happened?”
Seen from a distant point outside the train: the mountain landscape in its vast dimensions—and on that line of
rails with its toothed rack that dropped so steeply towards the valley, a dark, tiny, tiny speck that did not move, did
not rush, but hurtled between the mountains into the depths.
“There’s no way of stopping this coach,” said the worktnan, still speaking into the compartment. “There’s no
way in the world.” And, with lips white and a heart that scarcely beat, he stepped into the corridor.
“We’re all dead men.”
“What’s happened then? Has something happened? Something happened?” The professor had got up from his
place. The priest, still incredulous:
“They say we are uncoupled.” The banker, at this moment still far from admitting the deadly fact even to
himself, yet white in the face, began indignantly:
“The authorities ought to—”
The officer and the hardware traveler had both looked out simultaneously: their faces reappeared. Colorless.
White. The truth struck home. All rose. Speechless. Without a word, the traveler dashed into the corridor, blindly
seeking salvation.
A curve: the flying coach sprang a yard above the rails—those standing were mowed, falling across each other,
on to the seats—and crashed back, while a scream of fear rose from many throats, on to the rails. If the next curve
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were but a few degrees sharper, the coach would shoot off the track—fly straight through the air and explode like
a shell. Six pairs of glazed eyes.
Only the woman with child looked forward with soft, impressionable eyes to this frightful catastrophe, sent
more and more intent and gentle looks pressing upon the first, till the disaster burnt itself into her eyes, and the
child, if ever it were born, would come into the world with that horrid vision upon its skin.
The professor also had completely changed. He was no longer a professor. Glasses, cap, plaid traveling-rug lay
on the floor. His face had grown angular and smaller. He had not yet accepted the inevitability of death. None of
them had accepted it yet. The banker asked:
“You’re not afraid, are you, dear? There’s nothing to be afraid of?”
Has any man, however desperate his situation, ever given up his belief in life before the last second? Voices
shouting counsel, which the counselors did not believe. The coach must be stopped. The passengers must jump
out.
They could not even look out. The speed numbed their brains. A short, sharp bang and black lightning—the sky
again in a second: the flying coach had passed through a tunnel.
The officer, a brave man, who had resolutely risked his life in the war, always with the hope of saving it, had
not yet lost his nerve. He was searching for some possible means of escape—searching with every muscle tense,
the veins swollen on his forehead, for a possibility that did not exist. This was no enemy to be overcome by
strength, courage and determination.
The woman dropped her face into her hands. Slowly a cry arose from deep in her womb, swelled upward—no
one noticed it—welled out through her fingers, became sharp and guttural and broke in a scream: she had given
up her own life and her child’s for lost. She withdrew her hands from her face, which was still mobile. Moaning,
she lamented her own full life and the still unlived one.
This did not attract for a moment the attention of the banker and the rest; for in just that moment death might
seize any man whose mind relaxed or whose muscles were unready to jump. After all, there must be some
possibility of salvation. Death was itself an impossibility.
An axle had run hot and was whistling shrilly. The intervals between its whistlings grew shorter and shorter till
it whistled continuously; a noise that permeated and drowned all other noises, like a human cry driven to its
topmost pitch, went with them as they rushed into the valley.
Dull thudding of rails; the coach leaped and crashed down again. The professor repeatedly raised both hands to
his temples; he felt the horror lie cold in his hair; in terror of death he exorcised his terror with a lie: he entered his
flat in the best part of the town, went into his cheerful study, sat down at his desk: the green lampshade shone up.
His impotent will to live caused the banker to get out of the train, which had just steamed punctually into the
valley station.
At intervals the old priest was no longer alive; his face was dead. But, inbetween, the will to live wrenched
him back to his sense of horror.
At the door stood the student, staring inquiringly with dull eyes at those older than himself, who ought to know
better than he by what means he could be saved. He got no answer.
The saliva was dripping from the editor’s mouth. The hardware traveler threw himself through the woman’s
ebbing cry towards the window, then immediately back into the corridor, and thence into the next compartment.
From one compartment to another. From end to end of the coach. Up and down. There was no way out.
Into the compartment where ilie public prosecutor, the agitator and the detective stood clinging to each other
and the luggage rack, tossed from side to side. The woman’s face had turned green. Her labour had begun. A hand
still lay on her shoulder; it seemed to be independent of the banker’s arm, to lie independently on her shoulder; for
the banker was staring at the valley station, where the train was just running in, just running in, over and over
again.
He would finance the forest school for workmen’s children. That was a vow. Each made his own vow. Each
had already made it, and repeated it and enlarged it.
All his life the mill-hand had worked in order to eat and eaten in order to work. His mother is bleaching
washing on the lawn for the gentlefolk. The cook from the big house gives the washerwoman’s little boy, as he
sits there beside the laundry, a hunk of fresh, white bread, thickly spread with butter. Again and again, this most
beautiful of all his childhood’s memories comes back. White laundry, white bread, shining butter, shining sun—
again and again. And flits away. More quickly than the coach rushes valley-ward.
Did something flash past? Was that a station? A halt? An Alpine hut? Green pastures, rocks. White waterfall.
Mountain torrent. The thunder boomed louder over a little iron bridge. Forest. Another bridge. Green pastures.
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Yellow: a group of grazing cows.
Any tune can be set to the speed of a train; this projectile flew so fast that there were no joints between rails
that could supply the beats. The landscape roared by. Now there was no one left in the compartments. All were in
the corridor. They ran shouting up and down, seeking deliverance. Only the pregnant woman half sat, half lay,
upon a seat, forsaken, moaning, throbbing with pain.
The workman was still listening—listening to the screaming, smoking, whistle of the axle—still thinking. He
thought the coach would catch fire at any minute. Burn to ashes! Then death put its hand into the frenzied coach
and strangled hope, which was as large as life and yet as minute as a speck of dust: with his mind’s eye the banker
saw the viaduct. His lips framed the words:
“The viaduct!” Yelled, “viaduct, the viaduct!”
He fell on his hands and knees. Scrambled on all fours, uttering hoarse, animal sounds.
In a blue flash that struck hope dead, all saw the viaduct spanning the empty air, sixteen hundred feet above the
valley, the narrow, deadly ring from which the frenzied coach must leap! Must!
“The viaduct. Viaduct!”
“Viaduct?”
Those were the last sounds of human speech, already drowned by cries of deadly terror, for which there are no
words in any language. The last vestiges of human masks, masks which in the course of life had grown into faces
again, fell away, vanished: the primal face appeared. All pressed back, retreating from the viaduct, stumbling over
each other, wildly fighting each other, screaming in deadly terror, against the back of the coach—to be twenty-five
feet farther away from the death leap.
Even the officer. Courage had ceased to exist, even for him, in face of inevitable and certain death. His temples
turned cold and seemed to climb up over his head.
The detective’s shorthand-notebook and a gold watch with a broken chain lay side by side in the corridor. The
professor’s plaid cap was propped against the wall by the window.
Faith, God, Jesus and the Virgin Mary, whose omnipotence the priest had been proclaiming for forty years,
existed no longer: the Church collapsed without a sound.
“Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for us poor sinners, now and in the hour of our death. Amen,” muttered the
pious peasant on his knees.
The woman had fallen from the seat and was writhing with upraised legs on the floor. Her piercing cries rose
through the tumult. She had no husband now.
The workman was standing with knees half-bent, ready to jump, his hands clasping the edge of the window he
had mended; several times he had noticed that, close beside him, life was wrestling for a life. And, when he was
spun round and, thrown half into the compartment, he did what lay to hand with the same simple directness he
had shown in mending the window: he knelt down and set to work:
“Press! Press, I tell you! Keep on pressing!” And with his left hand braced against her chest he used his right to
bring forth the child.
Past the agitator, who was half-lying in the doorway, pressing both fists into his eyes, rigid with horror at this
meaningless death, the public prosecutor staggered, hurled violently to and fro between window and door, and
joined the huddled throng.
The professor lay on his belly, his mouth on the floor, screaming convulsively. A long swaying thread of saliva
dripped on to him from the corner of the editor’s mouth, which was drawn far back into his cheeks; his glassy
eyes stared forward like all the rest, to the shattering end.
An amusement-contractor, whose roundabouts were at that moment revolving in a remote mountain village,
suddenly became insane. He ran out of the front compartment and down the corridor, wrenched open the door at
the farther end and sprang out. Flew out. The huddled group at the back of the coach saw the arm of the
amusement-contractor torn from the body at the shoulder-joint, saw the body fly past. It was half a second before
the hand loosed its grip on the door handle; then the arm was flung high in the air towards a freshly-ploughed
field, dug itself in, and stood with the clenohed fingers pointing towards the sky.
The door remained open, forged to the outside of the coach by the air-pressure.
Green, dark, sunny, dark, sky-blue.
A sparrow, not reckoning with this monstrous speed as it flew across the track, darted in through the open
doorway, thudded against the panelling and fell dead on the floor.
The huddled group recoiled from the suction of that dangerous open door, fought with fists and feet, hissing
between clenched teeth, for the safest place, scrambled over each other on hands and knees. They did not resume
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the postures of human beings. The mother on the seat, bare and bleeding, with the quiet baby in her hands moving
its lips and bloody fingertips, was borne with frantic speed through the landscape. The workman knelt in the
blood, the jewel-case at his side and around him scattered diamond rings and the pearl necklace. The woman was
not ashamed. We feel no shame when face to face with life and death.
A black pencil line became visible in the sunny distance ahead; in a few seconds it had grown into a horizontal
walking stick moving slowly forward; then the agitator saw that it was a train: the goods train, laden with logs,
which had left the terminus in the mountains before the passenger train.
Some enigmatic scruple had prevented the public prosecutor from taking part in the fight for the safest place;
he looked back into his past, as though he had suddenly encountered a firm point within himself which arrested
his fall into the chasm of fear. His face was transfigured as he pressed to his breast the youth he saw before him in
flesh and blood, and held him tightly clasped, till the youth had finally entered into the man of thirty-four, to be
carried within him as a talisman for the rest of his life.
In the mother’s eyes as she looked at the workman was a happiness that could not be darkened even by the
certain approach of death. Suddenly she was holding a strange musical instrument in her hands. She was in
darkness, Soft, wonderful music filled the air, never heard before: Death, a little man in a long coat, stepped
quickly and noiselessly into the middle of the room. ‘Death?’ Then, as though in a theater, the curtain fell. The
woman had lost consciousness.
The agitator’s brain had begun to work again:
“If only that train would move faster, if only it would fly! … Unless the driver puts on full-steam we shall be
shattered to pieces.” And he shouted through the open window of the door at the. front of the coach.
Suddenly every sound stopped. The whistling of the hot axle died out. The coach rose, sped through the air,
noiseless. A silence of death. In which terrified screams burst out. Still flying. Human eyes, already lifeless, stared
at the bloody mush of wood, limbs, bones, iron, flesh.
Once more the coach crashed back onto the rails.
“Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for us poor sinners, now and in the hour of our death. Amen.”
And the agitator shouted again through the open window of the door at the front. His shouts struck against the
wall of air and recoiled into the coach.
The engine-driver heard nothing. All the brakes of the timber-train were grating. Pipe in mouth, his bare
forearms resting comfortably on the iron door, he looked out over the passing landscape. The rails flashed like
streaks of lightning back under the coach. On each side, rocks, telegraph poles, trees, huts, reeled, merged and
sped thundering past. Even the farthest peaks were in motion. The mountains turned slowly put visibly around the
tiny projectile.
The engine-driver straightened his back and caught sight of the coach shooting towards him. Still nearly a mile
away. No time for thought: the branch line had but a single track. Brakes off. Full steam.
In the next few seconds the space between the train and the projectile rapidly diminished; but the track was
steep and the timber-train many times heavier than the coach.
Never had a train swooped so madly towards the valley.
After an immeasurable half-minute the two projectiles were travelling at the same speed, a few coach-lengths
away from each other. The brakes stole imperceptibly towards the wheels of the flying train, inaudibly, cautiously,
like the hand of a pickpocket. Presently a hissing sound arose; gradually it grew louder and turned into a rising
scream that drowned the noise of the train, deafened the ears and filled the whole valley: the train stopped.
*
Silence. Through which came the hammering of a woodpecker. The new-born child had ceased to cry; in the
midst of a cry it had fallen asleep. It lay, with both little legs drawn up, between the cushioned back of the seat
and its unconscious mother.
So gently had buffer met buffer, despite the wild speed, that the men who crouched on hands and knees at the
rear of the coach were still expecting a bloody fate though already they were saved. Their number senses failed to
react to silence and life; they still reproduced the catastrophic crashes and whistlings; like the mountains, which
hum throughout eternity with the thousandfold echoes they hold imprisoned within themselves.
Twelve yards away a cow lay on the grass watching and chewing the cud. The whisper of glasses, the chatter
and roar of distant brooks and falls, the buzz of myriads of gnats, caught up by the vibrating membranes of rocky
cliffs and chasms, and thrown back across the quivering air of the valley, produced the great voice; the great
audible silence of the mountains, in which the melodious twitter of a bird was the only living and immediate note.
That cow was not flashing past; it was lying still. This was no dream. The cow was reality, life. The bird, too,
266

was twittering again.
Escaped from death, numb and terrified, they returned to life; feeling came back to their limbs. It was both
painful and pleasant. Their heavy limbs refused to obey them. Their helpless bodies stumped down over the
running-board. They sat or lay outstretched: a little dark heap in a field. Saved, released from the excess of fear
they had experienced, breathing again in an excess of life, which came storming in upon them suddenly,
confusing in its mighty power and millionfold variety, they could not apprehend the fields, the sun, the sky, the
train, the greenness, the cow; for to apprehend these things man has a whole life at his disposal.
The agitator, too, had let himself sink down into the grass. The public prosecutor was sitting alone in the
compartment, unaccountably transfigured.
The short, stumpy engine-driver walked slowly along the dark train, which was laden from the tender to the
last truck with peeled fir trunks, shining in the sun; he walked like a man momentarily indifferent to his
surroundings, who has just exerted all his energies to finish a hard job of work. He looked down at the ground,
and wiped his hot, perspiring face with a red handkerchief.
The breathless cry of the chIld broke out again and died back upon itself. The woman awoke from her swoon,
her eyes full of inquiry. Her groping hand found the baby. She closed her eyes again.
The banker had turned his head and listened. Then with his mind’s eye he saw his wife, and his head jerked
round again. His shoulders were glowing. That was good. And down his spine he felt a beneficent tingling of
warmth, as after a cold shower-bath. Willingly he helped the exhausted priest, who could not rise from the grass
without his aid, and felt as he did so a melting tenderness in his breast.
“The coupling’s not damaged. … Probably he forgot to fasten the catch,” said the engine-driver, standing bent
forward between the buffers. He fastened the catch and called on the passengers to get in.
“Well, I’ve got nothing to say,” remarked the hardware traveller. He was the first to find his tongue. The officer
held out the palm of his hand:
“After you, sir.”
Brains began to function again. Knees were still shaking. Each helped the other to get in. The student appeared
to think to himself:
“They ought to know.” And followed the others. The banker leaned down and put out his hand.
“Up!” he cried, jokingly. His smiling lips were trembling.
The engine-driver wiped his neck with his handkerchief as he walked back to his engine. There he found the
workman, squatting in the grass, his head in his right hand, looking at the dripping, oily wheels. The boiler
appeared to be sweating.
“We’re off now. Jump in! You can come up with me.”
The workman looked up inquiringly, as though he did not know where he was.
The peasant was already trudging across country towards the mountainside; scythe on shoulder, he was making
for a meadow that lay higher up in the main valley. He and ten others had to mow that meadow during the evening
and the cool moonlit night that would follow. His sunken lips were muttering. His left hand was counting on the
fingers of the right, reckoning how much money he had lost through the delay.
Then there were his hopes for the child.
“Our child! … We have been so near to each other … so near! thought the banker. “And now … now. … Just
because that drunken scoundrel failed to fasten the catch!”
At last he entered the compartment where his wife was lying in bloodstained desolation, the bloodstained child
in her arms.
“Now it’s all over,” he said, in a comforting tone. “You were so frightened of it. And now it’s all over. There’s
the baby.” She shut her eyes—her hand moved as it lay on the child—and opened them again.
“Has nothing happened? Has not something occurred, something decisive, which you must admit unless our
whole life from this moment on is to be a single, unbroken lie?” asked the eyes of the exhausted woman.\fn{ The
text has: asked the exhausted woman her eyes}
He spread the traveling-rug carefully and solicitously across her, bent on tiptoe to pick up the jewelery, and
closed the pigskin case. Our life before must have been a single unbroken lie, she thought, or this could not have
happened.
“Between then and now are fifteen minutes of truth. His truth—Each for himself!”
“We shall soon be there. Then I’ll see you get a bath, a bed, midwife, doctor, everything you want.”
It was as though a planet spoke to another, which did not hear its voice. And yet again there lay that broken
smile about her mouth.
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*
The engine let off steam and half the train vanished in white; it moved and all the buffers groaned; the
backward jerk ran through the trucks, the coach and all the passengers, and life had begun again: rattling,
groaning and lamenting like the belts, hammers and files of a great factory, the timber-train crept cautiously and
surely down into the valley.
The passengers who had been saved stood in the corridor, talking excitedly. All spoke together; all agreed with
each other. They had the joy and splendour of life in their eyes and caresses that were never performed.
The public prosecutor sat motionless in his compartment, his eyes fixed on the distant past.
The hardware-traveler appeared in the doorway; took one step and laid his hand inquiringly on the shoulder of
the man with the transfigured face. He came out again on tiptoe.
“That gentleman in there is crying.”
“Crying?”
“Yes, he’s crying.”
“A man’s crying.”
The professor passed the word along. They spoke more quietly.. And suddenly all fell silent, looking out. How
good the landscape was! The lovely fields. The bare fields in sunshine. And birds were sitting on the telegraph
wires. Close together. They flew up and flew down again. They opened their beaks and twittered, but one could
not hear them.
“How cheerfully we all started out! … Who could have expected it.” All looked at the editor.
“Yes, things happen so suddenly,” said the professor.. “You are sitting quietly in your study—and suddenly a
tiny vein bursts in your brain … and it’s all up: tongue and limbs paralysed; can’t tell a goose from a child.”
“What a hell of a speed!” And the priest said:
“We are always in God’s hand.”
“And now we’re going so slowly that if the human eye was built to round corners we should still be able to see
that cow!”
They smiled happily. They breathed and smiled.
“Quite a difference in the speed, what?” joked the hardware-traveler. And began to describe his feelings during
that wild downward rush.
“But one can’t see round corners. I don’t suppose they will ever discover how to see round corners,” said the
student, half inquiringly. His mind had moved rather slowly. He bent down and took up his gold watch. He held it
to his left ear. He held it to his right ear. It was still going.
The detective had already picked up his shorthand-notebook. He shook off the dust and smoothed out two
leaves that were covered with writing. The agitator looked on in surprise.
“Have you got it all down?”
“You’ve got to keep things tidy,” said the detective, and carefully inserted the mauve carbon-paper between the
cover and the first page. .
“He lost both his sons. Just before the end of the war. It killed his wife. Since then he’s been boozing,”
explained the engine-driver, and offered the workman his blue enameled can, in which there was still a little
coffee.
“Now they’ll give him the sack.” The workman handed back the can. “Then it’s all over with him.”
“Yes, all over with him then.” The engine-driver drank the rest of the coffee.
“I’ve called it The Death Ride. … That’s the title. That’s it. Tomorrow afternoon you will find the whole story
in my paper. Tomorrbw morning, if possible.”
“Shall you print the names?” asked the hardware-traveler, eagerly.
So they began to introduce themselves. The student clapped his heels together twice, for he also gave the name
of the corps he belonged to.
“He didn’t fasten the safety catch. He’s—”
“Of course the man must—”
“—an absolute danger to life.”
“—be discharged immediately.”
“Of course.”
“And he seemed to be socialistic,” put in the officer. They were all speaking together. The banker went into the
corridor, met their questioning eyes and announced, the banker announced:
“A healthy boy.” Amidst their congratulations—the officer was just introducing himself—he explained:
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“And we had got everything ready so carefully: midwife, doctor, nursery, with bath and everything complete.
All the woodwork white enamelled—not just painted—and the dear little garments! Only the cradle is dark—a
wonderful, seventeenth-century piece. And now—this surprise! Any poor woman, lying in a damp cellar, perhaps
not even knowing where she can get food for her baby, would have had an easier and more comfortable time.”
The priest said with mild gravity that God’s ways were inscrutable. And the traveler—he hesitated before
deciding to say it:
“One passenger gone west, and a new one come in his place.”
At first they did not understand, but when they remembered the amusement contractor the expression of all
their faces indicated that flippancy was in bad taste.
“We must see about searching for his body.”
“Yes, his body must be found at once.”
“It can’t be left lying out there.”
“Certainly not! I’ll see to that. I’m a traveler; I know this part of the world. … There’s a motor lorry at the
sawmill. The manager wouldn’t give up his car for a job like that.”
“A good thing your wife didn’t see that frightful incident. In her condition! … Did you see the way his hand
still clung to the door-handle after his body had been torn off? Horrible!”
“The body must be somewhere between—I say, tell me, what became of—”
“Wherever it is, it must be found at once.”
“—the viaduct?”
“The viaduct? It’s on the main line—it didn’t occur to me till later—our coach, this damned old bus, shot down
into another valley. … But still, I had quite enough of it, thank you, without a viaduct!”
The professor put up his forefinger level with his eyes.
“From a scientific standpoint it is an interesting fact that, when the body had already gone, the muscular
strength of the arm still functioned sufficiently to enable it to cling to the handle.”
For some little time the public prosecutor had been standing in the doorway, looking at the company as though
at his own past.
As the timber-train ran into the sawmill, for the track ended in the yard—the banker was sitting with his wife,
holding her gently in his arms—the priest said:
“When a man has been beheaded, they say his eyes still open and shut: I wonder whether he can still see what
is happening?” And he gave the professor a modest smile, intending to convey.that the subject in which he was
expressing an interest did not really concern him as a tyro in the sciences and a shepherd of souls.
“You are the man who saved us. I thank you. … I haven’t enough change, so take this.”
The banker looked on sympathetically as the engine-driver, his oily fingers outspread, folded the cheque with
great care, and put it in his time-book.
Ten minutes later the woman was lying in a clean bed. She had everything, even the doctor and the midwife
were there. She had everything.
Except her faith in her husband.
“And now let us all thank God who has saved us from a great peril. … I wonder whether there is a priest in
this charming village?”
“I know this part of the world. He lives in that big house among the trees. But he’s a competitor of yours,
unless I’m mistaken, and I don’t think I am mistaken.” The priest smiled wryly.
“There are cases—there are cases in human experience,” he said, more to himself than to the others; he took
his handbag and walked away, his umbrella under his arm.
The motor-lorry clattered off up the mountainside, past the house where the mother lay, which much resembled
a shooting-gallery. Targets were painted over and on the door, on the green window-shutters, on the gable
weather-vane, over and between all the windows, till there was not a member of the ex-soldiers’ association who
could walk past the house withougt being overcome with a desire to shoot.
The midwife and the doctor were busy in the kitchen. The banker stood in the bedroom, beside the white bed.
“I should so much like to stay with you. I’m so happy. But I simply can’t do it. At the general meeting of the
shareholders today—I represent forty per cent of the capital—we are to deal with the old amalgamation scheme.
The new company we should form, you know, would be far and away the biggest financial force in this part of the
country, and would have the necessary power and resources. We should be able to control prices. But you
understand, dear?”
“Yes, I won’t keep you.”
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She spoke as though she had realized that those laws which also express themselves in the furious downward
rush of an uncoupled railway-coach cannot be set aside by the wish of one of the occupants to stay quietly at his
wife’s bedside.
“You can begin to collect your long-haired teachers, who know everysthing and have everything, except the
money required to realize their ideals.”
She made no reply to that. She thought with sympathy, which found in her weakness a proof of its depth, of the
workman, and looked at her child as though it were the workman’s child.
“I wonder whether the manager of the mill would lend me his car. Then I could still catch the train—you know,
the train from which our coach was uncoupled.”
The others had already set off on foot, through the lesser valley, acros the main valley to the station. .
“It’s like driving down the High Street,” thought the banker, sitting in the car; past the officer, who waved his
hand, as he walked alone under the apple-trees, bare of any contact with the landscape; past the student who
bowed, already telling his adventure to the members of his corps:
“A sticky business in one carriage: some woman had a kid.”
Past the editor and the professor: this time three black hats floated through the blue evening air.
“And that man with the gaiters touched his hat too. … We might just as well (as though I’m a sort of royalty!)
have motored over to the station together.”
Up a steep hill, and slowly past the agitator and the public
prosecutor. The banker leaned back.
“Father! … The little beggar will grow up some day. … I wonder if she’s got all she wants. Good girl! … I’ll
send some flowers at once. And the family doctor. Heaps of flowers! but without scent! And sterilized milk …
What became of that workman who happened to be there, and was able to help her when the child was born? …
Lucky chance! Lucky, when all’s said and done! I’ll send him something extra. … If only one could make
everybody happy,” yearned the banker, suddenly, and immersed himself in his notes for the shareholders’ meeting.
“Have you ever thought about it?” asked the agitator of the public prosecutor, and stood still. The detective
also stood still.
“What shall you do now?”
The ebb of the noisy day; the first descending veils of evening, sharpened the ears of the valley. The chirp of
grasshoppers, the voices of animals, had grown stronger. In the distance, a little dark group of laborers truged
heavily across a field towards the village, and with them the cattle, whose tinkling bells sounded from the
distance, as they were driven home home from the pasturage. Here and there a peasant was still at work, kneeling
in the fields. And a ploughman, whose silhouette rose black from the darkening hill against the whitee sleeping
mountainside, sank slowly downhill again, dissolved in the dark and was absorbed into his valley.
The public prosecutor had made no answer. He walked in silence beside the agitator, bound by the yoke of his
opinions. The manner in which they walked beside each other strengthened the detective’s suspicions.
“If it turned out that he was a first-rate actor, a spy, and I was a fool, they’d kick me out. … But if—”
Hesitating, the detective left the road and walked thoughtfully through the woods. He, too, had a mother and a
wife and two little children; and when their father came home from a journey, they asked:
“Have brought us anything, daddy?”
At which he started and said regretfully, “Goodness, fancy my forgetting!” and then winked slyly with his left
The manager’s car sped past, filled with flowers, returning from the station to the mill. The well-fed liveried
chauffeur was whistling like a black-bird. A few minutes later a straw hat was raised: the hardware-traveler, who
had come to terms with the chauffeur, went riding past. He had made a profitable visit to three retailers in the
village, and finished up by innquiring after his fellow-traveler, the priest. In the living room two sky-blue, glass
vases of gentian were standing on the sideboard, and the two shepherds of souls were sitting in the twilight at a
window-table, being served by an elderly woman with thin, yellow hands and hair combed smoothly back. On the
wall above the bookshelf was ticking a finely-built clock; presently the lamp would be brought in.
“Very nice, too!” the traveler thought to himself.
All were seated at the same table in the waiting-room. The editor was writing his descriptive article. The
banker was drinking water with a little red wine, and scanning the latest financial news in a paper he had bought
at the station bookstall. Now and then he exchanged a word with the hardware-traveler, who was cracking jokes
and writing figures in his notebook, or thought affectionately of his wife. She had sent word to the priest, who had
gone to the shooting gallery house after dinner, prepared to baptize the child, that she was a Jewess.
The agitator and the public prosecutor were pacing up and down the platform. The train from which the last
coach had become detached had just been signaled. The detective watched the two men reflectively. At last he
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determined to communicate his suspicions to the political department but only verbally and with much discretion.
The workman was standing on the quay by the wharf, looking across the river, immersed in memories; as
though the river, and that alone, were his home, his childhood. He withdrew his glance, and asked an old boatman
who was swilling the deck of a barge:
“Is she yours?”
“Mine? She belongs to the sawmill.”
“I grew up by the water, too. Down at my home they’ve given up building boats of anything but iron. They last
longer.”
“Well, he’s got plenty of wood. And these last too. We built this one in ’86, down there at the yard. I can still
remember it. … In the boat-yard. It belongs to the sawmill now, too.”
“There’s something grand about flowing water. … That’s the train at last.”
“That’s right.”
From here onward the train was an express; it raced into the plain, moving irresistibly towards the capital.
104.80 TheTale Of The Fäderäwisch: A Folktale\fn{told by Anna Maria Kohler (1886Germany (F) 1

)}

Friesenheim, Baden,

Bärbeli was sitting on a tiny chair and Marily had crawled to her mother’s knee. The tale was finished, but the
small listeners remained spellbound.
“Now then,” said the mother, “we are going to bed!” But Hans begged,
“Still the tale of the Fäderäwisch!”
“You silly boy,” said his mother, “then you will again be afraid at night.”
But Hans would not give in, and finally the mother told them the tale.
In the deep forest there was once a house where a little man lived. Everything around belonged to him, and he
was very rich. One fine day he carne to a peasant who lived on the border of the forest and who had three pretty
daughters. He said to the peasant,
“Peasant, give me one of your daughters for a wife.”
At first, the peasant did not want to. But when he considered that the little man was very rich, he gave him the
eldest one.
The little man took her to the forest. The next year he came again and said,
“Peasant, my wife has died.”
The peasant gave him the second one. But the year after this the little man came again and said,
“Peasant, the second one has died, too.”
Now the peasant gave him the youngest one.
The youngest one liked to stay with the little man. She had everything in abundance. The little man gave her a
key to every room, but there was one room which she was not allowed to open. She was curious to know all about
this room, and one day when the little man was gone, she opened the door.
Terror-stricken, she nearly fell down. Her two sisters were hanging from the ceiling—long, stiff, and dead! In
her fright she did not know what to do. The little man might be back any moment.
At last she had an idea. She took off her clothes, rolled herself first in honey, and then in bed-feathers, and then
ran out of the house. She had gone on for only a little while when she met the little man. But he did not recognize
her and said,
“Where-to, where-from, you feather-foot?”
“I’m coming from the midget’s house.”
“What is my dear bride doing?”
“Stands by the hearth and makes pap.”
The little man went on. The girl, however, went to her father and told him everything. He went to the wood
with other peasants, and they set the house on fire and hanged the little man on a tree. He is still hanging there
today, unless he has fallen down in the meantime.
Again the small listeners were spellbound, again Hans pleaded for a while,
“One more tale!” But this time he had no success.
“That will do,” said the mother, and that settled it. The children were put to bed, and soon the old ones, too,
were lying under the high featherbeds.
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58.343 The Conquest\fn{by Gottfried Benn (1886-1956)} Putlitz, Brandenberg, Germany (M) 2
Out of long months of helplessness and exile after exile, I will possess this country, Ronne thought, and his
eyes held the white glare of the road, touched it, compared it with the low cloud strata and the brightness of a
house wall. And then for joy he was one with the evening, with the light’s contoured elongation, with this cool
finish of a day that was full of spring.
The conquest is over, he said; a firm foothold won. They still wear their helplessness in colors on their hats, in
ribbons, red and yellow, in small flags on their jackets; but here of all places there will be no exile. No, for
everything that happens here happens for the first time. A foreign language—all beings are filled with hate and
approach hesitantly, crossing an abyss. Here I must proceed step by step. Here if anywhere, success must come.
His strides lengthened. Then the town was blossoming around him. It came in waves toward him, rose on the
hills, threw bridges over islands; its pinnacles rustled. Over squares that had lain for centuries untrodden, all roads
plunged into a valley; the town was in descent, it sank down to the plain, its walls a vine slope of vanishing stone.
He stopped in a square, sank against a wall, shut his eyes, felt with his hands through the air as through water,
and implored: Sweet town, let yourself be taken! Make me feel at home! Let me move in your society! You grow
neither outward nor upward; such things weary. You are so warm; your church utters a prayer into the evening;
your stones are white; your sky blue. You wander so, on the edge of the distance; you will relent, already you
surround me.
He felt steadied. He soared over the boulevards, a flowing to and fro. He went on wings; he carried women in
the folds of his clothes like dust; dethroned; what else then but tiny cavities and a tuft of earth in the armpit. A
rose flowed to and fro as a blond woman breathed on it. It came redolent together with her heart’s blood to the
nostrils of god knows what passing man.
He went after her into a café. He sat down and breathed deeply: yes, here there is companionship. He looked
round. With tenderness, a man immersed his tenderness in a girl; she thought: it’s God’s gift, and smoothed her
clothes. With the help of two adult hands, an idiot boy’s lower jaw mastered a cup; his parents sat by with
protestations. On all tables stood utensils, some for hunger, some for thirst. A man made an offer; trust was written
all over his face, the features made grave by grave wife and child. Another soberly appraised a conversation.
Another chewed at a landscape that adorned the wall. Yes, here there is joy, he said to himself and puffed out his
nostrils as if plunging into thought-deep expansive joy. Let me move in your society!
He could raise his eyes as if to meet familiars. They wandered, like the eyes of the man who chewed the
landscape. It could no longer be denied that the light on the street was darkening and that bending low girl was
singing. Lust shuttled clear as day between the soldiers and the women, and the waiter took on a fresh
significance. He felt himself grow and become tranquil because he was so coolly surrounded by things that were
simply happening.
Now he took heart; he unburdened himself on the chairs, and behold—they stood there. He distributed around
the velvet of the columns what he carried behind his brow. The marble slabs emerged now full-grown, the doorhandles wholly autonomous. Inwardly he unbuttoned: on the floorboards, on the windowsills he piled it all up, out
of every cavity and fold, load upon load.
Now even a picture was hanging on the wall: a cow in a meadow. A cow in a meadow, he thought; a round
brown cow, sky and field. It’s not true—what a boundless joy this picture brings! There she stands now, on four
legs, on one, two, three, four legs, it’s incontestable; she stands on four legs in a meadow of grass and looks at
three sheep, one, two, three sheep—oh, numbers, how I love numbers, they’re so hard, they’re simply inviolable,
they stare one in the face with their inviolability, completely unambiguous they are, it would be ridiculous to try
to quarrel with them; if ever I’m miserable again, I’ll always count numbers to myself. He laughed happily and
walked out.
Sky round his head, he blossomed through the night’s soft playing. His were the little streets for his walks;
unhumiliated, he heard his footsteps’ echoing. He had a sense of exfoliation, he mounted upward; he was a pore
with greenness growing out of it; he felt himself imbedded in the swinging arms of a man who hurried across the
street, horned with an aim.
Softly he ground down and overpowered the shop windows by pondering those objects the shop contained,
loitered with quizzical eye, as if he meant to buy something, walked on dissatisfied by what he had been offered.
On he went, emulating the walk and look of other men, quite took to one, composed his features, changing
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their expression from time to time as he recalled some event, glad or serious, in the course of the day. He drank in
each detail of a large, teeming square. Suddenly he stopped, his hand raised in horror to his brow and shook his
head; no, that’s too annoying! Now he had forgotten something; something he had been supposed to do had
slipped his mind; there had been an omission which duty obliged him to make good at once, despite all other
arrangements for the evening. There was no point now in walking further. The fact of return had to be looked in
the eye; what he knew to be right had now to be done.
Ruffled, he turned; the conjectures of those who stared after him warmed and goaded him. Perhaps in some
house someone was talking about him, perhaps mocking him a little, perhaps making a malicious remark: a man
who had forgotten something—perhaps he would be too late for his appointment now; perhaps he would not be
allowed in till after the overture; he had to go back again—probably to the office—probably a letter to a business
friend—one knows just how it is—yes, life’s like that—one learns in time—one has to make certain sacrifices—
but never let it get you down—lift up your hearts—sursum corda—the starry sky above—the link in the chain.
He turned into a barbershop and sat down for a shave. A man was having his back hair powdered. Why, Ronne
wondered; I don’t have mine powdered. He considered. He was blond. It’s because the white principle and the
blond principle are in this case identical. It could have to do with the refraction of light, the coefficient of
refraction as it were. That’s it, coefficient of refraction, good that, and he toyed with the thought.
All one has to be able to do is to connect a thing with everything one sees, bring it into line with prior
experiences and obtain a universal view of it; that’s the way reason works, now that I come to think of it.
Strong and ready now, he stretched out in the barber’s chair. The young assistant frisked around, dabbed here
and there, powdered and stropped.
He was out on the street again. A woman held out a flat basket containing bunches of violets, blue as bits of
night, with bundles of orchids, soft congruencies of sky-blue and orange.
The orchid—he laughed complacently—bloom of hot Africa, darling of collectors, object of display in so
many shows at home and abroad. Oh, yes, I know all about it; I’m not a bad judge there; I could even hold my
own with an expert.
Then he caught sight of the inscription on a building; it read: SLAUGHTERHOUSE .
Now he had to discourse in detail on slaughterhouses. The Dresden slaughterhouse, for instance, built in the
early seventies by the architect Kohler, with the most up-to-date hygienic and sanitary installations. The Dane
Johannsen’s discovery had had revolutionary effects here. It was on a June day during the memorable year of the
Finnish expedition. That morning he walked through the Oestergaade and saw two cows approaching, old Jutland
stock—he spoke with such a wealth of factual knowledge. This was how his discourse went; answer parried
question, clarified numerous points, removed errors, served the cause and helped the general public, which
thanked him.
Knives and instruments, handholds and cognizance of spatial requirements came to him. Now he was a
huntsman, a rugged terse figure of a man. He had no qualms about explaining, through green shooting-jacket and
horn buttons, the facts of his craft to any passer-by. He was weather-beaten and tanned and had a noggin\fn{ A large
shot of whiskey} or two for breakfast, yes, gentlemen, and another for the road. He was telling the assembled
company about the roebuck with the full six antlers, how he had raised his drilling gun to his cheek—and the bead
gleamed silver in the rearsight. He examined and pronounced expert judgment on a bowie and recalled the
inadequacies he had found in the model owned by a gamekeeper in the neighborhood; circumspectly he nodded,
shook his head and spoke deep-chested into the sharp early morning air. In short he was the man to whom all
respect was due, trusted without reserve in his special field, racy as they come, his footstep firm and straight in his
ways.
Now his child was dangerously ill—on a spring morning, the poor young thing! He wept with his wife; but his
breadwinner’s stumpy thumb stroked his beard, to master his grief. Humbly he stood in the presence of the
Incomprehensible; even he could not unravel all the mysteries; the myth had erupted into his life, things good and
things evil, tears and blood.
But gradually the night had deepened, and it shut him in.
Now in reality the forest bellied around him. He sank down on moss under stars and quiet sounds. Blue stood
between trees, beast and village. In its bed the source. In their silver house the hills. And in the thrill of his skin,
the leaping of his limbs, drink of his eyes, in his ears ecstasy: himself, as one with the blossoms, himself, as the
beasts’ bedfellow, under one sky, under one night. …
Half frenzied, half summoned by sounds of music, he descended the stairs into the great room..
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There one woman was dancing behind veils, with covered breasts, and with coral gums through which she
laughed. Two stroked with fluttering hands their bodies and drove fragrance and desire toward the men. One
thrust body and breasts forward, having unveiled. Two who wanted to make love eased off their rings, which had
uncut stones.
But he felt all hands on his thighs, felt compelled to level himself to the ground, felt the throbbing, the
confluence and fresh growth, and suddenly she stood there pregnant: broad heavy flesh, juices dripping from
breast and body; a narrow, destitute skull under moist leafage, over a landscape of blood, over bellyings of animal
tissue, evoked by an undoubting touch.
Then he leaped at a woman, forced her open, bit to the bone that seemed his, drew screams which sounded as
his own, and swooned over a thigh, strangeness storming all around him.
Then morning rushed forward, red and victorious. Ronne walked through the waves of the dawn, through the
sea that broke over the clouds.
He saw the night behind him, pure and clear; now he took the path to the palm gardens on the edge of the
town.
The light increased, the day rose, always the same everlasting day, always the light that is never lost.
The last streets: brats gushed from cellars; a monk minced past, the triumph of substance; women, trailing an
odor of nest and sex, took their affirming meditations to their neighbors. To them they all belonged: the huntsman
and the cripple, the man who forgot and the dancer—all believed secretly or openly in the great brains round
which hovered the gods.
He, the solitary; blue sky, dumb night. Overhead the white cloud: soft-cowled edges, wandering evanescence.
He passed his hand over his brow: In the evening, when I set out, it seemed I was still worth the pain of it all.
Now I want to lie down among ferns, squint at tree-trunks and see flatness everywhere.
The doors melted; the greenhouses quivered; against a dome of crystal there broke a river of the light that is
never lost. Then he went in. …
I meant to conquer a town, and now a palm leaf brushes casually over me.
He wallowed in the moss: against this bole, fed by water, my brow, a hand’s breadth; there’s the beginning of it
all.
Soon a bell rang. The gardeners were going to work; then he too took a can and sprinkled water over the ferns
that had stepped out of a sun where much dissolved in vapor.
118.268 The Golden Beetle\fn{by Bruno Frank (1887-1945)} Stuttgart, Baden-Württemberg, Germany (M) 12
John Abrecht, assistant district surveyor, was a tall young man of powerful build. One afternoon between three
and four o’clock on a hot and cloudless day in July he was walking from Lengenau to Diesbach to make a survey.
The road was shadeless and the heat made his blood pulse through his veins. His dark clothes were not very
suitable for such weather, but it made him happy to feel the sweat trickling down his chest. .
He had got about half way to his destination arid just passed the turn to Hochberg when he caught sight of a
girl working in the fields. She was all alone in the sultry solitude beneath the shining vault of the sky. As soon as
she heard his footsteps on the road she stood erect and looked at him, shading her eyes with her hand. She was
only a young girl, and yet a woman too, sunburnt, stalwart and provocative. She laughed and waved to him. The
blood rushed up to his eyes and before he knew what he was doing he was walking over the stubble towards her
like a drunken man.
What first passed between them he was never able to say, even later under interrogation in court. He let his bag
of instruments fall to the ground and put his arm round her waist. She had nothing on beneath her blouse, which
was hot and moist. Her healthy young body breathed out a breath that bereft him of his senses; it was the breath of
the ever young and fruitful earth and he drew it in as he kissed her. She laughed and made no resistance and
unthinkingly surrendered her large wide lips. He tore open the buttons of her blouse and uncovered her breasts,
which were already tipe, firm and proud. The rigid restraint which prudence imposed on him as an official in a
small town, was now his undoing and the natural instincts of a normal young man in one moment laid his life in
ruins. He bent over her with his face buried in her breast, bathing his eyes and mouth in the fragrance of her
youth. Next she was1ying on the ground between two sheaves and he on the top of her; he was not so much
resolved to possess her as rushed on by the irresistible wheels of fate.
It was only then that she began to defend herself vigorously. But it was beyond him to see that her resistance
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was in earnest; the blood throbbed like a hammer in his ears, his eyes were shut, his mouth uttered unintelligible
words, his hands gripped the quivering prey as in a vise. He no longer knew where he was nor what he did nor
whom he embraced beneath the burning arc of the sky.
*
Next day the girl's father went to the police and lodged a charge. He was deaf to all reason, and even when the
guilty man, overcome by shame and remorse, offered to make all amends in his power and promised to make the
wronged girl his wife in a few years’ time, he remained obdurate. It made no difference to the pig-headed farmer
that the child quickly recovered and the very next morning called herself a silly little fool for rushing home in a
storm of tears.
What finished John Abrecht was the unfortunate coincidence that the farmer had recently been worsted by the
surveyor’s office oVer a disputed boundary and no entreaties, least of all any appeal to his feelings, could have
induced him to forego his unhoped for revenge.
So destiny took its course. The local police did not at first wish to proceed to an arrest, but they had to do so on
receipt of telegraphic orders. John Abrecht was taken to the town and stood his trial seven weeks later.
He had no luck, for the girl, whose evidence might have got him off with a light sentence or perhaps even with
an acquittal, was lying at home in a great feather bed with a temperature; and so instead of hearing what she had
to say the court had only her first written evidence before it. And there was no getting over this bald account. Her
extreme youth and even more her subsequent indisposition told heavily against the prisoner; for although she had
merely caught a chill through bathing late on a cool September evening the prosecution deliberately led the jury
astray by attributing her fever to Abrecht’s assault, which her robust physique had long since got over.
John Abrecht was sentenced to two years’ imprisonment with hard labor.
*
He came of a strict Protestant family and took his imprisonment as a just and not too harsh penance. His
parents were no longer living and his only sister was married and lived in a distant part of the country, so her
respectability would .not be outraged, a thought that gave him some consolation.
The loss of his job was no great sorrow to him. He was robust and optimistic by nature and had never liked his
humdrum duties.lt was a fine life tramping the roads from village to village whether in the blaze of summer or
through deep snowdrifts; but the tiresome work in the office over title deeds was not at all to his taste, and
defining crooked boundaries betweep the properties of quarrelsome, petty-minded land owners was no profession
for him. The fruitful steaming earth belonged to all and it was a ridiculous presumption to cut it up into parcels
and designate these parcels with numbers and letters. He was born to be a farmer, for he loved the earth and would
have liked nothing better than to give all his energies to making it fruitful. He had often, while treading the daily
round of official work, dreamt of emigrating to undeveloped countries oversea and wrestling alone with the
untilled virgin soil.
These dreams inspired him now and made the dreary days of imprisonment seem shorter. He sat silent among
the others in the gloomy workroom, cutting out boot soles with his strong fingers, and while his eyes seemed to be
glumly fixed only on the naked and dirty surface of the bench they saw his domain beneath a tropical sun: a long
low white house, with a swiftly flowing stream near by and all around him.fields of standing crops, bushes and
large-leaved plants, his property won by him from the primeval wilderness, and at evening when the sky was a
blaze of red, herds of cattle and flocks of sheep, larger and finer than ours and with magnificently curved and
bending horns, moved on towards him.
*
The beasts he would own and look after often filled his mind. He was a good-natured fellow and had always
loved animals; but now he felt that his act of folly had parted aim from his fellow men and put him still nearer to
the beasts of the field. His future was not peopled with friends; it scarcely included a woman; in his dreams he
plunged his hands into the thick fleeces of rams, the oxen lowed softly as he pulled them familiarly by the tuft of
hair on their foreheads, and a large black Newfoundland dog kept faithfully to his heels as he walked over the
acres he had won beneath a southern sun.
Such fancies were not enough to prevent him suffering from his loneliness, yet he never tried to get into touch
with the other prisoners. What he had done was the madness of a moment, the compulsion of an evil spirit; it had
nothing to do with the kernel of his being and he had no wish to know or to realize at first hand what evil deeds
had brought them all together in that place. He had made a slip and now he paid for it; he went through a two
years’ death in which he was alone with his conscience. New life beckoned from the other side. They let him go
his way and gave up all attempts at whispered communication with him when they had their half hour’s walk in
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the prison yard in single file. They even forgot his presence.
The only man who seemed to have an active dislike for him was his warder. This was very soon brought home
to him. Many of the convicts, if they earned it by good behavior, were taken out on navvy work outside the town,
and John, who longed for air and exercise, asked permission to be one of them. For three days he lived in a whirl
of hope. Then his request was refused.
“You’ll stay at home with us,” the warder told him, when he unlocked his cell in the morning to march him off
to the workroom. He looked at Abrecht for a moment and then added malevolently,
“You swine.”
*
The warder was a small, thick-set fellow with short arms and enormous hands. He had a very low forehead,
which was always red, and above it his tow-colored hair stood up like a brush; his yellow eyes were set flatly in
his face. But the most horrible thing about him was his narrow streak of a mouth between his dogged chin and his
military moustache, a hard, colorless streak in the middle of his common, brutal face. It had no relation to the rest
of his features; it seemed to be there by stealth. There was something sinister when this diminutive mouth opened
to let out an abusive word, revealing two rows of small, pointed, regular teeth, which were always dirty.
This turnkey was a married man without children; he had passed middle-age and his long years of service had
brought him no promotion. He was harsh, but not equally harsh to all the prisoners in his charge. There were ways
of establishing a degrading sort of intimacy with him. It gave him satisfaction to make life easier for his favorites,
but servility was essential. It was even said that he got in white bread, wine and cigars for an habitual swindler
and that he was on friendly terms with this wrecker of widows and orphans during the periods he was not in
prison.
John Abrecht had never really taken his jailer into account. He was obedient and submissive, but there was
nothing personal in his submissiveness—he was on the same terms with the man as with the thick walls and the
lock of his cell, any feeling for which would have seemed equally absurd. Perhaps it was just this attitude that
enraged the warder, for it gave him particular satisfaction to have his importance recognized by his educated
victims. It may be that Abrecht’s crime stirred the envy of a man who had a scraggy, unappetizing and
cantankerous wife in his basement dwelling. But it is just as likely that the malice and cruelty of his nature fixed
on Abrecht at random when he saw how resolutely and unassailably he bore his punishment. He watched for an
opportunity to do him an injury, to show his contempt of him.
One evening in the second spring he went to the peep-hole to observe the object of his hatred. It was half~past
seven and it was twililight in the cell. John was standing in his striped uniform in the middle of the cell with his
shaven head turned away. He was looking up at the slit of window high up in the wall and through the grating the
branch of a tree with serrated leaves could be seen against the red glow of the evening sky. It was one of the two
or three trees that grew in the yard, a tall elm, which rose in the air at a short distance from the window. And John
Abrecht was looking at it with his head raised and even from the back view of him it could be seen that he was
intently listening.
The jailer put his ear to the opening and heard the song of birds in loud and rhythmic chant.
The prisoner stood lost in the sound. For weeks past it had been his joy morning and evening. Ever since the
autumn he had been waiting for the singing of the birds to begin again, all through the long, dark and silent
winter. It was not only the song of the small birds he heard as he stood tnere; the forests and gardens and plains of
the whole earth sang to him and the beasts of the earth greeted him. He heard it in the barking of dogs, the
crowing of cocks, the tender bleating of lambs, the neighing of wild horses and the dull bellow of the buffaloes in
a far off, dreamed of home beyond the seas. He heard his freedom in it and the life to be when his penalty had
been paid.
The warder turned the key and went in.
“Oh, so you’re enjoying a concert, are you?” he said after a pause. “Now then, lie down and be quick about it.”
And he pointed to the bunk, which he had let down from the wall an hour before when he locked the cells.
The prisoner obeyed. The warder left the cell and came back almost immediately with a ladder,.climbed up and
closed the shutter with a bang. Then he listened intently and made a sour grimace when the song of the birds was
still faintly audible.
“We’ll do something about that,” he said spitefully. “You can say goodbye to your concert-party, you skunk.”
Two days later Abrecht was put into another cell, from which nothing but the vacant sky was to be seen. He
could on!y see, at heartbreaking intervals, a swallow flicker past in the bright vacancy of the sky.
*
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There were still six months to go before his release and now at last his sentence began to torture him in earnest.
Now at last he knew the hideous waking, the first look into the intolerable loneliness and horror of each day,
which so many identical days were to follow until the day of his release came. His plan for this day never altered.
He was going to go to the girl whom he had assaulted and ask her and her parents for her hand. If they said yes, he
would not mind; if they said no, as was more likely, he would make over to her as dowry the half of what little he
possessed. With what remained to stand between him and destitution at the outset, he would start a new life
beyond the sea and work as a freeman. He would leave as little trace behind him as the ship that took him left in
the sea.
What he wished remained steadfast, but in his longing for freedom, which was so constant and innocuous,
there was mixed despair and hate. He wanted to outrun this hate for the man who tortured and injured him; it was
of this rather than of remorse and regret and the blot on his name that he hoped to be cured in the air of the sea
and a southern land. He scarcely dared to look at the man now for fear of his own uncontrollable nature, which
had once already got the better of him so disastrously. He stood before him with lowered eyes, disciplined and
submissive. And almost every hour he repeated the words that gave him comfort and self-control:
“Once I am free I shall never see that man again, never, never.”
Meanwhile his longing for the warm proximity of another human being; increased. He yearned for the
presence of a woman. But the desire that overwhelmed him was not merely sensual: it was the need for
tenderness, gentle communion, the mutual exchange of kindness that enthralled him. If the little sunburnt girl in
that harvest field allowed him to make good the wrong he had done her, what a life he would make for her, how
his arms would protect her! She was often in his thoughts, he imagined he knew and loved her, feature by feature,
though he had scarcely noticed her in the white glare of the sun and the tumult of his feelings. But if it was not to
be her—well, he would find another over there in the new country. And his desire called up a slender, gentle
creature with fragrant, dark hair, looking up at him confidingly, with large and gentle eyes. But it needn’t be a
woman at all, not even a human being, only some living thing that he could watch over and protect. It need oniy
be a dog that pressed against his knees, only a tame bird that liked to perch dn his hand. Only the tiniest heart that
beat trustfully in his presence. Anything not to be alone with these dead walls and that hellish jailer. He got to
such a pitch that in the night he put his right hand to his heart and felt his pulse at the same time, so as to have the
sense of life twice over.
Summer came and every day John Abrecht believed that now his cup was full, now his craving for a living
being could rise to no higher pitch, now the utmost limit of human suffering was leached. He might tell himself
that soon, in little more than a hundred days the end was certain, he might contrast his fate with the thousands
who had to suffer longer, suffer to all eternity, but for all that he felt no better off and his suffering grew. It was no
relief to look at the mute and evil heads in the workroom; besides, his enemy had succeeded in getting him
solitary confinement for three days out of the seven.
And then the miracle happened.
*
He came back one evening from the workroom, the warder entered his cell with him, let the bunk down with a
crash from the wall, looked round and, finding no cause for reprimand, shut the heavy door behind him and his
vengeful footsteps died away.
John Abrecht stood a moment with his face turned to the square of paling summer sky, in which no living
creature was to be seen, and then turned despondently to the dreary loneliness of his cell. His eye fell on the
comfortless bunk.
Then he saw in the middle of the coarse grey blanket a moving particle of life, shining green and gold. John
pressed both hands to his heart.
It was a mystery how the beetle could have got in. He could not have flown in through the window; John knew
enough of the species to know that. But how unlikely it was, how astonishing and wonderful, that it should have
found its way over the threshold of his cell, the door of which was so seldom open. It was a miracle.
John approached carefully in order not to frighten the tiny object. He silently let himself down on the wrctched
bed, knelt down in his prison trousers and looked closely at this living thing which had been given him for his
delight. The little creature moved his six, finely articulated little brown legs one after the other and struggled on
over the rough pile of the blanket. Sometimes he patiently stopped to rest. His green-gold wing cases shone in the
evening light, the little shield on his neck glanced and shimmered like a precious jewel, his feelers moved more
tenderly and silently than anything in the world and his projecting eyes peered about him.
You can’t possibly see me, John thought, I am like a mountain to you, like a whole range of mountains, you
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little, little one. But I can see you, you bring me joy and a hint of liberty and you are so beautiful. But even if you
were ugly and stank and stung me, I would still be kind to you, and you would still lie in my heart. Let me touch
you, let me feel the living gold on your wings, my saviour, my beauty,—and he carefully stretched out a trembling
finger.
Then the second miracle happened. The beetle seemed to realize his presence, to feel that he was a man. It
seemed dismayed. Then it made a clumsy turn in the heavy wool and came straight towards John Abrecht, straight
towards his breast, as he knelt there.
*
Who can say whether it is possible or merely a childish dream, to tame an insect, to win its love and to make it
one’s friend? What do we know? We do not know what passes in the fibre of the branch that we break across our
knees, we do not know what repercussions follow from the splintering of a stone, thrown by a child. We know
nothing. We wash the sleep out of our eyes and go on with our concerns in deadly earnest, we warm our bodies
with food and embrace a woman whose warmth pleases us and who is as strange to us as a tree or stone or an
animal, we get up and go to bed again in ignorance deeper than before. We know nothing..
It was enough for John Abrecht to believe that he had won the affection of the little gold beetle. It was now his
whole life. The days he had to spend in solitary confinement were now the best. But even the other days when he
only returned to his cell at evening were tolerable, for they were shortened by anticipation.
He had to fight for his gleaming treasure. He listened, tense in every. nerve for the warder’s step in case he
might take them both by surprise; and he suffered thirst in doing without his drink of water, for the pweter jug was
the only hiding place the cell contained. He emptied it secretly and silently and in its moist earthenware depth the
gold beetle sat all day long, waiting for him. He sat among the grasses and faded flowers which his human friend
secretly brought up to him from his walks in the prison yard. They played together. The tiny creature clambered
gently over the man’s finger; its touch was soft, it was never afraid. And it nibbled at a grass stalk or sucked at a
dandelion which the man held out to him.
John Abrecht was perfectly right in his head. He knew what it was he loved; just a little beetle, whose life
would end with the summer. But his own torment would end with the summer too and then his tiny companion
would lead him to the threshold of life and hand him over to all those creatures to whom John had dedicated his
energies of love. What did it matter whence the joy came? It had come to him on the verge of his blackest despair,
and why should he analyze it and ask more of this particle of life that gleamed so consolingly in the light of the
estranging summer days?
I cannot show you enough love, precious little one, he thought, I cannot be kind enough to you, for you do not
understand all. But even if you no longer lived and moved your little legs, my jewel, I would still stretch out my
arms to love and cherish the earth to which you had returned.
*
On one of his days of solitary confinement, John Abrecht was kneeling with his friend on the stone floor. It
was about noon and he had put his bowl down in front of him and the beetle was amusing himself by making the
circuit of its edge. Sometimes John held his forefinger across his path; then the little creature stopped, seemed to
glance sideways and moved his foremost and shortest pair of legs as though in fun.
The door creaked and shut again. John jumped up and looked with mortal dread into the warder’s angry face.
His forehead was redder than usual and his flat eyes gleamed and his little mouth was nothing but a pinched white
stre.ak. Abrecht knew at once that concealment was over and that the man had been watching him. He raised his
hands in clumsy supplication and looked not unlike the little creature he wanted to protect. He tried to speak.
“Shut your mouth,” the warder said. “Show me what you’ve got there.”
“Don’t, don’t!” Abrecht stammered. “Don’t hurt him!”
The warden bent down and picked up the little creature, who had sat waiting on the edge of the bowl, gave a
passing glance at the creeping thing in his hand, then let it fall to the ground and squashed it with his boot. You
could hear the crunch.
“That will teach you to amuse yourself.”
John Abrecht sank down on the stool in the corner. He sat with his face in his hands and did not move. He sat
for half a minute with his nails boring into his temples, holding himself in with all his strength.
“Jump to it and clean it up,” the warder said, giving him a push.
Abrecht got up with his eyes fixed to the ground and obediently took the floor cloth from the corner. The boot
had done its business well. There was only a patch on the floor, black mangled limbs and a little discolored blood.
A single scrap of one wing case could be distinguished and the gilded lacquer gleamed out from the darkness of
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destruction.
John carefully wiped it all up, without raising his eyes. The warder found nothing further to say and with
another glance round went out, not satisfied even yet.
*
The man little knew how near death had been to his hairy throat in that half minute. He little knew why
Abrecht’s hands had bored so furiously into his temples. He had deprived a prisoner of a pastime. Duty was duty.
Basta!
But the best pastime on this earth is hatred. Everybody knows that. The blockheads of every nation have
known that since time immemorial. They occupy their vacant hours in hating and abusing other nations, and how
can a man be aware of monotony or even of the passing of the days when his heart has once penetrated to the
hellish depths of another’s heart and come up again from that deep shaft like a bucket filled to the brim with the
lust for revenge?
Two months lay between Abrecht and his release. They were no more to him than one brief torch-lit night. He
stood and walked and worked and cleaned himself and his cell automatically and without a care, feeling with a
terrible joy how the flames ate deeper and deeper into his vitals. He could crouch hour after hour on his stool, or
lie in the dark under his blanket, revolving the same words, the same thoughts in his mind. Fifty and five hundred
times over he could mutely repeat the same words:
“How can a human being do that? A man like that must not live. A man like that contaminates the world.”
But he knew too that the man no longer lived. His doom was sealed. It had been all he could do in that half
minute not to kill him. But now it was easy; it cost him no trouble at all to wait. Now there was even a sort of
bitter satisfaction in letting Satan enjoy his bail in the arrogant belief that no danger threatened him.
Imprisonment had not in the least turned his brain. When he cherished and loved the gilded beetle he had been
perfectly sane. He had always been perfectly clear about what he felt: he loved a little gleaming beetle, which was
no longer there and yet stood for everything. Even now he knew quite well what a little thing it was that had
happened: someone had trodden on an insect. He was quite able to realize that there was very little in a
defenceless prisoner’s being deprived, for no reason but spite, of the one wretched joy he possessed.
Nevertheless it typified all that was hateful, despicable and worthy of destruction on earth. Nothing more
insignificant and unimportant could be imagined and yet nothing more tremendous and evil and horrible; and if he
killed that warder, if he broke his contemptible neck for him or stuck a knife into his gullet, he would still be
killing the devil and bruising the serpent’s head; and it had to happen and that was why it would happen, for he
neither knew nor cared what awaited him when the deed was done and that was why he hungered and thirsted for
that moment and would not fail it. Amen. Amen. Amen.
*
John Abrecht made for the center of the town, uncertain of his way and what to do. His clothes hung loosely on
him. His boots felt heavy. His felt hat was too large for his shaven head. He carried a small leather suitcase in his
hand.
It was a fine sunny autumn morning and even the outskirts of the town had a friendly air. Everyone looked
happy and the trams clanked cheerfully by. Before he had crossed more than a street or two he felt that he had
come a long way: no one by that time would dream where he had come from. Taking care not to remove his hat,
he stopped a young fellow. and asked him the time.
“Would you mind telling me the date as well?” he added in ah undertone.
“It’s the 29th of September,” the man said and hurried on.
So they had let him out two days before his time. What generosity after those two years! And he walked on lost
in thought. Finally he stood, clasping his suitcase, on the front platform of a tram. People got on and off, nobody
noticed him, the streets grew more crowded and lively. His eyes rested on a hand-cart heaped with ripe peaches
long after they passed it. Anyone could go up and buy some of the luscious fruit for a few pence. He glanced into
his pocketbook, in which he had a good number of folded notes. He had provided for himself well—in those days.
Perhaps it was the fruit-vendor’s barrow that decided him to get out in the large market place and take a room
in one of the hotels there. The boots took him up the narrow winding staircase, smelling of vegetables and spirits
and wine, to a plainly furnished room high up under the roof. Then there was another interruption: it was the
boots, panting in with a registration paper in his hand. He filled it in carefully and deliberately, giving a false
name and a false address in another town. He noticed he had almost forgotten how to write.
Then he started to unpack his suitcase and it gave him an odd feeling as he took out his washing things, his two
brushes and soap and comb and a little shaving mirror and razor and all that he had so carefully packed as though
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for a two days’ holiday. Everything had been taken from him when he entered the prison and for seven hundred
days his suitcase had lain untouched in store, provided with a label, on which were written the number of a cell
and the date.
Dazed by his sudden release he idly reflected that he, as well as his suitcase, had been laid on one side all this
time, waiting in a state of suspended animation. Now, surely, it must be possible to take up the thread of his life
where he had let it drop.
But no, it was not.
*
He walked to the open window and put both his hands on the iron rail of the low balustrade. Below there was a
happy turmoil of color and noise. The square between the old gabled town hall and the irregular rows of houses to
which his inn belonged was alive with the coming and going of market day; people were going cheerfully about
their business in the sunshine, all the stalls were gay with fruit and flowers and leafy plants; everyone was happy,
want was far away and life seemed easy.
All this lay beneath John’s eyes and at the same time sharply separate from him; it was real and only a few
steps parted him from it, and yet it seemed intangible and unsubstantial. It was the world, actual human existence,
but he had no part in it, not yet. If he had descended the old inn stairs to the sunny square, it would all have
retreated before him and the busy stir of life would still have gone on in the distance.
There was fruit in plenty: the sun had been busy while he had been banished from it. And even now he could
not buy any of that lovely fruit heaped up like solid sunlight—not yet. His eye caught sight of more peaches in a
basket. A peach seemed to him the perfect work of nature. Nature wanted to show once and for all what it was
capable of and so it produced its best in a playful mood—a peach or a swan or a piece of rose-colored crystal. At
school one day he had been taught the meaning of the word peach. It meant Persian fruit. Persia! The dream of a
sea voyage, foreign lands and southern suns passed dimly before his eyes. He might not stretch out his hands to
part the veil yet, but the hour was near.
His spirits rose and he looked more closely at the gay scene below him. He saw a stall-holder playing with his
dog. He was a robust man of fifty in a sweater with a tweed cap on his head; the dog, a playful little animal with
flop ears that were much too big for it and too long a tail. Its forefeet were on a vegetable basket and the man was
teasing it with a bunch of carrots. The dog enjoyed the game; it lifted first one and then the other of its short front
legs to pat comically at the yellow bundle. Suddenly its mastar threw the carrots away, grasped him by one ear
and laughed right in his black face. At that he broke loose and began to bark with all his might and ran excitedly
round and round the stall.
But John was no longer looking. As he watched the dog playfully patting with its front legs, the veil was
suddenly torn from his eyes and his actual situation rose before him. He knew what it was that still parted him
from the world and from the future. He heard the crunching on the stone floor; he heard those pitiless and
unspeakably brutal words; he saw those yellow eyes and that boot grinding on the floor. The world was full again
of the pestilential breath of the most evil, the lowest of mankind; and his pulses throbbed again with a terrible
hatred and an indeflectible lust of vengeance. No consideration, no thoughts of prudence could stem the
vehemence of that necessity. It would be easier to hold back the sea with a rope.
“I shall kill him,” he told himself.
For the first time he uttered what he had known for weeks was his resolve. He carefully shut the window and
bolted the door as though someone outside might break in on his thoughts. Then he sat down in the middle of the
room at the empty table and leaning his forehead in one hand he began methodically and calmly to make his
plans.
*
Next day he had an exhaustive interview at the Emigration Office. From there he went to the Consulate of a
South American State and was politely given full details by.the official, an elderly German. There he booked his
passage for a not far distant date and made arrangements with the depository where his things were stored. That.
night he began to make investigations. There was need of much methodical reconnaissance before he could be
certain of achieving his aim. Not far from the prison, a little further out along the uncompleted suburban road,
there was an inn called the Concord, frequented by the prison staff. It was here that the warders sat over beer and
cards; and from this low-ceilinged and stuffy inn-parlor, where they sat in comfort, they returned to carry out their
duties or to the cowardly satisfaction of their worst instincts. Night after night John hung about the place; twice he
even went in and quietly drank his beer without being recognized and listened to the jailers’ commonplace talk—
to judge from which they might just as well have been rate-collectors or tobacconists.
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He examined with particular care the stretch of road that led to the prison. After a short distance, in the
direction of the town, a narrow lane went off to the left, leading between the outer wall of the prison and a long
black warehouse. It was by this lane that the warders reached the back entrance of the prison.
John knew the daily routine of the prison and soon he had ascertained the rotation in which they went for their
nightly refreshment in the public bouse. Only one thing remained—to come upon his victim when he was
unaccompanied. In order to be sure, he made a test ambush.
He took up his station in the lane towards nine o’clock, squeezing himself up against the darkness of the
warehouse door, and waited. Not far from him there was a dim oil lamp projecting from the prison wall on an iron
bracket. Anyone who turned off the road along the lane could be clearly recognized. Soon a warder came along, a
tall lean fellow. As soon as he passed under the light of the lamp, John noticed the grave and decent expression of
his long face. Why couldn’t he have been my warder, he thought quietly, and then this load would not have lain on
my heart. The, man walked steadily on and rang the bell at the gate. The gate opened and shut behind him.
“Yes, I should not have had to kill him,” he said to himself as he lay in wait.
The thought inspired a calm regret f(jr the part he had to play but not any pity at all for the condemned man.
What lay before him did not, follow from a resolve which he could alter at will: there was no choice. That man
and the nameless evil he represented stood between John and the world. It was impossible to advance one single
step into real life before this barrier had been overthrown.
Actually, this barrier was not outside him at all; it was not a man with his feet on the ground; it was in
Abrecht’s blood as a terrible clot of hatred and nausea and contempt. His life was held from day to day only on
that condition. Strength was given him only to do that deed. Only when that clot had been dispersed and washed
away would he be free to breathe and live his life and love. Only then would his blood course calmly and gently
through his veins.
He remembered a school friend of his, who had been dangerously ill; the doctor had diagnosed blood
poisoning and given him a mercury injection and cured him. John remembered distinctly what an impression it
had made on him; he had imagined the cooling stream of dimly shining silver coursing through the boy’s blood
and gently carrying away all the poisonous germs. That’s how it would be with him when his deed was done.
At that moment he saw his victim coming. A short heavy tread came along the lane and soon Abrecht saw the
flat brutal face, the eyes, the moustache and the chin lit up for a moment by the lamp! He came on singing and
suspecting nothing. John heard the words of a popular song in that hideous voice.
“It needn’t be flannel,” he sang as he passed Abrecht’s motionless figure. “Though I daresay it will be,” the
voice went on. He laughed at the absurdity of the words, which the filthy idiot had no doubt got wrong; he
laughed silently from scorn and hatred and the luxury of triumph as he thought how the man had brushed
shoulders in his besotted complacency with his irrevocable doom.
There was a ring at the bell, the gate opened and slammed to again with a dull echo.
*
Next morning he took a local train. First it went through the ugly industrial outskirts and then for nearly an
hour through pleasant rolling country. He got out and took the road for Hochberg.
The autumn fields lay brown and deserted in the clear air and John quite enjoyed the walk in spite of his thick
dark suit. Soon he came to the spot where the road turned off and ascended a gentle hill towards Hochberg.
This was the place, he thought, as he looked at the empty silent field, on which then the sheaves had been
standing and where his fate had overtaken him.
If I had only passed an hour later, he thought, my life would have gone on as usual; or if I had taken another
road, or if it had not been so hot, or if the girl had had to stay at home peeling potatoes. It is on such things a
man’s destiny turns; everything is luck, whether good or bad.
But even while he thought this and looked at the reaped stubble field he knew that it was foolish to talk of
luck. It was utterly impossible to think away that disaster or to cancel those two years in prison; his life had been
directed and turned aside by some higher power, by some obscure, and all powerful decree. Even if it was open to
him to wish what was done undone, did not a secret instinct of his being accept and endorse every turn of fate?
Did he not meet with composure his crime and his punishment, his imprisonment and his liberty, his homelessness
and the promise of the unknown? He welcomed all, good and bad alike.
But no, not one thing—not the heartless cruelty of that malicious devil who murdered the defenceless. Room
could be found for all in a heart which did not quail, which was ready to be overthrown, to suffer hunger, sorrow
and pain, to be forsaken arid lost and repulsed. But one thing alone could not be tolerated. That man must die. A
red mist rose before John’s eyes. He no longer saw the place where his destiny had been accomplished: the field
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had vanished from his eyes.
He broke off and took the road to Hochberg. When he got there he enquired his way to the farm and nobody
noticed him as he went along the road. Only a few there had ever khown him and people quickly forget. Soon he
arrived at the farm, which had a moderately prosperous air.
The farmer was sitting at a table in the kitchen. John gave his name quietly, ready for a rough reception. But
nothing of the sort occurred. The man only said yes and what did he want. John put his question in few words.
“Well,” the farmer said, still without getting up, “well, I don’t know. The story’s all forgotten now and it would
be a pity perhaps to rake it up again, and you won’t get your job back again, I suppose?”
“No, that’s true,” Abrecht said, surprised at the man’s composure. Where had the anger gone that had flung
him into a criminal’s cell? Two years were an eternity. Was one still the same person after two years? He too was
quite unmoved at the sight of his former enemy.
“Would you like to see Joanna?” he went on to ask. “I’ll call her.”
He got up and crossed the yard to the door of a barn and John could see through the window that he stood still
and said something through the door. So her name, was Joanna. He had forgotten that or never known it. But now
it seemed to him that having the same names was a barrier to their union. It was certainly a foolish notion but it
seemed to rule out all idea of their marrying. It was not to be.
The girl came in with her father. Abrecht would scarcely have recognized her. He would very likely not have
noticed her in a crowd. She had grown into a lanky girl, neither pretty nor plain. Now that autumn had come she
was not even particularly sunburnt and it was her sunburnt complexion that his memory had so long held fast. She
looked aside in embarrassment as she held out her hand.
“I wanted to ask your forgiveness, Miss Joanna,” he said. She obviously did not know what to reply and
muttered almost unintelligibly:
“Oh, it doesn’t matter.”
“I have already told your father that I would gladly make you all amends. I asked him whether he would like
us to marry.”
She looked up at him for the first time; she too had never realized what he looked like and she was surprised
by his grave lean face.
“I don’t know, Mr. Abrecht,” she murmured. “People have pretty well forgotten all about it now.”
“Besides, there’s another man who wants to marry her,” her father said from his chair. “She’s young yet, only
seventeen.”
“I see,” said Abrecht. “Well, I wish you happiness. I am very glad that I have not ruined your life. I thought a
lot about you, in there, Miss Joanna.” At this she looked him full in the face.
“Did you have a very bad time?” she asked gently.
“Oh no,” he replied vaguely. He was now a free man and there was little more to detain him in the room; he
had only his further offer of a sum of money to make. And he had to ask twice whether this was agreeable to
them. Joanna’s only reply was to look at him curiously and with bewilderment, but her father went into the
proposal without thanking him or expressing any surprise, just as though it was a matter he had been counting on
all the time. When it was settled, there seemed nothing further to say.
“My wife and son have gone to Lengenau market,” her father said at last. “But will you have a cup of coffee,
Mr. Abrecht?”
John declined, but the girl had already gone out, apparently relieved that the interview was over.. After a few
minutes she came back with two jugs and a cup and a loaf of very white, fragrant, milk bread. John ate and drank
while the other two looked on. Scarcely anything more was said, for there was nothing more to say. At last
Abrecht took out his timetable from his pocket.
“If I drive you to the station you can catch the three-sixteen,” the farmer said. John again tried to decline,
feeling rather sadly what a mockery it all was. But again the farmer had already left the room to put the horse
in.\fn{In its traces; to harness it to a conveyance}
“I’ll come with you, Father,” his daughter called after him. They drove to the station, the farmer smoking, the
girl beside him and John on the back seat all by himself like a gentleman. He looked at the farmer’s broad back
and his daughter’s narrower shoulders, wrapped in a shawl, and her hat adorned with yellow flowers, put on in his
honor, and perched awkwardly on the top of her head like a plate. They drove through the village and on to the
cross roads. They came to the undulating field. But neither father nor daughter looked at that stretch of fallow of
theirs and John, who was lost in thought with his chin on his chest, did not notice till long afterwards that they had
passed it.
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At five o’clock he was back again in his inn and at eight he went his way through the dusk. He did not notice
the coolness of the evening, he did not notice the passers-by who were off to rest or amuse themselves after the
toils of the day. He walked all the way to give his limbs occupation and even so it was all he could do not to run
headlong to his destination.
He had had to put restraint and compulsion on himself day after day; he had had to damp down the furnace
within him in order to arrange everything with composure. But now that he gave the flames their head, now that
they might leap up and destroy, every moment of waitmg cramped and tortured him. His whole body now was
nothing but the instrument of revenge, his eyes were riveted on their mark, and his hands were only weapons of
destruction. His whole being ached with the lust to destroy. So longs a man on the rack for the end of his torture,
so longs the lover for the arms of one woman alone, so longs the dying man in the glare of the desert for the water
he cannot find.
But Abrecht knew where to find it; the cure of his raging fever was certain and the cure was near at hand. He
broke into a run and reached his destination long before it was prudent. But the dusk concealed him as he stood
motionless at his post and at last he controlled even his breath and his thumping heart so that he could listen with
all his ears. No one came past. He saw the gloomy prison wall and the dreary light of the lamp. He felt in his
pocket for the strong-handled knife but as soon as his hand closed on it he knew that he would not need it.
Nothing, not even steel should come between him and his vengeance.
“I shall strangle him,” he told himself in a whisper. In the darkness he clenched his right hand with all the
strength that possessed him.
“I am strong enough to split a rock,” he went on without knowing whether his lips had formed the words.
It occurred to him that he was not carrying out his plans after all. He had left his disguise behind in his room
over the market place, a false beard and a mask of black cloth. But even if he had remembered them he would not
have made use of them. He confronted his fate on the great day, the day of fulfilment: he would have gone to meet
it naked.
In his frenzy he listened backwards into time and that brutal voice spoke in his ear, straight into his brain. He
heard it saying:
“I’ll teach you to amuse yourself, you skunk. We’ll see about that. Jump to it and clean it up.” And the sound.
of crunching.
Then there were footfalls in the lane, hurried and out of step, and in the light of the lamp Abrecht saw two of
the warders on their way back to the prison, talking as they walked along.
One was the man with the long kindly fate; the other he did not know. They passed, rang the bell, and
vanished. Supposing the man he waited for was not alone. How easily it might happen in spite of all his foresight!
It was a possibility, but it would not happen. The tremendous tension of the last hours could never be repeated,
could not come and go in vain. The world was not so lavish.
From that moment onwards he stood in complete composure, in the stillness of death, and waited. He was
nothing but one iron muscle, taut and ready for the spring.
*
He was coming. He heard the step he knew from the dreary days of imprisonment, short, hard and hostile. Yes,
there he came and alone. John saw him pass beneath the lamp and now he had only twenty paces to go, now only
five. John stood there—nothing but a tool, ready to seize and clench. Now he had him, heaven be praised, at last,
at last!
In one leap he was out of his hiding place and both his hands were round his enemy’s throat, wrenching him
round. The man tried to cry out in his mortal terror, but the sound was throttled in his throat; he fought, tried to get
a grip, tried to get in a blow, but the iron hands kept their throttlehold and held him at arms’ length, and his short
arms beat the air. His cap fell to the ground and the light of the lamp lit up his short hair, standing up like a brush,
and his contorted face.
And John saw him.
His whole strength was concentrated in the clench of his hands, but his eye remained clear and his mind kept
its sinister composure.
Silence fell. Scarcely a gurgle came from his throat. A squeak like that of a mouse or some tiny animal was all
he could get out. His small mouth was open and his tongue quivered in the small opening between his sharp, dirty
teeth. But those flat eyes protruded as though at any moment they would be squeezed from his head. John saw all
this; he saw the man wilt and he knew that the end and unconsciousness would be the work of a moment and that
his strength amply sufficed to bring this end about. But he did not relent. He, with his hands round the throat of
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the beast, was more than just an individual person taking his revenge.
There was an oppressive calm in John’s heart. The impulse, the tremendous and agonizing impulse, the urge
for release through an act of revenge was still there; only death, with its last gurgle, its last quiver, could do away
with it. It was this frenzied speechless longing that gave his throttling hands their strength. He must press on to.
the end, he must finish it off, he must kill.
But then John began to speak. Holding the man at arms’ length, he spoke into his tortured jowl in a cold, clear
and controlled voice and heard his own words as thougb they were another’s.
“I have got you. Do you hear? Do you know who I am? You have got to die. Do you see what I am doing to
you? I am squeezing your life out in my hands. You will live only a few seconds more and they will be frightful.
But not half frightful enough. For you are a devil, the lowest and filthiest, of God’s creatures. A bit of filth, so
cruel and horrible that there is no punishment meet for you. Strangling is not bad enough, nothing is bad enough
for you. You deserve to have every one of your bones broken one by one. Your hide ought to be cut in strips. Your
flesh ought to be plucked from you with pincers, you torturer, you hangman, you cowardly brute. What have they,
who serve their sentences in there, done to you? What have I done to you? Do you think, you devil, that there is
no justice in the world? Did you think you could go on doing as you pleased? No, your end has come: You have
done too much evil. You are not a human being, you are the serpent, you are all that is vile and evil in the world.
Your pestilential breath fills the world and there is no breathing as long as you are in it. But I shall put you out, I
shall strangle you. You shall be no more.”
He was pulled forward and this told him that the man’s knees had given way. He lay at his feet with his bloated
face turned upwards in bestial despair, his eyes turned up and nearly extinct, his parched mouth open and his
tongue protruding. John was neither shaken nor moved by the sight: his rage even increased. He tried to tighten
the clench of his deadly grip with all the force of hatred, contempt and suffering that he had gone through. He
bent down and spat out his words against the dying mask and now his voice was no longer clear, no longer
controlled: it was an inhuman voice that screamed and broke.
“Do you still know me or have you passed out? Open your eyes and look at me. I am the man you tormented
and now I am doing you in. I am thc prisoner in cell 93. Do you remember the birds? Yes, I used to listen to them
singing. That was me and it gave me pleasure and it’s me who is murdering you now. And then you went and
covered the grating and as you could still hear them you went to the Governor and. had me moved to another cell
and you pushed me and you insulted me and you shouted at me and you mocked me and you chucked my food at
me and you reviled me and tortured and tormented me—me, a defenceless man. There, now die, now gasp and
struggle for your last mouthful of air. There, there, do you feel me? But you shall know exactly what you are
dying for. Shall I tell you? You are dying for a beetle, a little beetle. … What was I but a poor miserable wretch? I
had nothing in the world. I was next door to going crazy. Another day or two and I should have gone crazy. And
then a joy came to me, a little joy that rescued me. What was that joy, eh? It was a beetle, an insect, a thing so
small you could scarcely see it. And I loved it and rejoiced in it. I played with it and spoke to it and taught it to
know me and that poor little thing was my whole world. In my wretchedness, it was all, everything. And it was
that you took from me. It was that you flung on the ground and trod on with your dirty boot. Can God have made
a man like you? Is he to live? No. He must get out of it. His breath must cease. So give it up now, your last, last
gasp …”
And with his iron grip round the dying jailer’s throat he hissed in his face in a ghastly imitation of his voice:
“What have you got there? Give it up! I’ll teach you. There, clean it up.”
*
But suddenly in the midst of the thunderous haze of his vengeance, a great light came to John Abrecht, a light
from God. He saw the man beneath him, now weak with his agony, unconscious, sinking fast, move his two arms;
He saw those two short arms signalling for help, imploring mercy, moving uncertainly and feebly, two feelers of a
dying creature. A sick child moves its arms like that when it wants something or a tiny, unconscious insect its thin
legs.
A gentle current streamed through John’s hair and body and hands. His grasp loosened, his muscles all relaxed
and a cool air of sea and stars blew through his breast. The man at his feet sank speechless to the ground and John
stood up and took a deep breath, a quiver between tears and laughter ran over his lank face and he leaned upright
against the prison wall.
He stood there with his murderous hands pressed flatly to his chest. It was only for a few moments, which, for
all he knew, might have been an instant or an age, and his whole being was released and renewed by a gentle and
magical power; by a current of silver in his veins. He was unable to think; later, later on he would be able to think.
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He resigned himself and was healed and overwhelmed by a happiness beyond words—illumination, release and
mercy. .
He opened his eyes and bent over a lifeless form lying on its face. He took it carefully by the shoulders and
raised it up. The man’s breast rose and fell and his features, though his eyes were shut, stirred. John knelt over
him, resting his weight on his arm, and watched him as he came back to life in the dreary light of the lamp.
Abrecht held the man’s body with hands that forgot what they had done; he saw the man with eyes that had never
seen him before. He had a funny little mouth half open, a childish little mouth with small sharp teeth and an
underlip that drooped pathetically.
He began cautiously massaging his temples while he supported him with his left arm. And after a few moments
he opened his eyes. They were dim and saw nothing as yet and shut again. His breath came in gasping spasms.
John went quietly and slowly and methodically on with his task, as though he were alone in the world with his
patient, as though no path led back to the ways of mankind. Sometimes he had to stop and draw in his breath to
master a sense of bliss that threatened to reduce him to weakness.
Suddenly he noticed that the man was looking at him. He had come back to life and his whole body revived
and gained resistance. Abrecht let him go and getting slowly to his feet retreated a step or two. He saw the look of
mortal fear in the other man’s eyes; he would gladly have reassured and consoled him, but he knew that this could
not be and so he left him there with a rueful smile.
The jailer got shakily to his feet. He Ieant against the wall of the shed with gaping eyes and hands splayed out
behind him. Then he staggered on his way, still expecting his assailant to follow him, and slowly made for the
prison gate. John too walked away, lost in thought, still incapable of grasping the situation—back into the world.
*
But as he went back into the town his thoughts still remained behind and dwelt on his victim with feelings of
mercy, and joy that he was alive after all. No anxiety was mingled with his feelings. The man might raise a hue
and cry, hunt him down and have him imprisoned; but that fateful night would not end so. Even if it did he would
accept it. Nothing could take away what it had given him. He went on his way without fear even though he did
not know how ample his protection was.
For the jailer when he reached the little gate in the wall and gained his quarters had no thought of pursuit. He
lay down, shivering with fright and cold. His wife gave him some tea and as she grumblingly brought it to him in
bed she saw for the first time the piteous expression of his face. She questioned him, rather casually, it is true, for
his goings-on interested her very little. But he did not dare tell.her what had happened. He still felt that the horror
might rise up again and stand before him if he mentioned it; he still felt the iron grip at his throat and hid himself
in the bedclothes, pursued even into his bed by anguish and terror.
But in the middle of the night when he woke from sleep with a scream, he told her all about it. His wife was
indignant at the assault and insisted:that the man should be caught and punished. But he protested with horror and
raised his cowardly hands in the flickering candle-light.
“No, no!”he screamed. “If they catch him he’ll come back and murder me in his cell!” And he made his wife
swear not to breathe a word of what had happened. She gave him her promise for the sake of peace.
Next day he was sick and unable to get up. He trembled when he saw the branches of the elm stirring in the
breeze outside the window. He screamed when the door opened and his wife and the prison doctor came in. And
even when after a few days he left his bed and tried to resume his duties, he was no longer the same man. He was
afraid of the prisoners and scarcely dared to be alone with any one of them; he started when a bunk he had himself
let down fell with a clatter into its socket.
It soon became obvious that he was no longer fit to carry out his duties. The authorities, who considered that
his conduct as a warder had been exemplary, took the trouble to get a post for him in the war museum. There he
wandered round, silent and apprehensive, amidst the symbols of faded glory and the instruments of another kind
of brutality. His duties were light and he had more leisure than before, but this was no consolation to him. It was
no pleasure to him to get home early to the even more confined quarters he now occupied. His wife, loveless and
cantankerous before, was short-tempered and felt bitter resentment against him now that, having lost his only
redeeming quality of a semi-military status, he sat moodily and broken-spirited in their wretched dwelling,
preventing her by his presence from indulging in those endless hours of gossip with the neighbours which had
been her one delight. .
She was angry with him also because his collapse forced her to look to every penny. His new post was easier
but worse paid, and what he could earn in tips was not worth mentioning. Those who visited the war museum
were not the sort of people to be free with their money. They were chiefly school children, herded round by their
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teachers or else in little troops on their own and up to any mischief; or lower middle-class people and junior
officials, chiefly concerned in detecting stains of dried blood and deciphering the heroic emblems on the banners;
or soldiers with their servant-girls. If by any chance a prosperous stranger came along and looked with interest at
the rubbish-heap of glory and asked a question, he found that the attendant only gave a brief, confused and
taciturn reply which showed very clearly that he knew nothing about it. The visitor then went on with a nod, and
the wretched man shambled through the cold rooms beneath the bright tatters of standards and flags, among pikes
and cannon and all the other mouldering instruments of death.
*
When John Abrecht reached the middle of the town he sat down on a bench in the garden of a large cheerful
square. It had been a fine, hot day, one of those with which summer takes its leave, and many people were still up
and enjoying the cool night air. There were only a few coup1es strolling along the paths and talking in whispers,
but in the streets outside people were sitting in front of the cafés with variously colored drinks in front of them,
talking and laughing. The distance lent beauty to the scene and the sound of a violin accompanied the voices and
gave them harmony. The sun blinds of the cafés and the large-leaved exotic plants in the garden gave the square a
foreign look and the emerald of the mown grass had an exotic luxuriance, lit up by the unnatural light of. the tall
arc lamps.
As John sat looking at all this there was peace in his heart; he had come a tremendous distance on his way, he
had reached his goal and now enjoyed a brief, delicious rest; the luxury of release after long torture filled his heart
and the singing tones of the distant violin and the subdued richness of the turf were one with it. He looked across
the expanse of exotic-looking grass and smiled, and a verse came to his mind which he had learnt as a child:
Here Peace herds her white lambs.

He sat and rested. The night wore on; the voices died away one by one, the music ceased without him noticing,
the light of some of the oil lamps was extinguished, dark shadows stretched across the emerald grass and a cool
breeze stroked the bushes.
What was it I went through tonight, there in that lane, he thought to himself as he got up. What a moment it
was! I shall never forget it. It is something that exceeds all thought. Besides, I have never learnt to think. But even
if I were learned and wise I could never get to the bottom of it, for it lies beyond all words and beyond all thought.
What was it? I hated him and meant to kill him and then he raised his arms, and moved them like this … and
then I understood it all. Was it because he reminded me of the gilded beetle? Yes, that was it partly. The beetle
moved his brown legs like that when we played together and then he crushed him with his boot. But it was not
only that. As he raised his arms in that imploring way he looked like a little child in its cot. I too must have done
the same at home when I was little. We are all more alike than we think, and where is the dividing line? Who can
take his own measure and separate and distinguish himself or say he is this or that and this is good and that is bad?
Yes, that, more or less, is what I felt there in the lane suddenly entering into me and gently coursing through my
veins. But it was something even better and greater, I believe, only there are no words for it …
That jailer was once a little child and at the moment of death he became a child again and he cannot help all
that lies between. Probably he does not know he is evil and cruel. Probably he thinks he does right. And the beetle
that comforted me in my cell, he too is not there only for consolation and beauty; I know quite well he does not
live on the flowers one brings him and does not endure captivity in a water jug with patience: He hunts little
beetles and eats caterpillars and tiny snails and defenceless naked worms and who am I to judge and say this is
good and that is bad—set myself up as a judge and an avenger? I assaulted a girl in a field on a hot day and today
I have nearly committed a murder. I did not commit it, but what held me back? A miracle, the grace of God.
Certainly I think that, in spite of lust and murder, I am a little better than that man. Possibly I would not torture a
defenceless man, but what authority can I claim, what judgment can I invoke, where is the judge’s bench to which
one can appeal?
Is there such a court? Who knows in whose ear all voices make a concord? There the good is a high, clear note,
the bad a deep and mighty bass. Who knows, who knows? Do we not think sometimes, did I not think, tonight in
the lane, that I suddenly heard that harmony? As though a brief burst of music came through a suddenly opened
door. Then we know at once how small and narrow and stupid all our thoughts and judgments are.
Yes, I felt tonight that I knew where my path led and could never lose it again. As though the silver curent of
truth coursed in my blood and would never fail me all my life. But is it so? Do I now know more of the forces that
are at work in me, do I know better my place in the great plan?
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Do I know his? Why was he made as he was, that man I wanted to kill? Why has he that mouth, that chin and
that eye? Who is he? What is his business here? He lives his life knowing nothing of himself, and when he
vanishes what does it amount to? It amounts to life, life! Welcome bad and good alike!
A gust blew through the bushes and trees. John took a deep breath.
Yes, that is it. Ugly and beautiful, good, bad, all is welcome! Oh life! I am still young. You spread out before
me, a vast and radiant expanse with all your vicissitudes and terrors. I set out on my voyage with the strength of
youth still in me and with a new blessing, ready to meet you in your might, you and all your creatures, and call
you friend.
118.280 On The Farm\fn{by Hans Friedrich Blunck (1888-1961)} Altona, Hamburg, Germany (M) 6
The colt was an ungainly, playful creature; it took the farmer and the carter at Babenhof all their time to hold
him while they gave him one more grooming and a last combing of his mane and tail. He was the pride of the
farm, a two-year-old, strong-limbed, white-maned, and he was just off to the town to be shown for the first time,
in the colts’ class. The farmer wanted to show him himself; but a tragedy had happened on the farm a few days
before and he felt it was his duty to remain on the place until things had settled down again. What he meant by
settling down Kersten himself did not know: nobody can restore the dead to life.
The colt took the business of being smartened up and groomed as an invitation to play; he danced about,
plucked at the young man’s shirt with his lips, laid back his ears and tried to snatch the farmer’s hat.
“Take care he doesn’t kick, Bernd!”
But Bernd did not listen. He was silent and abstracted. He looked so smart in his black suit and hard hat that
Kersten couldn’t help smiling. Then he remembered why the man had tbat drawn look of suspense about his eyes:
he was thinking of the tragedy that had taken place on the farm. He himself had been haunted for some days past
by the thought of retribution. Perhaps both of them—they were very alike in the hard, strong set of the chin, in
their hair and high-set eyebrows—were full of the same thought that would not let them rest.
“Bernd!”
Bernd turned his head towards the farmyard, where the empty waggons were coupled. Kersten too glanced
across; he knew now why the young man had that look of sinister gloom, a look, rather, of one who had been
roused to fury: Johann Kortmann had come to fetch the borrowed waggons.
The carter crossed the yard, leading the colt. Their neighbor at the same moment bent over the waggon pole. It
was just as well! The carter was to have married the dead girl and it was Kortmann’s fault that all was over—it
seemed to Kersten scarcely believable that a girl like her, always busy, always looking ahead, such a capable
housekeeper, should have lost courage and taken her life.
Kersten followed Bernd anxiously with his eyes as he led the colt towards the gate. At that moment he too felt
the urge to wreak vengeance on their neighbor, even at the cost of life and liberty. The carter turned into the road
without a word to Kortmann, untied the halter of the old chestnut mare, got on her back and rode off with the colt
on a leading rein. The farmer was relieved to see him go.
*
Kersten lived on very close terms with his farm hands; he knew how to take them. As often happens in the
north of Germany, he had followed a profession before retiring to the ancestral farm: he had been a barrister and
got to know many sides of life, good and bad, just and unjust. His wife and son had died, one after the other, a few
years before, and so, finding life out in the world distasteful, he came back to the farm with his daughter, who was
still only a child. It was a fine big farm, just the place to tempt a man who had led a busy, varied life to try out
new systems of farming.
His years in the town lay far behind him: Kersten was a farmer again, and if ever he left the place it was either
as a representative of the farming interest or to transact some business for someone in the village.
This time it was his own farm that was overtaken by misfortune; the maidservant—she was to have married the
head-carter, Bernd Burmeister, that year—had taken her own life. Nobody would say why, but everybody knew.
Kersten hurried indoors as though pursued by his thoughts. He kept accounts of certain experiments in
cropping the land and made careful reports on them to the County Council. This year he was proud of some colts
he had bred. The one Bernd was taking to the show was the pick of them. But he wanted to report also on some
other experiments he had made at Babenhof, particularly his maize, which even up there in the north he had sown
for many years and succeeded with better every year.
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He looked up from his writing table as he caught sight of an old cottage woman, who for the last few days
since the girl’s death had been house-keeper at the farm; she was calling the poultry, and little Marie, Kersten’s
child, was helping and shouting for joy. It was funny to see how the ducks tumbled over themselves in their haste;
and the way the pigeons called to each other and swooped down from the dove-cote was a charming sight, and
then the behavior of the three cocks as they displayed the corn to their hens with as much astonishment as though
they had only just discovered the providence that supplied their needs. Such a picking and pecking, scratching.and
chucking, such a scuttling and flutter of wings, all to be first where the corn fell thickcst.
The bright plumage and vainglory of the lords and masters of the farmyard made a brave show. The geese were
late and came up in a rush, beating their wings, and even the turkey-cock, who scorned to be seen among the
common fry, led up his three wives, taking good care at the same time that they did not strut with undue haste or
break into a run. He approached with dignity, gobbling as he came, his throat flushed red with exertion or selfcontrol, but his arrogance was rewarded; besides, he knew very well that he and his wives would not be forgotten.
But the child found his over-weening pride so comic that she suddenly emptied all the corn out of her skirt just
to be able to laugh her fill.
“Look at his lordship arriving!” she shouted, pointing with both hands. Apparently a raised voice and laughter,
even though a child’s, were unseemly; for old Frau Dierk intervened at once:
“Sh, sh!”
Marie nodded, looked round and then ran quickly indoors. Why had she run away? Frau Dierk too drew herself
up and looked fixedly across at the cart sheds. Johann Kortmann was coming along with a lurching stride.
“He walks like a murderer,” flashed through the farmer’s head. What nonsense, he thought next moment; if
you don’t keep an open mind, who in the whole village is going to keep his head? But he could not help clenching
his fists. If only, he thought, he might just give that fellow one punch in the jaw or spit in his face or do something
outrageous!
Johann Kortmann was embarrassed by the old lady’s greeting. She let him come up to her without saying a
word: she just stood there without winking. The young man did not know what to say; he held out a cord that had
broken, smiled sheepishly at the broken ends and looked up again at Frau Dierk.
“Got a rope?” he asked at last.
The old woman shook her head almost imperceptib!y; she neither spoke nor moved. Johann Kortmann turned
away abashed. Kersten had marked the ingratiating smile; and now he was overcome by pity. He’s not to be
envied either, poor devil, he thought.
Next moment he felt merciless. Hadn’t Johann Kortmann known that the carter and the young servant-girl
were going to be married? Everyone in the village knew that the drawings for their cottage on the farm had been
passed and the stonemason told to get to work. What business had this neighbor of theirs to make free with what
was another’s?
No doubt the girl liad her share in the blame, but no one spoke ill of the dead. She was a jolly girl with a
passion for dancing and Bernd, head-carter on Kersten’s farm, was dour, too serious altogether; but he was far and
away a better fellow than Johann Kortmann. As soon as she had realized that she had been left in the lurch she had
paid the bitterest penalty that youth can exact of itself.
Guilt? Kersten pleaded the case as he might have done in court in days gone by: The man has the responsibility
and must pay the penalty. He is not lord and master for nothing. The living bear the blame, not the dead.
A brief autumn storm broke over the village at midday. The rain pattered on the leaves of the great walnut that
stretched its boughs over the farmyard. Kersten, as he always did when a storm blew up, went anxiously to the
stables and through the barns, as though that could ward off the lightning, and then went back into the farmhouse.
Old Frau Dierk was in the passage holding the frightened child by the arm.
“There’s nothing to be afraid of,” she was saying to comfort her. “The good God will protect us. And if
anything did happen to. us, you’d fly straight up to heaven, where Anna’s gone.”
Kersten did not want the child to be reminded of the maid-servant. He shook his head angrily.
“Yes, yes, Herr Kersten,” the old lady said. “The parson’s not always in the right of it. What do any of us
know, what the dear God has in store for us?”
“And Johann Kortmann—will he go to hell?” the child asked.
“Run along,” Kersten said roughly, “you’re talking nonsense.” Marie rubbed her eyes and slipped away into
the sitting-room.
“Did you put that into her head?” Kersten asked.
Mother Dierk stubbornly shook her head. She had a good conscience. She had said nothing, she had not
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spoken a word about the whole affair. She had kept her lips as tightly closed with everybody as she had just now
when their neighbor’s son came across the yard to her.
“But this I do know,” she permitted herself to say now. “Kortmann promised to make a farmer’s wife of her
and that’s how he got her away from Bernd. Then he left her in the lurch.”
“How do you know that?” Kersten asked.”
“Because she told me so herself the night before. And Bernd, who was to have married her, knows it too.
You’d best keep your eyes open, Master. In case anything happens between the men-folk.”
Kersten walked silently on. Once more he saw himself in court and speeches for the prosecution and the
defence ran through his head. He had the uncanny feeling that he had to speak in defence of someone—in his own
defence, it suddenly flashed through his mind. It might be that in thought he had killed that man as he walked
across the yard.
A warm rain succeeded the storm. That was good and also bad: the maize needed sun to ripen it, the winter
barley was not yet sown. Kersten threw on a coat and tramped out to the Babenhof fields to see how the work was
going. His way led through an avenue of young oaks; he had planted them himself; whoever followed after him
on the farm would one day take pleasure in their rustling shade. After him? And suppose his daughter when she
married lived in the town. Once more he was reminded of the maid-servant. What a waste! He felt a sort of
shyness as the thought of what his loneliness had meant to him shot through his mind. He too at moments had
wished to have a son from that young spirited girl. Vain thoughts, which all the same are never far from a farmer’s
mind.
And there again it was his carter whose bride he had calmly thought of having for his own. He was fond of
Bernd: he was like himself as younger brother; only he was too slow-witted and took life too hard. They would
have to keep an eye on him.
The under-carter came up with the two horses and the seed drill. He had not sown the seed yet; he had noticed
the storm coming up and had waited to see how bad the rain would be. Kersten said he had done quite right.
“Has Bernd got back?” the lad asked, turning round on his horse, and when the farmer looked at him in
perplexity, he added: “Bernd Burmeister with the colt.”
“But he can’t get back before dark, man.”
What was the fellow thinking of? But there—they all had their share in what was to be. Each feared the living
on account of the dead.
*
Later in the day Kersten had a strange experience for which he could find no explanation. He had been reading
some agricultural journals to take his mind off what had occurred; but the whole farm lay under the ban of an
oppression, a suspense, and it had him too by the throat. Again and again he found himself embarked on
imaginary discourses about Bernd or Johann Kortmann, defending the one while he hated the sight of the other.
As in his days of legal practice he lived through all that had happened or that might have happened, linking up
and considering at the same time all the possibilities, putting himself in the place of the people concerned and
trying at the same time to restrain them. The hatred and every thought that possessed his carter were revealed to
him in his own soul as though in duplicate.
Just as he was about to cross the sitting-room to his bedroom it suddenly occurred to him to lock his guncupboard, feeling it was himself for whom the temptation might be too strong. It was dusk and as he opened the
door into the next room he saw someone in front of the cupboard. As he turned, it seemed to him that the other
man looked round, a bolt clicked and then the man had gone.
“Bernd!” Kersten called out. “Hello, Bernd!”
But by that time he was through the side door, which was ajar. Kersten followed; but heard no sound of steps.
He then hurried back, turned on the light to make sure that nothing was missing and went out across the yard to
find the carter. He met old Frau Dierk and hastened to ask her, but Bernd was not back yet, she said.
But he must be. He had seen him. They went together to the stable. The colt was not there and the carter could
not possibly have returned. Unless of course he had stabled the colt somewhere else and stolen back and into the
house. Kersten was bewildered. He decided to say nothing about what he had seen and he could not in any case
think of any explanation.
He went to bed and after he had laid awake for an hour he heard the clatter of hoofs: They had come at last. He
thought of getting up at once to find out whether the colt had got a prize, but he decided to put it off until the
morning, because he would have to ask the man about his visit to the cupboard and it all seemed vague and
baffiing. Then, after all, he got up, went to his gun-cupboard and methodically examined it.. Nothing was missing,
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nothing was out of its proper place. his over-heated brain had played a trick on him. So he changed his mind and
went out to the stable, where he found the carter unsaddling the mare and asked about the show. The colt had not
got a prize, only an honorable mention.
“Well, off to bed with you now, Bernd.”
“Yes—in a moment.”
*
A new day dawned over Babenhof, a day like any other, and Kersten was inclined to take himself to task for
his hours of gloomy preoccupation and agonized questioning and cross-questioning. The dawn sky was clear;
cloudless sunlight lay over the yellowing leaves of bush and hedge and on the loaded fruit trees in the orchard.
Nothing had happened, all was quiet.
It was not until midday when he came back from a lengthy sitting of the County Council and the inspection of
a long stretch of newly made road that Kersten heard that Johann Kortmann was missing. He must have gone to
the town, people said.
The winter barley had been sown hours ago. Bernd and the handy under-carter had seen to that. They greeted
the farmer with a laugh when he went out to the field and were pleased to have got it done quicker than he could
have expected. The head carter told a bit more about the showing of the colt. The gentry there had thought him a
bit too tall; there were a lot more fine animals there and the judges had to look hard to find any they could pick
holes in. Now the colt was in harness, rather bewildered and clumsy at turning, but good natured and willing.
At night a woman came over from the Kortmanns’ farm to see if anyone knew where Johann had got to:
nothing had been seen of him all day. Kersten happened to be standing with his head-carter, discussing the layout
of the next day’s work. The farmer felt the blood rush to his head. He sent the woman roughly about her business.
Then, as he turned to Bernd, the apparition at the gun-cupboard came into his mind. It must. have been the
shadow of his own evil wishes! He glanced uneasily at the man beside him. But he only showed his teeth in a
grin. Johann must be on the roads, Bernd called out after the woman, they had better enquire in the inns in all the
villages round about. There was not a trace of agitation, not the slightest concern or confusion to be seen in him.
But nothing more was seen of Kortmann, and now, without a word being said, Babenhof was enclosed within a
ring of silence. In spite of all the hard things that had been said of Johann Kortmann up to now, nobody would
countenance such a revenge as that; where was Johann? Nobody knew anything of him. He had gone to the Jug
and Bottle at night as usual, since when there had been no trace of him.
Murder? Nobody said the word outright, but all pointed a finger at the farm which had the motive for revenge.
If Johann Kortmann had been beaten and left for dead, he would have been found; but his disappearance was a
mystery that lay on them with the weight of an accursed thing. However much there was to reproach the missing
man with, God alone was the disposer of life and death.
Feeling in the village changed. Excuses were made for Kortmann; people were already incensed against the
Babenhof folk and waited tensely to know what would come out. Old Kortmann came and had a talk with
Kersten. Kersten maintained roundly that no one on his farm knew anything about the disappearance of his son,
and he asked the old man irritably whether it was he whom he suspected.
As a barrister Kersten had always played the part of judge too. He condemned the murderer if murder had been
committed, but he understood the urge to exact a penalty from Kortmann because that urge had been too much for
him himself. What man is free of his secret thoughts?
“But if you mean someone else on the farm,” he advised the old man, “then be careful what you say. My men
are incapable of deceiving me. I don’t know, of course, what has happened to your son; perhaps—it is no wish of
mine that it should be so—he has taken his own life. Forgive me,” he added quickly, “but I must say it in case
injustice should be done to others.”
Old Kortmann shook his head. He knew that his son had not left the district and had not laid hands on himself.
The secret remained.
But the village knew that old Kortmann had been to Babenhof and rumor got busy. Whatever Johann’s guilt,
fresh guilt was in the air and they sought out the man who had taken a lawless revenge. When Kersten went to the
Jug and Bottle that night he noticed that he was avoided. They talked of other things when he asked about the
missing man and they left at an early hour. The host could not leave and so escape being questioned.
“What do people say about it then?” Kersten asked with a casual air.
“They want to set a search on foot for Johann Kortmann, the fishermen in the lake, the rest in the woods.”
“Quite right,” Kersten replied with conviction. “That’s what ought to be done. I was with Burmeister last night
myself. I saw him when he got home with the horses from the town.” The innkeeper nodded awkwardly.
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“The policeman is coming tomorrow. It is no business of ours to discuss the business and perhaps blame the
innocent.”
It was not until he was on his way home that the apparition at the gun-cupboard started to Kersten’s eyes; he
had completely forgotten it because he had come to the conclusion that it must have been an illusion. Now he
recollected it and at the same moment everything swam before his eyes. If Bernd had really been at the cupboard
door, if he, Kersten, had been deceived by Bernd’s air of trustworthiness—
Was it not unjust to act as though it were not common knowledge that Bernd Burmeister had paid his life and
love treacherously destroyed? Would he not in Bernd’s place have wanted to square accounts with Kortmann?
Kersten stood still; the uncertainty in which he was affected his feet and knees. He was honest enough to recall
the aimless fancies the dead girl had aroused. He had looked upon her with the secret thought that all men indulge
in who are left without sons and who consider the women about them as possible mothers; and he would dearly
have liked to call the guilty to account for her fruitless death. Then what must have been his man’s state of mind?
Kersten hurried home and went straight to his gun-cupboard to give it another careful look over. How could he
possibly have failed to notice before that his revolver was missing?
The discovery made his head whirl. The cupboard seemed to shrink together. Instantly he reproached himself
bitterly. Why had he even in his own mind kept silence about what he had seen at the cupboard? It was
partisanship: he had wanted to shield his own people. Murder had been committed—and he, he knew who had
done it.
In the first shock of dismay Kersten took refuge in his room and collapsed into a chair. He saw himself in court
and saw the eyes of the judge fixed keenly on him, as he asked:
“How could you, knowing the feeling there was on your farm, leave the cupboard unlocked? How could you
fail to make a thorough search as soon as ever Kortmann disappeared?”
He heard the carter in the passage and got up and turned on the light and went heavily out and pulled him by
the hand into the room.
“Why did you do it, Bernd?” he asked without more ado. He could scarcely get his breath, he could hardly
look the man in the eyes. “How did it happen?” he groaned. “You’d better tell me.”
The man went as pale as death; he clasped his hands together and raised them as though he could not breathe.
“It was not I, master.”
“Tell me about it. I saw you last night at my cupboard. Tell me honestly how it happened. It’s the best thing
you can do.”
“At the cupboard?” Burmeister stammered. Kersten pushed him into a chair. He could hear his breathing as he
sat opposite him.
“How could you do such a thing? Tell me about it.” The door flew open and the kitchenmaid rushed in with her
face as white as chalk.
“The policeman’s here. He wants to speak to Herr Kersten.”
“Tell him to wait,” Kersten was going to say, when the carter groaned out:
“No, not the police!”
He jumped up abruptly as though to make his escape and one hand went to his pocket. Kersten was able to
seize his hands and push him back onto the chair.
“Tell the policeman I am coming,” he called out after the girl. He felt in the carter’s pocket but found nothing
there. The girl came back:
“The policeman cannot wait, Herr Kersten.” He followed on her heels and after scrutinizing the two men
seated at the table, he cleared his throat and drew nearer with a heavy, hesitant step.
“Well,” he said, “you seem to know what I’ve come about.”
The tone of his voice showed he was sorry. He looked from one to the other and turning round he pulled up a
chair and sat down between the farmer and his man.
“Bernd Burmeister?” Bernd shook his head again distractedly.
“No, no,” he almost shouted. “You try it on. You’ll never prove anything.”
“Don’t make it worse than it is,” Kersten warned him. “I shall be put on my oath, you know, and I shall have to
say you went to my gun-cupboard.” The man seemed utterly distraught.
“But that was not—till afterwards—”
“Afterwards—after you’d done it?” the policeman put in quickly, taking advantage of the admission.
“Not till afterwards,” Burmeister stammered. “And you can see for yourself that not a shot has been fired.” It
was a senseless, crazy line of defence.
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“And what happened first?” the knowing old sergeant-major asked. He put one hand on Bernd Burmeister’s
shoulder, casually passed it down his side and produced the missing revolver from one of his pockets. He laid it
down on the far side of the table.
“Well, we can see about that all in good time. We’ll soon know whether you have fired a shot or no.
Meanwhile, tell me how it all came about and what happened first?” He took hold of the carter, who was sobbing
convulsively, by the arm.
“There, I know the man took your girl from you. He was a swine, a bad lot. But all the same I’ve got to know
what happened after that.”
Kersten wanted to put in a word; he envied the old sergeant-major his fatherly way of dealing with people; he
himself at critical moments was always the observant barrister. When he saw that Burmeister was incapable of
getting a word out, he tried to gain time for him by opening the breach and the chamber of the revolver.
“Sergeant-major,” he brought out, “it’s true it has not been fired.”
The cartridges were all there. The barrel when he held it up to the light was clean.
“You must witness, sergeant-major, that he has not fired a shot,” Kersten said again in agitation.
“Yes, but before,” the policeman insisted, turning to Burmeister again. “Something happened before that,
didn’t it? And then you got hold of the revolver and thought to yourself you could always do yourself in if it came
out.”
The carter nodded his head convulsively.
He’s not speaking the truth now, Kersten thought with annoyance, I saw him at the cupboard before anything
happened. He was wrought up and in his excitement he became as much a part of the other man as if he had had a
share in what he had done. Thirty years younger, he thought in a flash, thirty years less master of himself and
what might not he have done? But after all, he reflected next moment, he is a murderer. How could he come to
steal a firearm from me? How could he do it?
The carter now brought out a few sentences by fits and starts. When he had unsaddled the horses, he went back
through the village. He might have meant to run across Johann Kortmann, or he might not—he didn’t know why
it was he went. He did run into him, however—just on the bridge it was—and they went for each other at once.
They fell over the parapet together, and as they struggled in the water he had got the other man under.
The policeman glanced at Kersten. Kersten muttered in a groan:
“I don’t understand a word of it.”
“Would you mind leaving us alone for a moment?” the old man asked. “But don’t be far away, Herr Kersten.
Wait in the next room.”
The farmer got up reluctantly. He was already drawing up his speech for the defence; he was going to plead
self-defence. But then—Burmeister was lying. He had caught him red-handed at the cupboard. He had gone out
deliberately, taking the weapon with him.
Kersten opened the door in order to go into the next room. As he did so the light fell on the cupboard and
suddenly he saw, exactly as he had the night before, that someone was standing there and unmistakably turning
round towards him. He caught his breath in his agitation and wanted to stop the man, but he heard no sound of a
step. So he went back and opened the door again.
“There’s a spook here,” he stammered distractedly.
The policeman shook his head: he couldn’t make the man out. Kersten then for the third time opened the
connecting door and now he distinctly saw that, as he entered, either a draught of air or a sinking of the floor
boards made the glazed cupboard door swing open so that a dim shadow seemed to turn towards him—his own
shadow.
“What was that you were saying?” the sergeant-major asked on second thought.
“Nothing, nothing, it was the cupboard door, that was all,” Kersten muttered. He knew that he had never in his
life looked such a fool; he shut the door behind him in a rage and stood in the darkness of the bedroom.
He thought it all over: so the night before he had made an assumption that had no foundation. He had seen the
reflection in the cupboard door before Bernd Burmeister had come home. A warning apparition? Rubbish! A
simple reflection, which had deceived him, which—perhaps—he had been expecting.
His oppression did not leave him; it was clear to him that in his heart he was not without blame. He
remembered his state of mind as he went about with clenched fists, wishing in his heart that he could bring
destruction on the head of the man who had brought disaster on his farm. A reflection in the door—and at the
same time an image of his heart’s desire! He had seen his own inmost thought there; involuntarily and from a
sense of what was just, he had been awaiting what the carter subsequently did.
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He was overcome by a great weariness. He waited a while longer and then he went back into the next room as
though he had been summoned and sat down at the table.
“We’ve just about done,” the sergeant-major said, surprised that the farmer had come in without being called.
Then he added reluctantly:
“I’m taking him to town tonight. There’s no help for it.”
“I’m coming too,” Kersten said shortly, and when the sergeant-major got to his feet in perplexity, he added:
“I’ll stay there until it comes on.”
The sergeant-major’s face cleared. He had understood.
“Oh, I see, because you used to be a barrister,” he said, nodding.
Kersten shook his head. He wanted to explain himself, but said no more.
The carter had recovered his composure. He looked straight in front of him with a stolid and obstinate
expression, but when he heard Kersten say he was coming too, he glanced up and nodded his gratitude.
“Perhaps he only did more or less what all of us wanted to see happen,” Kersten said to the sergeant-major,
“and so we must all take our share of the blame.” He added under his breath:
“I felt the same as he did. I must tell the court that.”
53.101 Excerpt from The Ark: “Spring”\fn{by Margot Benary-Isbert (1889-1979)} Saarbrücken, Germany (F) 4
… The April rain trickled softly down. It was the best of weather for planting. Joseph and Matthias were out in
the fields all day, and the women worked in the small kitchen garden along the south side of the shed wall. To
protect the garden from chickens, sheep, ponies and dogs, Mrs. Almut had surrounded it with a barbed.wire fence
which was concealed behind a hedge of wild roses. Every year that hedge was full of birds’ nests.
Margret stood stooped over in the rain. She thrust the dibble\fn{ A small hand tool used to make holes in the earth for
transplanting} into the damp, dark earth with its spicy smell, lowered the white roots into the hole and pressed the
earth tightly around them. She was setting out tomato and lettuce plants, and the gentle rain promptly watered
them for her.
Matthias passed by on the other side of the hedge and looked over at her. Margret straightened up. The rain ran
down over her face. She glanced with pleasure at the fresh green seedlings standing in orderly rows.
“Waxing moon,” she said to Matthias. “Plants set then grow best, Mrs. Almut says.”
Matthias grinned. He and Joseph did not think much of waxing moons and suchlike superstitions.
“You don’t have to grin like that,” Margret said.
“Ouch!” she groaned, and put her hand to her back. “For this work I ought to have a back of iron with a hinge
in it.”
“I’ve wished I had the same more than once,” Matthias said comfortingly. “I’m going to the mill. Will you
come along?” Margret did not need a second invitation.
“I have to get some barley ground—the chicks are going to hatch soon. If we drive across the fields, Fury and
Alf can run along. Look, they’e standing at the kennel gate stretching their necks and suspecting I’ve forgotten
their walk. I’ll hurry—whistle when you get the horses hitched up.”
When the last plant was set, she ran across the yard to take a quick look at Ate. She lay stretched out on the big
overhanging roof of the kennel, so that the whelps who already had sharp little milk teeth could not continually
pester her. After the raw March days were past and the little pups had opened their eyes, Margret had moved them
to the part of the kennel which had always been used for a nursery. Now they stood, crying out in comical little
yowls and growls and peering up at their big mother who had so heartlessly deserted them.
“It’s high time we registered them in the breeder’s book,” Mrs. Almut had told Margret a few days ago. “Think
up some nice names for them. It’s the B’s turn. And then fill out the small forms you’ll find in the left-hand
drawer of my desk. What have I got a kennel maid for?”
Mrs. Almut hated all filling out of forms and keeping books. What she liked best was going out with the ponies
or riding around in her old rattletrap of a truck.
“Everywhere and nowhere,” Kathrin would growl. “That’s the way she’s always been.”
But Mrs. Almut said she had to keep up contacts with people, visit other breeders, go to shows, look at other
nurseries. These things were as necessary as the work on the farm.
“B,B,B,” Margret murmured thoughtfully as she brushed Ate. Dogs born in the Ark by rights should have had
Biblical names, but Margret did not imagine she could find five Biblical names beginning with B. “Birch,” she
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thought, looking at the fair sleek little female. The two males might be called Battak and Bayard, the two goldenyellow females Bona and Bashka. Bashka was the one who would probably stay in the kennel. She had the finest
color and a deep black mask extending over her eyes. The head, too, promised well. But it was always dangerous
to judge dogs too early; better to hold on to them as long as possible.
The rain had stopped. A keen breeze was blowing down from the mountains and sweeping the clouds together
like a huge broom. Abruptly, the sky grew clear and blue as though it had been washed clean. Cherries and plum
trees were already beginning to bloom on the slopes. It seemed as though everything were bursting into doubly
luxuriant growth after the unusual severity of the winter. The April sun blazed down upon the wet mowings, and
every blade of grass sparkled as though hung with gems. In the fields the puddles between the plow-ridges
reflected the gold of the sun and the blue of the sky.
Fury and Alf leaped and rushed about madly as soon as Margret let them out of the kennel. The ponies, too,
were full of spring pep and trotted fast, manes streaming, down the road that led across the fields.
The village was swarming with children, and once again the battles between the farm children and the refugee
children were in progress. These battles never stopped. Neither the children nor the parents of the opposing
groups could get along. Nobody liked the strangers who took space and food away from old and settled
inhabitants.
“The beggars,” the farmers called them, never thinking that the refugees too had once owned houses and
farms, worksoops and stores, and that they had been driven away from their rightful homes. The refugees had
never guessed that some day they would have to beg for the barest necessities.
“The hardhearted farmers,” the strangers said, refusing to understand how hard it is to have your house filled
up with people you don’t know, to have to move into fewer rooms, no longer to be master in your own home after
it has survived years of bombings.
It was as though someone had cast an evil spell upon them, so that each group saw the other in a distorted
light, each thought the other existed only to make a difficult life even harder.
Margret and Matthias felt little of this constant antagonism in the friendly atmosphere of Rowan Farm. But
when they came into the village they noticed resentful looks. And more than once they had heard spiteful remarks
about Mrs. Almut. No wonder the woman’s place wouldn’t prosper, someone said, when she had nothing better to
do than to take up with refugees, without even being ordered to. As Margret and Matthias drove up to the mill and
unloaded their sacks, the miller came out and curtly answered their greeting.
“Are you still with Mrs. Almut?” he asked.
“Why shouldn’t we be?” Matthias replied quietly. The miller watched as they lifted the heavy sacks.
“Oh yes,” he said, “old lady Almut with her experiments. Dog breeding and horse raising and milk-sheep—
what’s going to be the end of it? And Bernd still away. Who knows whether he’ll ever come back?”
He wagged his head morosely. At bottom he liked Mrs. Almut, as did almost all the people in the village,
although they always had some criticism to make of her.
“Bring the sacks in here,” the miller said. “There. What do you want to have?”
“One bag of wheat ftour and one of rye,” Matthias said.
“And barley grits,” Margret added. “And then I wanted to ask whether you couldn’t roll a sack of oats for me
one of these days. I need oatmeal badly for my pups.”
“Oatmeal for dogs? Who ever heard the like! Oh, all right, bring me a sack of oats when you come by, it’s all
the same to me.”
“What an unfriendly man,” Margret said to Matthias as they drove slowly back up the hill.
“Oh, he’s not as mean as he acts,” Matthias answered. “His grumbling doesn’t mean much. What bothers me is
that he gives us short weight. But there’s nothing you can do; Mrs. Almut says you can’t afford to be on bad terms
with the only miller in the village. He knows where he stands and makes a good profit out of it.”
As they drove through the village they saw an old woman coming from the direction of Mariazell. A swarm of
children was trailing after her, singing something that seemed to be directed against her, for she kept turning
around and raising her stick threateningly. Whenever she did, the band would scatter, screeching, only to
reassemble again.
As the cart came up to her, she lifted her hand, asking for a ride. Matthias stopped the ponies and Margret
reached down. The old woman grasped her hand and scrambled nimbly up to the box. She had stiff gray hair that
the wind blew in streamers around her head, and a pair of large, dark brown, wild-looking eyes.
“Do you live up there, too?” Margret asked.
“Right back of the woods,” the woman said. “Don’t you know me?”
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“No. Yes, I think I’ve seen you crossing the yard.”
“I know you well, girlie; many’s the time I’ve peeked into the cow stall when you sat trying to milk and not
getting a drop. It goes better now, don’t it?”
“Oh yes, I can do it pretty well now.”
“I’ll tell you what, you have to sing while milkin’. The cows like it and the sheep too. You try that. And in June
come to my house and dig yourself St. John’s wort and carry it in your pocket. That makes all animals obey you.
And hang some of the blossom in the stable to protect the beasts from hexing. It’s good for scours, too. You just
ask old Marri. Whoa, I get out here. God bless you and give Annie Almut my regards, but not Kathrin, that old
scarecrow.”
The children turned in to the road leading to Rowan Farm. The dogs ran on ahead and barked at the gate so that
Joseph came to open it and help them unload their sacks. Mrs. Almut came out of the house too and began
unhitching the ponies, who rubbed their noses against her and nudged at her pockets looking for bread. In place of
her usual shaggy winter hat she was wearing a cap made of an old stocking which kept her bobbed hair from
being too much tossed by the wind.
“An old woman asked us to give you her regards,” Margret said. “Her name is Marri and the village kids were
running after her.”
“She’s the one the village calls the bee witch,” Mrs. Almut said. “You mean to say you haven’t heard about her
or run into her before? She comes by here often, though Kathrin raises a fuss every time and throws salt over her
shoulder if she as much as sets eyes on her. Years ago, when we first came here, Marri had her little cabin right
back of our woods. She lived there with her son. He was just a little older than my Bernd. He isn’t living now, and
since he was killed his mother has gotten queerer and more of a hermit even than she used to be.”
“But why do people call her a witch?” Margret asked. “And why does Kathrin throw salt over her shoulder?”
“Ask her yourself, there she is,” Mrs. Almut said. Kathrin was there all right, standing at the door of the house
and already in a temper.
“Who was it that you took in the cart? The bee witch? Holy saints and Saviour, are you clean out of your head?
Want her to make the horses lame? Want her to hex weevils in all our flour, the old hag?”
“But she didn’t do anything of the sort—she just gave me some good advice,” Margret objected. “You’re being
silly, Kathrin. There aren’t things like witches.”
“There aren’t things like witches, you say? I suppose you know, still wet behind the ears like you are. So there
aren’t any witches. Did she ask you any questions? She started right off, didn’t she? And if you say yes three
times, then she’s got you, she can do what she wants with you. Everybody in the village knows that. Oh my
Heavens, how can you kids be so ignorant?”
All the rest of that day Margret thought about the old woman who lived alone in the woods and was considered
a witch. As she was milking she recalled what Marri had said. Sitting on the three-legged stool and gently
caressing and kneading Jo’s full udder, she began singing softly, “I want none of your weevilly wheat and I want
none of your barley,” and milking to the tempo of the song. Was it only her imagination or was the milk really
flowing faster into the pail? At any rate, all four cows turned their heads to look at her, and Jo did not switch her
tail the way she always used to. When the milking was done there was a heavy foam on top of the pail, and
Margret made up her mind to report this to the old woman the next time she met her. At supper she asked,
“Why is Marri called the bee witch?”
“Why, because she steals people’s swarms by bewitching them,” Kathrin said maliciously. “How else would
she always have the best swarms and the most honey?”
“Because she knows something about bee-keeping, that’s all,” Mrs. Almut said. “You ought to see how she
handles her bees, and all the bee forage she’s set out in her garden and round about. Summers her little place is a
mass of flowers.”
“But … is she bad? Is that why people are afraid of her?”
“Nonsense, she’s just different from other people. She never does anyone any harm, but she’s still a stranger
here after thirty years, and she’s had a hard life. It’s the others who are bad, the people who say nasty things about
her, and they’re stupid and superstitious besides. Our pastor has often criticized them for it. And you, Kathrin, if
you are as good a Christian as you pretend, you ought not to say such silly things.”
Offended, Kathrin took her plate and shuffled into the kitchen, mumbling dark prophecies of the misfortunes
that would come over the farm if she were not heeded.
The children got up from table soon afterward, for now that the evenings were still light they could get in quite
a bit of work on the Ark. Since Margret and Matthias each had a bedroom to themselves, Dieter could share
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Matthias’ room when he came out to help on Sundays, and for Whitsuntide Mrs. Almut had invited Mother and
the rest of the family.
Margret was looking forward to this visit so hard she could scarcely wait. She was making curtains out of
some old bedspreads, gay, red-checked curtains that matched the beds perfectly. Ate would be able to sleep in
Margret’s room again as soon as the whelps no longer needed her. Then Alf would guard the yard, Fury the house
and Ate the Ark. Rowan Farm was lucky to have watchdogs in these unsettled times.
“We need beds for our visitors,” Margret said to Matthias that night. “Can’t we put in another bunk above each
of ours? There are always upper and lower berths in railroad cars.”
“Not a bad idea,” Matthias said. “Yes, let’s. But we have to figure out a way to support the upper bunks so they
won’t collapse as soon as someone lies down in them.”
“Oh, Otto the blacksmith can make us one of those things you screw on, you know, a sort of angle thing. We
can pay him with some Rhode Island hatching eggs; I remember that his wife would like to have a few. Those old
biddies of hers don’t lay very well. You know, Matthias, I’d like to get some new life into chicken farming all
over the country.”
“Silly. The farm women would give you a quick brush-off if you tried to tell them anything. But let’s think
about what to do with our Ark. Look, how about putting two berths one above the other along each wall, and in
that way the two compartments will sleep eight people. And then along the windows we’ll build a coffer bench for
storing things.”
“As if we had anything to store.”
“Well, you have to be prepared for everything. Now hold this board firm so I can saw it … there … Dieter’s
coming again next Sunday, and Joseph said he’d pipe water from the horse barn over to the Ark. He has to dig up
some lead pipe somewhere. Hans has promised to get us a batch of bricks. We’ll use them to build a chimney for
the tile stove in the living room. I’ve figured it all out. And then we’ll put a bench around the stove—”
“What plans you have! Why do we need a cookstove when we always eat at Mrs. Almut’s?”
“You can never tell,” Matthias said. “There. Now hold the molding on it, but, keep it straight, please.” He
placed the nail in position and hit it squarely on the head.
“Nails,” he groaned. “If only we had enough nails. I’ve pulled nails out of all the old boards in the woodshed
and hammered them straight. And screws. Can you imagine that people once used to go straight into a store and
buy a box of screws?”
Dusk had fallen while they worked. The brother and sister stood quietly for a while in front of the Ark and
watched the slender sickle of the moon rising over the mountains. The April night was so clear that the pines near
the Ark and the fruit trees in the pasture stood out against the sky like silhouettes cut out of black paper. Every
branch was distinct.
“How beautiful Jupiter is over there,” Matthias said. “If only I could get another look at him through a good
telescope and see his moons. And there’s Cassiopeia, see the big W.” Margret nodded.
“Better go in to beq, Matthias,” she said. “You have to relieve Joseph in the barn at one o’clock.”
“Do you think Homann’s Betsy will have a heifer calf?”
“Let’s hope so. I’ll look in on the dogs once more. Good night.”
Margret fetched Ate from the kennel and took one more walk with her as far as the stone bench. In the
professor’s room the lamp was still burning. On one of the neighboring farms a dog barked. Ate pricked up her
ears, but none of the Rowan Farm dogs answered.
Margret thought of old Marri living completely alone in the woods. She ought to have a dog so that she would
not be without protection. But then Margret thought of something the professor had said recently:
“Do not heap up precious goods and you need fear no thief.”
That was a consolation. The little old woman had surely not accumulated anything that would attract robbers.
“Come, Ate!” Margret said.
The big beast sprang to her side at once and pressed its head against her arm. How peaceful everything was,
peaceful and sheltered in the stillness of a spring evening—the sleeping animals and the cow waiting for her calf;
Mrs. Almut, waiting patiently for a son who for all anyone knew might never return. And brown Laura sitting on
her eggs. The whole farm, with its woods and fields and garden and the young seedlings she had set today; and
the lonely old woman with her bees on the other side of the woods. Even the dead were wrapped in this peace,
even Christian and black Cosio They no longer lay under the apple tree in far-away Pomerania. They were here,
and their being here with her was more real than their death …
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54.91 The Hand Of Wax\fn{by Claire Goll (1891-1977)} Nuremberg, Bavaria, Germany (F) 3
… The April rain trickled softly down. It was the best of weather for planting. Joseph and Matthias were out in
the fields all day, and the women worked in the small kitchen garden along the south side of the shed wall. To
protect the garden from chickens, sheep, ponies and dogs, Mrs. Almut had surrounded it with a barbed.wire fence
which was concealed behind a hedge of wild roses. Every year that hedge was full of birds’ nests.
Margret stood stooped over in the rain. She thrust the dibble\fn{ A small hand tool used to make holes in the earth for
transplanting} into the damp, dark earth with its spicy smell, lowered the white roots into the hole and pressed the
earth tightly around them. She was setting out tomato and lettuce plants, and the gentle rain promptly watered
them for her.
Matthias passed by on the other side of the hedge and looked over at her. Margret straightened up. The rain ran
down over her face. She glanced with pleasure at the fresh green seedlings standing in orderly rows.
“Waxing moon,” she said to Matthias. “Plants set then grow best, Mrs. Almut says.”
Matthias grinned. He and Joseph did not think much of waxing moons and suchlike superstitions.
“You don’t have to grin like that,” Margret said.
“Ouch!” she groaned, and put her hand to her back. “For this work I ought to have a back of iron with a hinge
in it.”
“I’ve wished I had the same more than once,” Matthias said comfortingly. “I’m going to the mill. Will you
come along?” Margret did not need a second invitation.
“I have to get some barley ground—the chicks are going to hatch soon. If we drive across the fields, Fury and
Alf can run along. Look, they’e standing at the kennel gate stretching their necks and suspecting I’ve forgotten
their walk. I’ll hurry—whistle when you get the horses hitched up.”
When the last plant was set, she ran across the yard to take a quick look at Ate. She lay stretched out on the big
overhanging roof of the kennel, so that the whelps who already had sharp little milk teeth could not continually
pester her. After the raw March days were past and the little pups had opened their eyes, Margret had moved them
to the part of the kennel which had always been used for a nursery. Now they stood, crying out in comical little
yowls and growls and peering up at their big mother who had so heartlessly deserted them.
“It’s high time we registered them in the breeder’s book,” Mrs. Almut had told Margret a few days ago. “Think
up some nice names for them. It’s the B’s turn. And then fill out the small forms you’ll find in the left-hand
drawer of my desk. What have I got a kennel maid for?”
Mrs. Almut hated all filling out of forms and keeping books. What she liked best was going out with the ponies
or riding around in her old rattletrap of a truck.
“Everywhere and nowhere,” Kathrin would growl. “That’s the way she’s always been.”
But Mrs. Almut said she had to keep up contacts with people, visit other breeders, go to shows, look at other
nurseries. These things were as necessary as the work on the farm.
“B,B,B,” Margret murmured thoughtfully as she brushed Ate. Dogs born in the Ark by rights should have had
Biblical names, but Margret did not imagine she could find five Biblical names beginning with B. “Birch,” she
thought, looking at the fair sleek little female. The two males might be called Battak and Bayard, the two goldenyellow females Bona and Bashka. Bashka was the one who would probably stay in the kennel. She had the finest
color and a deep black mask extending over her eyes. The head, too, promised well. But it was always dangerous
to judge dogs too early; better to hold on to them as long as possible.
The rain had stopped. A keen breeze was blowing down from the mountains and sweeping the clouds together
like a huge broom. Abruptly, the sky grew clear and blue as though it had been washed clean. Cherries and plum
trees were already beginning to bloom on the slopes. It seemed as though everything were bursting into doubly
luxuriant growth after the unusual severity of the winter. The April sun blazed down upon the wet mowings, and
every blade of grass sparkled as though hung with gems. In the fields the puddles between the plow-ridges
reflected the gold of the sun and the blue of the sky.
Fury and Alf leaped and rushed about madly as soon as Margret let them out of the kennel. The ponies, too,
were full of spring pep and trotted fast, manes streaming, down the road that led across the fields.
The village was swarming with children, and once again the battles between the farm children and the refugee
children were in progress. These battles never stopped. Neither the children nor the parents of the opposing
groups could get along. Nobody liked the strangers who took space and food away from old and settled
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inhabitants.
“The beggars,” the farmers called them, never thinking that the refugees too had once owned houses and
farms, worksoops and stores, and that they had been driven away from their rightful homes. The refugees had
never guessed that some day they would have to beg for the barest necessities.
“The hardhearted farmers,” the strangers said, refusing to understand how hard it is to have your house filled
up with people you don’t know, to have to move into fewer rooms, no longer to be master in your own home after
it has survived years of bombings.
It was as though someone had cast an evil spell upon them, so that each group saw the other in a distorted
light, each thought the other existed only to make a difficult life even harder.
Margret and Matthias felt little of this constant antagonism in the friendly atmosphere of Rowan Farm. But
when they came into the village they noticed resentful looks. And more than once they had heard spiteful remarks
about Mrs. Almut. No wonder the woman’s place wouldn’t prosper, someone said, when she had nothing better to
do than to take up with refugees, without even being ordered to. As Margret and Matthias drove up to the mill and
unloaded their sacks, the miller came out and curtly answered their greeting.
“Are you still with Mrs. Almut?” he asked.
“Why shouldn’t we be?” Matthias replied quietly. The miller watched as they lifted the heavy sacks.
“Oh yes,” he said, “old lady Almut with her experiments. Dog breeding and horse raising and milk-sheep—
what’s going to be the end of it? And Bernd still away. Who knows whether he’ll ever come back?”
He wagged his head morosely. At bottom he liked Mrs. Almut, as did almost all the people in the village,
although they always had some criticism to make of her.
“Bring the sacks in here,” the miller said. “There. What do you want to have?”
“One bag of wheat ftour and one of rye,” Matthias said.
“And barley grits,” Margret added. “And then I wanted to ask whether you couldn’t roll a sack of oats for me
one of these days. I need oatmeal badly for my pups.”
“Oatmeal for dogs? Who ever heard the like! Oh, all right, bring me a sack of oats when you come by, it’s all
the same to me.”
“What an unfriendly man,” Margret said to Matthias as they drove slowly back up the hill.
“Oh, he’s not as mean as he acts,” Matthias answered. “His grumbling doesn’t mean much. What bothers me is
that he gives us short weight. But there’s nothing you can do; Mrs. Almut says you can’t afford to be on bad terms
with the only miller in the village. He knows where he stands and makes a good profit out of it.”
As they drove through the village they saw an old woman coming from the direction of Mariazell. A swarm of
children was trailing after her, singing something that seemed to be directed against her, for she kept turning
around and raising her stick threateningly. Whenever she did, the band would scatter, screeching, only to
reassemble again.
As the cart came up to her, she lifted her hand, asking for a ride. Matthias stopped the ponies and Margret
reached down. The old woman grasped her hand and scrambled nimbly up to the box. She had stiff gray hair that
the wind blew in streamers around her head, and a pair of large, dark brown, wild-looking eyes.
“Do you live up there, too?” Margret asked.
“Right back of the woods,” the woman said. “Don’t you know me?”
“No. Yes, I think I’ve seen you crossing the yard.”
“I know you well, girlie; many’s the time I’ve peeked into the cow stall when you sat trying to milk and not
getting a drop. It goes better now, don’t it?”
“Oh yes, I can do it pretty well now.”
“I’ll tell you what, you have to sing while milkin’. The cows like it and the sheep too. You try that. And in June
come to my house and dig yourself St. John’s wort and carry it in your pocket. That makes all animals obey you.
And hang some of the blossom in the stable to protect the beasts from hexing. It’s good for scours, too. You just
ask old Marri. Whoa, I get out here. God bless you and give Annie Almut my regards, but not Kathrin, that old
scarecrow.”
The children turned in to the road leading to Rowan Farm. The dogs ran on ahead and barked at the gate so that
Joseph came to open it and help them unload their sacks. Mrs. Almut came out of the house too and began
unhitching the ponies, who rubbed their noses against her and nudged at her pockets looking for bread. In place of
her usual shaggy winter hat she was wearing a cap made of an old stocking which kept her bobbed hair from
being too much tossed by the wind.
“An old woman asked us to give you her regards,” Margret said. “Her name is Marri and the village kids were
298

running after her.”
“She’s the one the village calls the bee witch,” Mrs. Almut said. “You mean to say you haven’t heard about her
or run into her before? She comes by here often, though Kathrin raises a fuss every time and throws salt over her
shoulder if she as much as sets eyes on her. Years ago, when we first came here, Marri had her little cabin right
back of our woods. She lived there with her son. He was just a little older than my Bernd. He isn’t living now, and
since he was killed his mother has gotten queerer and more of a hermit even than she used to be.”
“But why do people call her a witch?” Margret asked. “And why does Kathrin throw salt over her shoulder?”
“Ask her yourself, there she is,” Mrs. Almut said. Kathrin was there all right, standing at the door of the house
and already in a temper.
“Who was it that you took in the cart? The bee witch? Holy saints and Saviour, are you clean out of your head?
Want her to make the horses lame? Want her to hex weevils in all our flour, the old hag?”
“But she didn’t do anything of the sort—she just gave me some good advice,” Margret objected. “You’re being
silly, Kathrin. There aren’t things like witches.”
“There aren’t things like witches, you say? I suppose you know, still wet behind the ears like you are. So there
aren’t any witches. Did she ask you any questions? She started right off, didn’t she? And if you say yes three
times, then she’s got you, she can do what she wants with you. Everybody in the village knows that. Oh my
Heavens, how can you kids be so ignorant?”
All the rest of that day Margret thought about the old woman who lived alone in the woods and was considered
a witch. As she was milking she recalled what Marri had said. Sitting on the three-legged stool and gently
caressing and kneading Jo’s full udder, she began singing softly, “I want none of your weevilly wheat and I want
none of your barley,” and milking to the tempo of the song. Was it only her imagination or was the milk really
flowing faster into the pail? At any rate, all four cows turned their heads to look at her, and Jo did not switch her
tail the way she always used to. When the milking was done there was a heavy foam on top of the pail, and
Margret made up her mind to report this to the old woman the next time she met her. At supper she asked,
“Why is Marri called the bee witch?”
“Why, because she steals people’s swarms by bewitching them,” Kathrin said maliciously. “How else would
she always have the best swarms and the most honey?”
“Because she knows something about bee-keeping, that’s all,” Mrs. Almut said. “You ought to see how she
handles her bees, and all the bee forage she’s set out in her garden and round about. Summers her little place is a
mass of flowers.”
“But … is she bad? Is that why people are afraid of her?”
“Nonsense, she’s just different from other people. She never does anyone any harm, but she’s still a stranger
here after thirty years, and she’s had a hard life. It’s the others who are bad, the people who say nasty things about
her, and they’re stupid and superstitious besides. Our pastor has often criticized them for it. And you, Kathrin, if
you are as good a Christian as you pretend, you ought not to say such silly things.”
Offended, Kathrin took her plate and shuffled into the kitchen, mumbling dark prophecies of the misfortunes
that would come over the farm if she were not heeded.
The children got up from table soon afterward, for now that the evenings were still light they could get in quite
a bit of work on the Ark. Since Margret and Matthias each had a bedroom to themselves, Dieter could share
Matthias’ room when he came out to help on Sundays, and for Whitsuntide Mrs. Almut had invited Mother and
the rest of the family.
Margret was looking forward to this visit so hard she could scarcely wait. She was making curtains out of
some old bedspreads, gay, red-checked curtains that matched the beds perfectly. Ate would be able to sleep in
Margret’s room again as soon as the whelps no longer needed her. Then Alf would guard the yard, Fury the house
and Ate the Ark. Rowan Farm was lucky to have watchdogs in these unsettled times.
“We need beds for our visitors,” Margret said to Matthias that night. “Can’t we put in another bunk above each
of ours? There are always upper and lower berths in railroad cars.”
“Not a bad idea,” Matthias said. “Yes, let’s. But we have to figure out a way to support the upper bunks so they
won’t collapse as soon as someone lies down in them.”
“Oh, Otto the blacksmith can make us one of those things you screw on, you know, a sort of angle thing. We
can pay him with some Rhode Island hatching eggs; I remember that his wife would like to have a few. Those old
biddies of hers don’t lay very well. You know, Matthias, I’d like to get some new life into chicken farming all
over the country.”
“Silly. The farm women would give you a quick brush-off if you tried to tell them anything. But let’s think
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about what to do with our Ark. Look, how about putting two berths one above the other along each wall, and in
that way the two compartments will sleep eight people. And then along the windows we’ll build a coffer bench for
storing things.”
“As if we had anything to store.”
“Well, you have to be prepared for everything. Now hold this board firm so I can saw it … there … Dieter’s
coming again next Sunday, and Joseph said he’d pipe water from the horse barn over to the Ark. He has to dig up
some lead pipe somewhere. Hans has promised to get us a batch of bricks. We’ll use them to build a chimney for
the tile stove in the living room. I’ve figured it all out. And then we’ll put a bench around the stove—”
“What plans you have! Why do we need a cookstove when we always eat at Mrs. Almut’s?”
“You can never tell,” Matthias said. “There. Now hold the molding on it, but, keep it straight, please.” He
placed the nail in position and hit it squarely on the head.
“Nails,” he groaned. “If only we had enough nails. I’ve pulled nails out of all the old boards in the woodshed
and hammered them straight. And screws. Can you imagine that people once used to go straight into a store and
buy a box of screws?”
Dusk had fallen while they worked. The brother and sister stood quietly for a while in front of the Ark and
watched the slender sickle of the moon rising over the mountains. The April night was so clear that the pines near
the Ark and the fruit trees in the pasture stood out against the sky like silhouettes cut out of black paper. Every
branch was distinct.
“How beautiful Jupiter is over there,” Matthias said. “If only I could get another look at him through a good
telescope and see his moons. And there’s Cassiopeia, see the big W.” Margret nodded.
“Better go in to beq, Matthias,” she said. “You have to relieve Joseph in the barn at one o’clock.”
“Do you think Homann’s Betsy will have a heifer calf?”
“Let’s hope so. I’ll look in on the dogs once more. Good night.”
Margret fetched Ate from the kennel and took one more walk with her as far as the stone bench. In the
professor’s room the lamp was still burning. On one of the neighboring farms a dog barked. Ate pricked up her
ears, but none of the Rowan Farm dogs answered.
Margret thought of old Marri living completely alone in the woods. She ought to have a dog so that she would
not be without protection. But then Margret thought of something the professor had said recently:
“Do not heap up precious goods and you need fear no thief.”
That was a consolation. The little old woman had surely not accumulated anything that would attract robbers.
“Come, Ate!” Margret said.
The big beast sprang to her side at once and pressed its head against her arm. How peaceful everything was,
peaceful and sheltered in the stillness of a spring evening—the sleeping animals and the cow waiting for her calf;
Mrs. Almut, waiting patiently for a son who for all anyone knew might never return. And brown Laura sitting on
her eggs. The whole farm, with its woods and fields and garden and the young seedlings she had set today; and
the lonely old woman with her bees on the other side of the woods. Even the dead were wrapped in this peace,
even Christian and black Cosio They no longer lay under the apple tree in far-away Pomerania. They were here,
and their being here with her was more real than their death …
104.90 The Lazy Woman: A Folktale\fn{told by Mrs. Schlör (before 1898(F) -1

)} Wriebel,

Schleswig-Holstein, Germany

There once lived a woman who never wanted to spin. Whenever her husband told her to spin, she said that she
had no reel. Finally her husband said,
“Then I will go to the woods tonight and fetch some wood to make you a reel.”
He went to the forest. His wife followed far behind him and kept shouting into the forest,
“Whoever cuts wood is going to be hanged. Whoever cuts wood is going to be hanged!”
So the man went home again.
“But father,” she said, “you do not bring me any wood?”
“Well,” he said, “there is someone calling in the woods, ‘Whoever cuts wood is going to be hanged!’ So I have
come back. You had better not spin any more, so that I will not be hanged.”
And so the woman never had to spin again.
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117.107 In Hiding\fn{by Elisabeth Langgässer (1899-1950)} Alzey, Hesse, Germany (F) 2
“I was only human after all,” the handsome woman kept repeating, sitting with her friend in the beer garden at
the train station of a modest little suburb, covering her plums with carrot tops so that not everybody would notice
right away: that she was trading something from her garden for some elastic bands or knitting wool, and her
husband would have the less for it. I naturally pricked up my ears, although I was actually just sitting there to let
the “Potato Express,” as people call the big black market train, that passes through this station at that hour, go
rumbling by—it is of course so unbearably overcrowded that a man coming home tired from a day’s work could
not possibly push his way in—also, even though I was only sitting here in order to doze a little, I nevertheless felt:
this is going to be a story that I absolutely have to hear; and stories like this: nothing special, the sillier the better,
I really love—they don’t make you feel so alone.
“But worst of all was the parrot,” the handsome woman said. “Not that green Laura we have now, but that
lousy Jacob, that could repeat everything right away. ‘Either I will wring that beast’s neck or I shall throw out that
Elsie,’ my husband said and he was right—there was no other choice.”
“How long,” asked the friend (the one with the shopping net full of carrots), “had she been in hiding at your
place? At the time I thought you must be taking turns—this friend for a while and then that one; but actually
nobody for longer than a single night.”
“Sure. But just the way it always seems to work out when you try to make arrangements with several people.
In the end the first one is the fool who will be stuck and the others pull out once they catch on that the thing is not
so easy.”
“The fool?” asked her friend doubtfully and leaned on her elbow. “You can no longer say that, Frieda, after you
nearly had to go to jail because of that Elsie. You have to consider nowadays that your husband had just been
accepted into the Party and that he was head postmaster. You don’t know how we all secretly admired you
because you were hiding Elsie, one has to have courage for that!”
“Courage? Well, I don’t know. What was I supposed to do, when she suddenly appeared at my door with her
handbag over her star?\fn{Her Star of David; Elise was a Jew, and required by law to wear a yellow Star of David on her outer
clothing, as all Jews were, making it easy to, one day, round her up and send her away to be exterminated } It was snowing and
raining at the same time, she was all wet and without even a hat; she must have run away just as she was. ‘Frieda,’
she said, ‘let me in—just for one single night. Tomorrow morning I swear, I’ll leave for sure.’ She was so excited,
good heavens, and from a distance I could already hear my husband thumping down the street with his wooden
leg—‘but only for a single night,’ I say mechanically, ‘and because we were in school together.’ Of course, I knew
for sure that she would not leave; my Karl, a really good-hearted man, said it right away the same evening, while
unhooking my corset and breaking the last fishbone stay, he was so excited: it cracked and he said: ‘She won’t
leave again.’”
Both women, as if agreed upon, raised their beer glasses, blew the foam away and took a sip; then, in one gulp
they drank half the glass. I must say their drinking was impressive.
“It must have been quite dangerous in your gossipy little place, where everybody knows everybody else,” the
friend with the carrots said. “And then that parrot besides.”
“Not really. It was not all that dangerous. Once you were under the roof, nobody got the idea that someone was
hiding there who did not belong to us. Whoever visited us only came as far as the kitchen or at the most into the
little room behind it; the rest had just been built on—the verandah, the wash-house, the two bedrooms on the
second floor with the sloping ceilings, all those corners, nice and dim and narrow, everywhere you knocked
against something: against the onions on strings, for instance, hanging there to dry and against the wash-lines.
Also it was not difficult as far as the food was concerned. I had plenty of canned things because the garden
produced a lot. Only that parrot: ‘Elsie’ and then ‘Elsie’ again—on and on, all day long. Whenever the doorbell
rang, I threw a cloth over the silly bird, then he was quiet immediately. My husband, I don’t have to say it, is a
really good-hearted man. But finally it still drove him crazy when the parrot kept repeating ‘Elsie’; for he learned
very quickly whatever he picked up anywhere.
“Elsie, one has to hand it to her, she really tried very hard to please both of us—she peeled potatoes, washed
the dishes and did not answer the door. But once, I thought, I had already turned on the light before the shutters
had been closed, the wife of the block warden, that beast, must have seen her from the outside. ‘Oh,’ I said quite
flabbergasted with fear, when she asked me if I had company in the kitchen. ‘That must have been my cousin
from Potsdam.’ ‘Is that so? Well, then she’s changed a lot,’ she said and looked at me sharply. ‘Yes, many change
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in these difficult times, Frau Geheinke,’ I said in return. ‘And in the dark they all look alike.’
“From then on my peace of mind was gone; totally gone as if blown away. I had to keep looking at Elsie and
the more I did, the more Jewish she seemed to me. That was actually nonsense of course, because Elsie was
slender and dainty with dark blonde hair, a straight nose, as if drawn with a ruler, only in front she was a little
heavy. In spite of that, I can’t help it—it was all like an obsession.
“She noticed that, too. She noticed everything and asked me, ‘Do I really look like that?’ ‘How, like that?’ I
replied, like a child that was caught lying. ‘You know—my nose, for example?’ ‘No, not your nose.’ ‘And my
hair?’ ‘Not that either. As straight as it is.’ ‘Yes, but that little curl behind my ear,’ Elsie said, and looked at me
desperately, desperate and angry and mad at the same time—I believe if she had had a knife handy at that
moment, she would have stabbed both of us, she was so furious. Finally I felt more and more that I had not only a
submarine in my house but also a madwoman, who constantly looked at herself.
“When I finally took the mirror away from her, her manner of walking changed and afterwards her speech—
she developed problems with her tongue, started to lisp and became clumsier than anyone I’d ever seen before: no
glass was safe in her hands, every cup she poured, spilled over, at her place the tablecloth was covered with spots.
I would have liked to get rid of her, but with the condition she was in, I could not have offered her to anyone—not
to Hilde and not to Trude and much less to Erika, who said she could detect anybody’s great-grandmother even in
the dark, without there being a star or a Sarah.
“‘Yes?’ asked Elsie. ‘Without any star? I would bet you anything, that one would also take you for one of
them, if you were to march out on the street with a star—as fat and dark-haired as you are.’
“From that day on we hated each other. We hated each other whenever by chance we bumped into each other at
the kitchen stove, and hated each other whenever we reached for the spoon in the soup kettle at the same time.
Even the parrot noticed how we hated each other, and he took real pleasure in nipping Elsie’s finger, when she fed
him. Finally it became too much even for my husband, that good-hearted man, and he said that she had to get out
of the house now—that was on the same day when the Gestapo must have noticed something. The doorbell rang,
an official stood outside and asked if a Jewess by the name of Goldmann was hiding here. At that very moment
she stepped forward and said in a totally cold voice: indeed, that she had secretly entered the house through the
garden and the back door, because she had thought that the house was empty. Naturally they took her away at
once and questioned me a few more times too, without anything coming out, because Elsie didn’t reveal a thing.
But the craziest was the thing about the parrot, I am telling you.”
“Why about the parrot?” the friend asked without having understood.
“About the parrot, listen, I am telling you. That Elsie, before giving herself up, quickly threw the tablecloth
over him, so that he could not talk. Because had he called out ‘Elsie’: well, you know—then we all would have
been done for.”
“Would you have thought of that yourself?” the friend asked eagerly.
“I? I am only human after all, and I would have thought of nothing else but to save my neck. But Elsie—that
wasn’t the same Elsie anymore that I had hidden and hated and would have liked to chase out. That was an
archangel from the Bible, and if she had said: ‘It’s this one, this fat one, this dark-haired one here,’ God Almighty,
I would have gone along.”
Well, such a statement, come on, that’s a bit too much, even for an innocent listener.
“And Jacob?” I ask, drink my beer and put on my knapsack. “Is he still alive, that damned beast?”
“No,” said the stout woman, completely amazed, reaching for the carrots again to cover up the plums with the
carrot tops. “A Russian cut his throat like that of a chicken, when Jacob, in his lousy way, nipped his finger as the
man was trying to feed him.”
“That’s bad, my dear woman,” I said; “Where is there anybody left now who, in court, would help (I really
wanted to say ‘denazify,’ but, what the devil, I said as always: ) delouse your husband?”
104.90 The Poor And The Rich: A Folktale\fn{told by Mrs. Cahn (before 1916-

)}

Drove, Rhineland, Germany (F) 1

Once Our Lord went through the country as a poor man, thinking that he would like to find out how people
were minded. He knocked at a stately house and asked for a night’s lodging. The rich man looked at him and
slammed the door shut without saying a word.
Then he went to a poor man who lived in a thatched cottage. The people there asked him to come in and made
some coffee and prepared a bed of straw. In the morning they made coffee again. After drinking it, Our Lord told
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the man to utter a wish. The poor man said,
“I am content with what I have.” Our Lord asked him if he would not like to have a fine house.
“Well,” said the man, “that would be all right, if I can live there in peace.”
Then Our Lord left, and after a little while a fine new house was standing there. The rich man saw it from his
window and said,
“What’s this? Where there was a cottage yesterday, there is now a stately house!”
His wife ran over to find out what was going on. The people told her what had happened. She told her
husband.
“I could slap myself. The fellow was here, too!” His wife said,
“Ride after him. Perhaps he is still willing to do something for you.”
He mounted his horse and caught up with Our Lord. He made a great fuss and said that he had wanted to keep
him and that he had left too soon! He should not bear him a grudge, but should rather do something for him as
well. Our Lord told him to ride home. He would grant him three wishes.
It was very hot. The rich man was thinking aloud what he might wish and while doing so he slapped his horse,
which started jumping. He said,
“I wish you would break your neck!”
With this the horse fell down and its neck was broken. Being very thrifty, he did not want to leave the saddle
behind. So he put it on his shoulder. He was sweating a lot and became so angry that he said,
“Now my wife is sitting at home in a cool room. I wish she was sitting on this saddle and could not get off
again.”
Immediately the saddle was gone. When he came home, his wife was sitting on the saddle in the middle of the
room, and she was not able to get off. He told her what had happened and said that she might stay where she was.
He was going to wish all the treasures the earth held. His wife said,
“This won’t help me any. You have wished me up here, and you are going to wish me down again!”
He could do nothing; he had to do what his wife told him. So all this good luck brought him nothing but anger
and a dead horse.
1920
46.159 The Prophet\fn{by Anna Seghers aka Netty Reiling (1900-1983)} Mainz, Rhineland-Palatinate, Germany (F) 3
Stefan published his first article when he was fifteen, during the First World War. The paper in which it was
printed was run off the press secretly in a suburb of Budapest—a few hundred copies—and distributed at once.
He was a printer’s apprentice. He had also helped to print and distribute the paper. His heart was filled with
happy pride because for the first time he had written an article which had been accepted by those he respected.
Now it was to be printed and read by many people.
When he was handing out the folded sheet—for the paper was no more than that—under the eyes of the police,
at various factory gates when the shifts changed. Stefan seldom thought of the danger, because he felt so happy
that all these people would soon be reading his thoughts, properly expressed, and would take them to heart if not
the same day, then the day after. And even if it’s not always the people we actually give the paper to, thought
Stefan, then others will hear about our ideas and perhaps understand them better than the first readers.
Stefan, who had not yet finished his apprenticeship, was soon asked by his friends to write another article; this
pleased them and him, too, even more than the first. Their thoughts and efforts were aimed at putting an end to the
war and therefore at stirring up strikes in the big munitions factories. But the cellar in which they had run off the
paper was discovered—or someone betrayed them—and surrounded. The editors were arrested. So as to avoid
any delay, it was decided to print the paper in a house which a friend offered. Stefan wrote various articles under
various names, which gave the impression that the arrests had left no gap and only unimportant people had been
caught.
Those in power could not and would not believe that their end was coming; they dared one last big move in
their atrocious game and a new wave of arrests began. Stefan was caught, brought up for questioning and beaten.
One of the men who had distributed the paper had already been arrested. He had given way under the beating and
had betrayed Stefan. When they tried to force Stefan to betray other names he took the entire blame on himself
and insisted that he had writren the entire paper, from beginning to end. Nobody believed him; they did not even
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believe he was the author of the articles, for he looked like a boy of less than fifteen. He had grown up in dark city
flats and workshops and was small and weak. The cross-questioning ended with broken teeth and blood-spitting in
a mass cell.
The revolution in his country which followed the October Revolution freed him from prison, and he joined the
editorial staff of the youth paper. When Horthy put down the revolution with the help of Rumanian troops\fn{ A
note reads: The October Revolution was one of several in 1917 that established a soviet-style government in Russia. Hungary, an
independent republic formed after World War I, established a socialist government under Bela Kun (1886-1939?) in 1919. Nikolaus Horthy
(Miklós Horthy de Nagybáanya (1868-1957), an Austro-Hungarian Marine admiral formed and led the counter-revolutionary army that
squelched the republic in 1920. He ruled until 1944, when the Axis ally was invaded by the USSR } Stefan managed to escape to

Austria. Many of his comrades were murdered. His friend, a printer’s apprentice, was drowned in the Danube, his
feet tied together and weighted down with a stone.
After that Stefan kept body and soul together in various European countries, mostly by the work of his hands.
Sometimes he wrote an article for the Party paper of the country in which he had found asylum. People
remembered his name subconsciously, because he wrote simply and truthfully and his explanations provided a
guiding line for many people to hold on to in hard, uneasy times when they could not help themselves. But this
effect only made itself felt slowly, in the course of the years. Every time he saw his ideas in print again, translated
into the language of the country that sheltered him, he felt the same secret, happy pride as he had had in his first
article, writren when he was fifteen. But of course he only earned a few pence, if anything at all—not enough to
keep body and soul together—for an article on which he had worked long and carefully, until it said exactly what
he wanted to say, without unnecessary frills or confusing abbreviations. But he could not rest until he had put
down each of his thoughts in the most exact form possible. He understood and learned foreign languages quickly;
he argued over every sentence with every translator who helped him.
This was the work he was doing at the end of the twenties and the early thirties. He was glad to be able to get
enough casual work to keep his family more or less fed and clothed. For he had married in the meantime and had
a wife and two children to look after. His wife was delicate and not attractive, but the happiness she felt when she
sensed her husband’s pride in a new article lent her a kind of beauty. She loved the expression on his face at such
times. Experience made him appear old but at the same time youthful, and his eyes were good and wide-awake.
And he was a little ashamed when she noticed his pride and her own face reflected it.
Stefan and his wife Therese were completely surprised, and pleasantly shocked when he was suddenly
appointed to the editorial staff of a big workers’ journal that appeared in many countries in a number of languages.
But readers expressed their approval of his appointment. His analyses, which he had been writing for some time
and on varied occasions and which were becoming well known, gave them a goal to look forward to in the hard
times that lay ahead.
Stefan was living in Berlin at that time, shortly before Hitler seized power. He was now relieved of the need to
do casual work and had time to study and write, but this did not make life easier for him. He traveled a great deal
in order to follow events himself, to see the effects on people with his own eyes, in various cities in Europe, not
only in Berlin and other German cities.
His wife fell ill. She tried to keep her illness a secret from him. Since he had always seen only her smile and
her eyes, it was a long time before he noticed how thin and pale she had become. When he was at home—seldom
enough in that year—she hid her suffering. He had thrown himself whole-heartedly into his work; armed with his
experience, which steadily increased, he wrote day and night. It may be that he only understood in the last few
days that his personal happiness was coming to an end. After his wife’s death his daughter, still a schoolgirl, kept
house for him.
At that time his articles were eagerly read in at least two dozen countries, because they gave people a glimmer
of the truth in the terribly confused times between the Reichstag Fire\fn{ February 27, 1933, when the building that housed
the German parliament was burned down, almost certainly the work of the Nazi Party } and the outbreak of the Second World
War.\fn{September 1, 1939} Stefan went to Spain several times during the Civil War,\fn{ A note reads: Spanish Civil War
(1936-1939) in which the conservative and fascist forces overthrew the Loyalists to the democratic second Spanish republic. Voluntary
international brigades formed to support the Loyalist cause } although he hated traveling, by air, rail or car. He grew

prematurely heavy and found traveling more and more difficult. And when he returned from a journey he could
never get used to the fact that Therese was not there waiting for him. His clever eyes always looked sadly out
from behind his spectacles.
He was in France when the Munich Agreement was signed, and he wrote an article about what he thought of
Chamberlain’s “Peace in our time.”\fn{A note reads: [Arthur Neville Chamberlain (1869-1940)], British prime minister (1937304

1940), chiefly responsible for the agreement [known as the Munich Pact] (1938) surrendering most of Czechoslovakia to Germany, widely
regarded as a symbol of appeasement, which failed: World War II began about a year later. ] Interviewed at a London airport immediately
after having disembarked from his flight from Germany, he held his copy of the Munich Pact aloft in the air, proclaiming it as “peace in our
time.” He realized his mistake prior to the outbreak of war, however, and publically expressed his support for Poland, serving as Lord
President of the Council in Churchill’s cabinet until October 1940, when he was forced to resign because of illness, to which he succumbed
about a month later} He shook people into awareness with this article, warning them against senseless optimism and

drawing attention to the signs of coming war.
The following year, he wrote from his little attic hotel room in Paris that the French government was making
use of the war to introduce emergency laws against their own workers and that they did not dare to make an
alliance with the Soviet Union against Hitler. This article was published in many languages and it again helped
many people to think over and understand what had been happening.
The Wehrmacht marched into France.\fn{A note reads: Hitler’s army, which invaded France in 1940} Paris was occupied.
Although he had known what was coming, Stefan made his arrangements to leave too late, as he was delayed by
empty promises and finally left in the lurch. He saw very clearly what was going on in the world at large, but
hardly ever saw into the minds of individuals with whom he came into contact.
Long before the occupation the Gestapo had discovered the whereabouts of a number of people and had had
them watched. And Stefan, sitting and thinking in his hotel room on the Left Bank, and writing the articles which
many people read so eagerly, was a nuisance to the Nazis. Since the car promised him did not appear, he had
decided to go on foot to a station outside Paris and take a train from there. But he was arrested in his room before
he could even make the attempt and was sent to a concentration camp in Germany.
What they did to him there—all the humiliations and torture—he watched with grief and close attention, as if it
were happening to someone else. Many others around him were treated in the same way and he took notice of
everything, as if he would have to give an exact account of it for his newspaper.
He was completely helpless after they beat him on the head and his spectacles were knocked off and broken.
Many prisoners tried to show how greatly they respected him, giving him a helping hand, a crust of bread or a
friendly word. But soon Stefan, weak and helpless as he was, radiated a feeling of strength in the midst of their
almost unbearable life. The prisoners tried to catch every word he said, his explanations were passed on from one
to another, especially after Hitler invaded the Soviet Union and penetrated deep into the country in the blitz
attack.
*
One night Stefan was awakened. He was led before the camp commandant, who sat at supper with his young
adjutant and a number of SS officers. They had probably only just had the idea of having him called in.
Conversation dried up, they stared at him. They had reached the stage between nervous watchfulness and
complete drunkenness.
The commandant, who was still fairly sober, said they knew that Stefan was a prophet for the Jews and
Communists and had always foretold the future for them. He had even prophesied that Hitler would seize power
and gain control of Europe. He could now exercise his office as prophet again, but for the real rulers this time. He
could sit down in a room alone and undisturbed and write down what Europe would be like in three years’ time.
Stefan replied that he was prepared to do this, but he could not write without spectacles.
The commandant laughed and said this would be no obstacle. He ordered a camp doctor to get hold of suitable
glasses at once.
Stefan was sent back to the barracks again until the order had been carried out. In this way he was able to tell
one of his fellow prisoners what they had told him to do. He took leave of him and, through him, of all friends.
Early the next morning he was taken to the room set aside for him. Here he found a pair of new glasses, paper
and pen on the table, and also a good breakfast, just as if he were suddenly no longer a prisoner. He asked for a
map, because he needed to write down everything exactly.
He had often told his fellow sufferers why Hitler could never achieve any final result through his blitz war
against the Soviet Union—because he had the entire nation against him; he was bound to fail there, just as
Napoleon had failed, and there were plenty of signs of the decline of his power. Stefan had counted these again
and again, to comfort them and keep up their courage.
Stefan was now determined to make the most of the quiet and the opportunity to think undisturbed that had
been given him once more. He weighed each word he wrote. In his analysis the end of Hitler’s power was as clear
and as indisputable as the answer to a sum. He sought patiently for the right word to express each of his thoughts,
as if the article was to be printed and distributed at once and must bring strength and confidence to countless
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people. He had no douubt at all as to what he would get for it. He wrote carefully in his neat handwriting, which
had no flourishes and was easy to read. Then he folded the sheets and said to the guard at the door:
“I’m finished.”
And the guard quickly brought the sheets to the camp commandant, as he had been ordered.
The commandant burst into a sharp, cackling laugh as he read. He slid the pages across to the young adjutant,
his favorite. Then he suddenly turned scarlet with rage, snatched the pages from the box and shouted:
“Into the fire with them!”
While the adjutant crumpled the paper and thrust it into the stove, the commandant considered whether it
would be better to send the prophet to be burnt like his prophecies or whether, instead of waiting for the next
transport to the death camp, he should make an end of him here at once. He shouted to the guard who dealt with
such matters, “Bunker A!” and they both knew when he gave the order that no one ever left Bunker A alive.
When Stefan was fetched from the stone quarry after only just beginning to work, he saw what was coming
from their faces and from the direction their blows and kicks sent him, and finally from the bare, reddish,
windowless walls, behind which many of his comrades had vanished forever.
The icy cold killed him, not fire. He knew this with the last flicker of his brain, the last of his being to be
extinguished in his stone coffin.
When the guard unlocked the door he did not need to shoot, and there was no point in his kick either. The
prisoner was frozen stiff.
His name was never again mentioned in the camp. It was to be as if he had never been there, as if he had never
prophesied anything. He had vanished without a sound while the world war shrieked towards its end through
hundreds of thousands of guns.
But the prisoner in whom he had confided when he was brought back once more to the barracks before writing
down his thoughts saw to it that an account of how his life ended was passed on from one prisoner to the next.
50.17 Colonel Kock\fn{by Hermann Kesten (1900-1996)} Nuremberg, Bavaria, Germany (M) 8
When I laid aside my paper at Jamaica station yesterday, I discovered that the man next to me, who had just
got off, had forgotten his valise under the seat. I promptly jumped out of the train with the suitcase, caught up
with the man outside the station and held his valise under his nose.
“Your valise,” I said. “You left it in the train.”
“Don’t mention it.” He surveyed me from head to foot.
“I dashed off the train,” I said, “to bring you your property—”
“The suitcase doesn’t belong to me. You know it. Or don’t you? I’ve had enough of this, do you hear?”
“I beg your pardon,” I said. I went back into the station and turned in the suitcase, my address and a brief
statement. My unknown one accosted me at the corner.
“In better years I had a better knowledge of people. Now I can see that you aren’t a detective. But I could tell
you of some strange experiences.”
“My fault,” I replied. “I was overzealous—”
“And yet,” he said, scrutinizing me, “I may have made the decisive mistake now. That wretched valise—you
haven’t got it?”
“I turned it in.”
“Mentioning me?” he asked and turned pale.
“Casually. I don’t even know your name.” We had been walking slowly down Sutphin Boulevard.
“Either the valise is yours,” I said; “then why don’t you take it? Or it isn’t yours—then I was wrong. But
what’s it to you?”
“And my ruined life?” the man asked, halting.
“Three months ago a valise popped up exactly this way, and hell on earth began for me with a mistake
precisely like yours. Fundamenentally I didn’t do anything different three months ago from what you’ve just
done. For that I was in jail almost three months. I’d be sorry for you, if—”
“Just because I found a suitcase? But suppose we share the reward this time?”
“You’re an honest man,” he replied with deadly earnestness, “and you’re laughing. A human being may be lost.
His neighbor sees only the humor of the situation. I, too, spent a lifetime laughing and could see the joke of
everything …”
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He fell silent.
I looked at the odd stranger more closely. His bearing betrayed the man of mark, his smile, an ironical view of
himself. I liked his smile. Oddly enough most people have nothing to tell. They are the extras of history, who toast
their slice of bread over the hot ashes of burning Rome. This stranger roused my curiosity.
“Let’s have a drink in the bar over there,” I suggested. Although there was just the bartender in the half dark
place, my stranger sat down at the hindmost table.
*
“I’m a fugitive,” he said, “one of millions. My name is Marian Kock. Colonel Kock. I’ve fought the Tsar, the
Bolsheviks and the Germans. In 1939, during the siege of Warsaw, I was in a hospital and finally fled in women’s
clothes under the noses of the Nazis from the ruins of Warsaw.
“But perhaps I ought to start with my birth—my real mistake. I was an ardent Polish patriot. But Poland isn’t
my fatherland at all. This preposterous situation sharpened my sense of comedy—the cause of my ruin.
“In December, 1940, I came from Europe—that temporary German hell with the emergency exit at Lisbon. I
walked about New York and felt at home from the first. You often pay more dearly for being wrong than for being
guilty.
“One morning, on the platform at Rockville Center, I saw a man having his shoes shined. Five steps away,
abandoned like an orphan, stood a valise. It was red and faded, as if standing there for a long time in rain and sun
—a pitiful valise. It obviously belonged to the man who was having his shoes shined.
“Suddenly I thought I recognized the man as Dr. MacKerry, a pediatrician I had once met. From the very first
moment this Dr. MacKerry had made fun of me. He cracked brilliant jokes at my expense. He always felt superior
—the result of his profession. Now I wanted to get my revenge and have some fun with him. Those perpetually
surprised blue eyes, the tiny, cheerful, red nose, that mouth as round as a spittoon, those thin, eloquent lips: a born
joker. What a funny face he would make when his valise was gone! The blank astonishment of people who shrug
off revolutions and then howl bloody murder when they lose so much as a collar button
“The idea was beginning to please me irresistibly. It was my lucky day anyway. I had a date for lunch with my
friend Kochaner. We were going into business together; all we had left to do was sign the contract. Later I would
see Anna, a Swedish girl I had been in love with for five months.
“I picked up the valise with a smile. It was surprisingly light. I had reached for it experimentally; now I asked
myself uncomfortably, ‘What next?’
“Then the riot started. A dozen strangers jumped at me, my nose was bleeding, somebody yelled ‘Police!’ and
before I could say, ‘Here’s your valise—it was a joke,’ I found myself at the police station.
“‘Let me explain,’ I asked the detective.
“‘Later,’ he said, and took down my personal description.
“‘It was only a joke, you know.’
“‘We’ll see how much of a record you’ve got, the officer said.
“‘You see I thought it was Dr. MacKerry,’ I explained.
“‘I know him,’ said the officer. ‘He operated on my little girl. The operation was a success. Three days
afterward he died.’
“‘Dead?’ I cried. ‘Dr. MacKerry dead? The one who was always kidding?’
“‘You’re in luck,’ said the officer. ‘It’s still early in the day. The judge can see you this afternoon.’
“‘But,’ I said, ‘for a joke?’
“The judge fixed bail at a thousand dollars. The valise contained drawings for an invention. Electric baths.
“‘The bath of the future,’ the owner of the red valise declared. ‘I’m submitting the patent next week. The plans
are worth their weight in gold.’ The inventor’s name was Jack Fadden.
“‘The thief is a foreigner,’ he said enthusiastically. ‘Maybe the Gestapo is behind him. To the German General
Staff those baths, used in an army of—’
“‘Bail is a thousand dollars,’ said the judge. And added, ‘Cheap enough.’
“‘Tomorrow you’ll be free,’ I told myself. I wrote to Anna. A week later I got a letter. She had loved me
because I had taught her to see the seriousness of life. A fiancé shouldn’t play tricks with other people’s property.
And she would never forget me.
“I wired my friend Kochaner. He’s a citizen now, a splendid fellow. The idea of going into business together
was out, he wrote. According to the papers I’d stolen patents worth half a million dollars.
“Soon I realized: while I was behind bars I couldn’t raise bail; without bail I couldn’t get out. So I wrote to Mr.
Jack Fadden, the owner of the valise: Must a man die for an unsuccessful joke?
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“He answered by return mail. He had given up the electric baths. Good idea; but the manufacturing cost was
too high. Now he was working his new invention, a depilatory; at the same time he had produced an infallible
remedy for falling hair. He had withdrawn the charge and was hoping that this would remove all obstacles to my
release.
“My discharge dragged on. The questioning piled up. I had supposed I had behind me the ordinary life of a
modem man. The police, without half-trying, proved the opposite. In the course of the investigation I lost my
name, my nationality, my character, my honor, my self-respect, my courage and my identity. Accomplishments 1
was proud of began to look like derelictions. Wherever I sought support I evoked distrust. I was required to prove
the obvious. That’s how suspicious any ordinary life begins to look, once you check up on it.
“Oddly enough I had thought that precisely my life would stand any amount of checking. And yet the
detectives had the very best of intentions; my life was at fault. I was bound to strike them as suspicious; began to
strike myself as suspicious. After three months I had the head of a thief. Today, I have the mind of a criminal. All I
need in order to be a thief is the delicious habit of stealing. No man should leave his country. There they know
him; there they understand him. But what if you’ve never had a country, like me?”
“Aren’t you a Pole?” I asked.
“The only answer to that would be the history of the Polish Republic. The police asked me: ‘Were you born in
Poland?’
“‘I’m older than the Polish Republic.’
“‘Where were you born?’
“‘In Odessa.’
“‘Then you’re a Russian?’
“‘My mother was Swiss.’
“‘And your father?’
“‘Unknown.’
“‘You’re Swiss, then?”
“‘My mother married an Austrian university professor, who adopted me.’
“‘Then you’re an Austrian?’
“‘Hitler has seized Austria.’
“‘Well, are you a German?’
“‘And a colonel in the Polish army?’
“‘Well, then aren’t you a Pole after all?’
“‘I protested against the personnel of the Polish government in exile, and now my consul won’t receive me. I
wasn’t born in Poland; how am I to prove, in exile and with no papers, that my Polish father adopted me?’
“‘On what papers did you enter this country?’
“‘On a French identification card.’
“‘Are you a French citizen?’
“‘Not at all.’
“‘Stateless, then.’
“‘I’m a citizen of the world,’ I confessed.
“‘No cracks!’ they yelled. ‘You’re making things look bad for yourself. Have you any relatives in Europe?’
“‘I don’t know.’
“‘A proper person knows his family. Is your mother still living?’
“‘I don’t know.’
“‘Your mother’s last residence?’
“‘She hadn’t any.’
“‘Was she a vagrant?’
“‘On the contrary. She was locked up in a concentration camp near Warsaw.’
“‘What for?’
“‘They claimed she said in a street-car that the Germans were human too.’
“‘Aha. A pro-German.’
“‘On the contrary. The Nazis were punishing her for slander.’
“‘What?’
“‘That’s right.’
“‘Oh. Meaning? Did your mother never write to you?’
308

“‘No. But the Swiss consul at Ankara sent me news of her.’
“‘Ankara?’
“‘In Turkey. He’s a cousin of my mother’s. His brother-in-law is a major in a Saxon regiment garrisoned in
Biarritz, the French resort on the Spanish border. The major has a niece in Berlin. The niece has a girl friend. The
girl friend has an affair with a Gestapo official stationed in Warsaw. So I got word from my mother by the fastest
imaginable route, in a bare four months—by telegraph, of course.’”
The police, in complete geographical confusion, understood nothing. Why did a telegram take four months?
“‘Perfectly simple; I explained. ‘In Europe any child would understand. My mother had remained a Swiss
citizen. She wrote from the camp to the Red Cross. The Red Cross turned to the Swiss consul in Berlin. The
consul made representations to Himmler. So Robert Kocke, the Gestapo official, went to the concentration camp
near Warsaw in order to intimidate my mother by questioning. She told him she was worried that I might be
anxious about her. At the start of the war, she said, we had arranged that in case of a partial occupation of Poland
(a complete one we thought out of the question!) we’d send each other news by way of this cousin of my
mother’s, the Swiss consul at Ankara.
“‘Kocke of the Gestapo, who of course couldn’t write abroad to a Swiss consul, wrote to his fiancée. After that,
everything was straight routine. The fiancée went to her girl friend, and she to her aunt. The aunt met her husband,
the major, in Paris; he was on leave, she was shopping. The major, on an excursion across the Spanish frontier to
San Sebastian, wrote from the writing-room of the casino to the Swiss consul at Ankara. The consul immediately
sent me a cable; I had long since cabled him my address in America.’
“‘So you admit you’re connected with the Gestapo?’ they asked me. ‘Kocke was hardly willing to send such a
dangerous message abroad for nothing, was he?’
“‘But,’ I said, ‘a Gestapo man is a murderer in government employ, with a monthly salary and a right to a
pension, in the service of the well known German world-conqueror’s clubs. In private he may be fond of children,
or hen-pecked.’
“‘And why did Kocke send such a dangerous message?’
“‘Probably he was thinking of his mother. The Germans are sentimental. Incidentally, all the message said was
that my mother was getting along as might be expected.’
“‘As a Swiss citizen, why didn’t your mother go back to Switzerland?’
“‘On account of the high mountains,’ I said.
“What? Repeat that!”
“Just you try,” said Colonel Kock to me, “to explain my mother’s life to the police!”
“She was a wonderful woman, God bless her! She made so many happy. She was the daughter of a Geneva
watchmaker. All the watches in her father’s house made her melancholy. At fifteen, she was running after every
hour. She went to the station every day, to see the Paris train leave. She dreamed that tomorrow a count would
elope with her to Paris, into the great world.
“One day a man actually did accost her at the Geneva railway station. Next day she went off with the stranger,
but to the Crimea, to the estate of a Ukrainian petty nobleman, who had hired the stranger as tutor. The stranger
did not come out of a dream; he was bald, pot-bellied and hoarse of voice, a southern Frenchman from Toulouse;
he was enthusiastic about Rabelais\fn{ François Rabelais (c.1493-1553), French author } and Swift,\fn{Jonathan Swift (16671745), Irish author.} liked his wine and had black, fiery eyes. His name, was Arouet. Of course, he boasted of being
descended from Voltaire’s\fn{Aka François Marie Arouet (1694-1778) French author} family.
“At the start of the journey he introduced my mother as his daughter; at the end, as his wife. On the estate,
daughter again, she instructed the bearded squire’s daughters, befriended his two sixteen-year-old twin sons, and
became his own darling. Obliging toward every man, she went into the shady woods all summer long, by turns
with the squire, with one twin, with the other twin, with the tutor, and at times even with her charges, the little
girls—to pick berries. Nine months later I came into the world.
“The following morning the squire sent my mother a check for three thousand roubles and a note saying, ‘Call
my son Pyotr!’
“At noon one of the twins flung himself at his father’s feet. It was while berrying, he confessed tearfully. The
twins were so much alike that the embittered father first enquired, Which one are you?
“‘Your son Ivan,’ replied the guilty one and was thrown out the door. That afternoon the squire sat by the
beehive, brooding mutely, when the other twin slunk up with downcast eyes and fell abruptly at his father’s feet.
Weeping, he cried out:
“‘It’s I, father! I’m guilty. Punish me.’
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“‘What?’ cried his father.
“‘You can’t guess,’ cried the twin. ‘I bear a mortal load of guilt—’
“‘Have you got any more children?’ yelled his father.
“‘How did you know?’ asked the astounded twin. ‘Out berrying—’
“‘Which one are you?’ asked the irate father.
“‘Your son Alexander,’ replied the twin. At the very moment when the squire had put his son Alexander to
flight with a well-aimed kick, the embarrassed tutor came and confessed (out in the woods, berrying) and he was
ready to marry the fallen one—for in fact he was not my mother’s father at all, but my father.
“‘You’re the fourth father today,’ replied the angry squire, ‘and the day isn’t over yet.’
“The tutor slunk off as if stunned. Later he must have talked to his pupils. With the boys you can understand
the silly upshot; but the tutor was a man of forty-nine, from Toulouse, the city of gourmands, a reader of satirists,
a mocker, an Arouet!
“That very evening he went for a swim in the Black Sea with the twins. It was a marvelous starry night, and
the tutor and the twins drowned. The squire and his hands searched all night, with torches and dogs. The torches
shone so far through the woods; the dogs barked so loud by the sea.
“The squire bought my mother a railroad ticket to Geneva. In Vienna, she got off the train with the infant in her
arms, to drink a quick soda-pop. She stayed in Vienna three years. My first memory is of Grinzing near Vienna. I
was standing on a chair, in a blue sailor suit with a white collar, next to the orchestra in one of the garden inns of
Grinzing, where the innkeepers serve the new wine, the fleuriger, along with the oldest popular songs. There I
stood, deadly serious, watching my mother, a girl of twenty in a white gingham dress, waltz past with young
gentlemen, and then with elderly gentlemen.
“I had often asked her, ‘Who’s my father?’ She used to answer:
“‘I’m looking for him.’
“I can still hear the tumta tumta of the drums. I can smell the aroma of wine, and of great stars in the dark, all
but precipitant, nocturnal sky. I can see my mother, waltzing past, hot and lovely; she is calling:
“‘Have fun, darling!’
“I anxiously studied every gentleman—was he my father? I found one on a Saturday night, when I was three—
not too soon. He was pot-bellied, bald, and had a hoarse voice. He wore a black pince-nez on his red, alcoholic
nose. Thick bunches of reddish hair sprouted everywhere, like wildflowers in an abandoned garden, from his halfnaked skull, his high collar, his ears and nostrils. He was a learned man, as I found later, and a good man. His
smile enchanted me then, little boy that I was—it was so gentle and drunken.
“He couldn’t dance. He sat over a glass of wine, watching the young girls. He was learned and short-sighted.
Unsure of myself, I studied him for a long time. Finally I scrambled down from my chair—a daring exploit for a
little shaver like me—and went over to the stranger. I put my hand confidentially on his knee, looked searchingly
at his face and asked him, man to man:
“‘Aren’t you my daddy, maybe?’
“If he’d laughed, I’d have cried. But he shook his head and said:
“‘My name is Thaddeus Kock and I’m a professor of Polish at Cracow University. Is your father from
Cracow?’
“‘I don’t know,’ I answered worriedly. I’ll ask my mqther.’
“She came over after the waltz, with hot cheeks, looking like fifteen in her coy little white frock, and
apologized for her little boy. She sat down just for half a minute and drank a glass of wine so as not to be rude, a
second glass of wine because it tasted so good and a third glass to the professor’s health. The wedding took place
two months later. Professor Kock became my father, my best friend on earth—and my seducer.\fn{ He means his
political seducer}
“He was a gentle man who would not hurt a fly; when I was a little older he used to go walking in the fields
with me, and he would look around carefully under the laughing sky to make sure there was no gendarme around,
with an Austrian double eagle on the visor of his cap. Then he would cry out in his hoarse voice: Woe to you, my
son, should you ever lose your thirst for freedom! A man without freedom is a butterfly without wings, an ugly
worm!\fn{At this time, areas of what is now southern Poland were part of the Austro-Hungarian Empire }
“Then he would sigh deeply: Unhappy Poland! So noble in misfortune, blood-stained from the blows of
insolent oppressors—Austrians, Russians, even Prussians!\fn{ Austria, Russia and Germany (of which Prussia was the most
dominant state) participated in three partitions of the Polish State, the last of which completely eliminated independent Poland from the
map of Europe}
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“For my father was a fanatical patriot of his country which had not existed for a hundred years.
“‘Swear!’ he cried, pointing heavenward. ‘Swear that you will fight for Poland’s freedom to your last drop of
blood!’
“I swore—in German, incidentally, my Polish being still too shaky.
“He, however, began cautiously to sing the Polish anthem: Poland Shall Not Perish Yet.
“In 1914 I entered Pilsudskj’s Polish Legion.\fn{ An organization of about 10,000 Poles organized by Jozef Klemens
Pilsudski (1867-1935), Polish revolutionary and virtual dictator of independent Poland (1918-1922; 1926-1935) } My father entered
jail. He had said from the lecture platform that Austria-Hungary would die and Poland would live!
“After the fall of Austria-Hungary, I got a captain’s commission in the Polish army, and my father a
professorship at the University of Warsaw. When I came home from the war against the Bolsheviks,\fn{ 1920} a
colonel, my father was back in jail. He had said from the lecture platform that the uniformed tyrants would die
and democracy would live!
“After considerable wire-pulling, I managed to see my father in his cell without witnesses. The old man
received me with tears. I asked, ‘Is this where our ideals lead to? To prison for you? To the battlefield for me?’ As
there was neither chair nor bed in the cell, we sat down on the floor. The old man held his bushy beard in both
hands and looked at me for a long time. Finally he replied: ‘My son, it was a dream. I’ve gone a step further. The
freedom of Poland—democracy—all well and good. But today I know that something new will come. The United
States of Europe! Swear, my son …’
“I didn’t swear again, of course. I went in desperation to my mother. She comforted me. Your father is an
idealist, she said. Always admire him; never imitate him. He runs even faster than Europe’s nations who are
changing their ideas on the double. It’ll cost him his neck in the end. But he’s a philosopher. He has learned to
count his life as nothing. You, my son, are a soldier: you must back up your nation, sword in hand. Be loyal!
Always think like your superiors.
“So I did. Just you try to explain the fine points of a political career in Europe to the American police!
“‘Did you advocate the overthrow of the government?’ the police asked. ‘Are you in favor of the war with
Germany? Were you ever in favor of the Communists? National Socialists? Answer each question yes or no.”
“‘I want to confess the truth,’ I said.
“‘Aha!’ they cried.
“‘I can answer each question yes and no. For example, did I fight for democracy? Yes and no.’
“‘How are we to understand that?’
“I said: ‘I was always loyal. I always obeyed my government. My leaders, like most leaders, went from left to
right and then crosswise. Pilsudski, the generalissimo of the Polish Republic, participated in the Russian
revolution of 1904, blowing up trains. In 1914 he was a socialist. In 1926, as dictator of Poland, he despised
socialism and the revolution. So with Pilsudski I was a socialist and with him I was an anti-socialist. When the
democratic pianist Paderewski\fn{Ignace Jan Paderewski (1860-1941)} became prime minister of Poland,\fn{JanuaryNovember, 1919} I was a democrat. When our foreign minister Colonel Beck worked for collaboration with Hitler, I
was for Beck. And with Beck, later, I was against Hitler but for Chamberlain.\fn{ Arthur Neville Chamberlain (118691940), Prime Minister of the United Kingdom (1937-1940)} Today I’m ready to advocate the overthrow of many
governments in Europe, for the good of Poland.’
“‘Well,’ they asked me, ‘aren’t you a museum of all European political trends for the last twenty-five years?’
“‘I’m a man of honor. For that I made every sacrifice. Otherwise I could have sat in the cabinet, or made
millions. I never followed my own inclination or personal convictions. Like most of the respected people in the
world I thought, with inflexible consistency, as my government of the moment did, and I was proud of my
impeccable fidelity to Poland. But could I have acted otherwise without going to jail, like my father, or into exile,
like other fanatics?’
“‘You went into exile later anyhow.’
“‘Was I to plow German fields for Hitler, or dig iron as his slave in German mines? I’m a nationalist emigrant,
not a political one. Political emigrants flee from their own country, where not everything goes to suit them, to a
foreign country, where nothing goes to suit them.’
“The police were baffied. There they were with my complete confession. Why, I admitted everything. I was
suspicious in every way—and claimed to be a typical European. The police shuddered at me—and at Europe.
“When I think of Poland, I see the graves in the streets of Warsaw and the raped girls, the trampled fields, the
old peasants hanging from the nut trees before their shacks, the millions of Jews jammed into ghettoes to die in
haste and in heaps—and I see the armed murderers, clean-shaven, with well shined shoes, and among them the
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rats in uniform, the Gestapo, and they march through the country and occupy the four village exits and say,
‘Reprisal’ and shoot the innocent, the old man and the child and the child’s mother; I can hear every shot. I hear
the death-cry of Poland across the plains, across the mountains and the sea. Particularly at night the wind carries
the groan of Poland to my ears; I hear the somber, piercing sound—and I shudder too.
“Aren’t the police always right?
“I’ve stopped believing in mankind since my father died. My father came out of his prisons a shriveled graybeard. No longer allowed to teach, he wrote inflammatory little articles for malcontent little magazines. My
father’s friends no longer dared go to visit him. In the midst of his native land he was living in exile. I shall never
forget the last evening in our country house outside Warsaw, at the end of July, 1939. We were sitting before the
front door. The sun had set. Myriads of crickets began their shrill, triumphant song in the corn fields. The sky
gleamed like an ocean. The stars winked like the lights of distant ships
“‘My son,’ said my father, ‘I’ve progressed to another stage.’ My mother smiled darkly.
“I waited in vain for a statement of his new and better principles was too respectful to ask my father what he
didn’t tell me of his own accord. My father murmured, as if dreaming:
“‘My son … swear!’
“One rainy morning in August I was sitting beside his bed, two days before he died. He said:
“‘My son. I’m on the threshold. During my sleepless nights I pondered, with sighs and, when I couldn’t stand
it, with screams went on from stage to stage: now, I thought, you have truth in your hand … now … I confess that
even then I sometimes mistrusted my kind. Now suddenly I can see clearly: mankind has no future. What would
you think of a zoologist who spent his life studying hedgehogs and swore by the moral future of the hedgehog
race? Hedgehogs? A a hundred or a thousand years their young will still be mere hedgehogs. My son, forget my
teachings! Break your chains! Rend your garments! Let your nails and hair grow! Live like a hedgehog! Swear,
my son, that you’ll live like a hedgehog! Swear!”
“I swore, of course. The old man died.
“‘Come on,’ I said to my mother. That was the first time I noticed that she was getting gray. ‘Let’s go to
Switzerland. Wasn’t your father a watchmaker in Geneva? Let’s live at the foot of Mont Blanc. I’ll work to make
watches and watch the rest of time pass by.’
“‘Never!’ cried my mother. ‘I love Poland!’
“What do you love about Poland? It’s an impoverished country and—”
“‘Quiet!’ said my mother. She smiled like a young girl. ‘I love its yellow fields in July. And the singing of the
peasant girls around the village square. I’m a Pole! And my son isn’t going to run away just an hour before Satan
rides into the country.’
“‘Satan doesn’t ride any more,’ I said. ‘He flies—in a bomber!’
“My dear mother … When Warsaw was bombed, she ran amongst crashing houses of the besieged city every
day to get milk for strange children in her air-raid shelter. And when the German soldiers marched in—”
*
Colonel Kock broke off in the middle of a sentence. With an an hysterical gesture he squeezed my hand. He
stared at the table be us, where two men had sat down.
“We’re being spied on.”
“What’s the danger?” I asked, smiling.
“You’re right. But didn’t I tell you that I’d acquired the keenness of a criminal? I can recognize any policeman
in plain clothes now. When I'd been under arrest at Rockville Center for three months and was on the point of
breaking down and confessing anything they wanted after all the questioning, the police suddenly let me go.
“So here I am. And I suspect that the police only let me go so they could watch me the better. I’m a suspicious
character, like millions of refugees. Now I’m beginning to ask myself, What does innocence look like? What must
a man do, to seem an ordinary person? Trying to avoid anything conspicuous like the plague, I behave
sensationally and get involved in the most extravagant adventures. Why did you run just after me with that valise?
And did anyone really forget it? Or was it left on purpose? Were they trying to test my honesty? What’s in the
bag? They’ll open it. And find—what?
“So what do I do? Instead of obeying my first instinct and running away, I talk to you, go into a bar with you,
put my name, my story, myself in your hands. If you’d been from the police after all, I’d have gone right ahead
and told everything. Detectives are poor listeners; they have a monotonous mania of waiting for the same thing all
the time: a confession of guilt.
“You had patience. Who are you? Don’t answer. I’d be ashamed of myself if I shouldn’t believe you. You
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won’t bring me any luck. It was splendid of you to come after me with the valise. But you’d have done better not
to, better for me and perhaps for you too. You got off the train with someone else’s bag. Are you a thief?”
“I reported finding it.”
“You’re too sure of yourself. Three months ago I was like you. I envy your blindness.”
“We all die.”
“Die?” asked Kock. “I’m a soldier. But the humiliations. And the fear. And the fear of fear. Come on. I can’t
stand this bar any longer. Please, let’s go!”
*
I called to the waiter. When we got up, the two men at the next table barred our way.
“I knew it,” said Colonel Kock calmly.
The detectives civilly asked us to go with them. Why? Where to?
“A formality. Did this gentleman lose a valise?”
“Found it,” I said.
“You were the finder. But your friend there—wasn’t he the loser?”
“I brought Colonel Kock the valise, but he told me right away thai it didn’t belong to him.”
“No?” asked the detectives. “I suppose you gents have been working together quite a while?”
I stared at the detectives and Colonel Kock by turns. What was I to believe? Had I blundered into some
preposterous business? Good Godl And this Colonel Kock? Was he a colonel? Was he a Pole?
“Allow me,” I said, “gentlemen …”
I broke out in a sweat. At the police station they took us into an almost bare room. On a table by the wall stood
the famous valise. We stopped at the door.
“But damn it!” I yelled. “I turned in the valise of my own accord. I’m no thief!”
My nerves were cracking. Did I really stress that I was no thief? Kock, who was calmer than I, turned to the
detectives and said:
“This gentleman is really quite innocent. I’ve never seen him before. He thought he was doing me a favor by
coming after me with the valise. I’m the only one to arrest. I’ll assume all responsibility. My name is Kock
Colonel Kock. I’m entirely at your disposal.”
“Shut up!” said the detectives.
“But,” I cried, “the suitcase was turned in.”
“Shut up!” cried the detectives.
The room was so quiet now that you could hear the faint tick of a clock. The detectives glanced sharply at us.
We thought we kept hearing the tick louder and louder. Suddenly Kock and I looked at each other. We saw why
the detectives had stopped at the door with us. The tick was coming from the valise.
“What’s that?” I asked with trembling lips.
But I knew already: there was a bomb in the valise, of course with a clockwork timer; I had found a bomb. I
looked at Kock. His face was white. So that was why he had repudiated the valise? Started to run away? A bombthrower! An assassin! And I was involved, suspected. I was an honest man. People knew me. I was innocent. My
whole life went to prove …
My life? Hadn’t he told me the story of an innocent man? Was innocence any protection? How does a man
prove he’s harmless? Good God, I was sunk.
Kock (if he was Kock!) asked the detectives:
“Are you waiting for the explosion?”
“Then you admit …?” the detectives asked. I said:
“For God’s sake! Confess, if the valise is yours, before a disaster blows us to bits!”
Kock smiled, not unamiably, but simply with melancholy, as if to say: Do you see what you’ve done to me?
That’s the way you men of good will are—impatient, suspicious, undependable.
I was ashamed. I was furious. I was very much scared.
“Do you know how to handle those things?” Kock asked the officials.
“For the last time, does that valise belong to you?” a detective asked. The other commanded:
“Don’t provoke a disaster. That will make your position worse!”
“If I’m torn to bits?” asked Kock.
At that moment the explosives experts from the police arrived. We were led off. After several hours
questioning, during which I looked shudderingly into the abysses of my life, whereas Kock tried most generously
to exonerate me, even at his own expense, there was a phone call.
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The detectives laughed. They told us the valise had just been opened, with all the usual precautions, and not
had only a clockwork been found, but four dozen watches, of which, however, only one had been going. Which of
us was a watchmaker?
Neither one was a watchmaker. To me the detectives explained that if the watches were not claimed, after a
year I would have watches enough for a lifetime. I told the detectives I wouldn’t forget them in a lifetime and if
the watches came to me a year hence I would make each man a present of one.
“Time to eat,” I said to Kock. “The day is gone anyway. Will you do me the honor to have dinner with me?”
“I’m sorry,” said one of the detectives, “but I shall have to interfere with your plans for this evening.”
“How so?” I cried indignantly. “Aren’t we free?”
“You may go. Mr. Kock we shall unfortunately have to keep here tonight. It’s because of his previous arrest.
We’ve got to look up the files and see if Mr. Kock was properly discharged. A mere formality.”
“How about doing it now?” I asked.
“Sorry. But the offices are closed.”
“You’re out of luck,” said I to Kock, blushing. “We must eat together in any case. I’ll be in the bar across the
street about 5:30 tomorrow. We’ll have a drink and then eat together somewhere. Right?”
Colonel Kock held out his hand. He was bearing up well. Only his eyelids twitched.
*
The next day I ran to make up for the day before. At 5:30. I was sitting in the bar. Colonel Kock was not there
yet. At six I began to get nervous. But I told myself, the man forgot—or the man has had enough of you.
At 6:30 I went to the police station. Had they detained him again? How long this time? I wanted to send him
my lawyer. The detective came in hurriedly, looked at the table, and said:
“Stupid business.:
“What? What did you say?”
“Didn’t you see it in the papers?”
“What?”
“Mr. Kock hung himself in jail. With his underpants. This morning between five and six. He’d have been
released by noon. It was a formality.”
“A formality,” I repeated softly.
“Stupid business,” said the policeman. “The Polish consulate has taken it up. It seems the man amounted to
something and had a good reputation in his own country.”
“In his own country …” I repeated. “And … did he leave any note- ", d.dhI. ?" i I eexpam "\fn{Imperfect scan}
“What would he leave us? Nothing but trouble, anyhow.”
I went up Sutphin Boulevard to the Long Island station. I wanted to get to Rockville Center, to New York.
Anywhere, so long as it was away. When I got into the train I stumbled over a red valise in the car. I broke out in a
sweat. I walked through the whole train to the rear car, and looked out into the night. Mirrored in the window I
suddenly seemed to see the shadow of Colonel Kock running after the train. My hair stood on end.
“Get away!” I said. “I’m not your murderer!” The shadow pursued the train.
“Get away!” I said. “And I only wanted to do you a favor when I took the valise after you. I shouldn’t have
done it. You might still be alive then. I’m pretty sure you’d still be alive. But couldn’t you wait until noon? A man
has to have patience.
“With patience,” I said, “you can even endure life.”
58.349 For Man Seeks Warmth\fn{by Joseph Martin Bauer (1901(M) 3

)} Taufkirchen,

nr. Munich, Bavaria, Germany

With all the simplicity which he in full measures called his own, Simon Schmeller soon discovered that as a
guest one could enjoy the pleasant warmth of the Ministry, moreover free of charge, even though without any
additional rights, even when one only came into the building in order to importune the officials with petitions,
plans, applications, reports and addenda to reports.
His way to a new future began when he, not being excessively burdened with work, delivered plans on
application and correction slips to the Ministry for an architect’s office. By reasoning that work proceeded so
incredibly slowly in the Ministries, that it was necessary to wait for hours until one was even admitted, Simon
Schmeller prolonged such errands far beyond moderation, merely conditioned by the desire to spend on such
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occasions the greater part of a cold winter’s day in the well-heated corridors and ante-chambers. In the course of
months Simon Schmeller acquired a knowledge, not only approximate but growing ever more profound, of the
distribution of rooms, the division of the Ministry and even of the personnel who worked there, so that he, without
ever having been employed other than for errands, could name to the visitors and petitioners wandering through
the corridors (with reflection) the respective room number and the name of the gentleman seated there, and on
further inquiry even gave full details of the human peculiarities, manners, moods and eccentricities of the man
sitting inside. Since after all it was a matter of eight stories, and, considering the old age of certain parts of the
Ministry, very understandably also, of numerous architecturally confused wings, an unbiased judge would have to
describe Simon’s knowledge of the complicated localities as surprisingly good.
Yet what this Simon Schmeller knew, he had learnt in such a way that, even before proceeding to the report
with which he had been charged, he had always had a long stay for the sake of the sympathetic warmth in the
lobbies and rambling corridors, and after disposing of his errand had walked through these rooms idly and
attentively—idly in order to be able to remain as long as possible in the warm security, attentive so as not to
overlook any of the radiators installed in the lobbies. His orientation, which gradually included room numbers,
name plates, main departments, management of special areas and the ranks of the people officiating behind the
doors, had its anchor points in the radiators. Since Simon only had scanty means at his disposal from the proceeds
of his errands he had to put behind him each time a stretch of twenty radiators before his budget allowed another
of his self-rolled cigarettes.
Sometimes admittedly, when idleness stood written all too clearly on his face and in his attitude which was not
at all coordinated to movement, it might happen that an inspector or an alderman—women and girls ignored his
presence—would ask what he wanted, not without letting it be perceived that people were cooped up here for
work and not for continual cigarette breaks. Simon Schmeller, as a result of much relaxation in complete control
of his nervous concentration, would on such occasions smile and point at a door, in order to express in this sign
language that he wished to see the man working behind that very door. It was even better, so he ascertained after
considerable reflection, if for the purpose of pointing to an office door he held a file cover in his hand, and from
then on, when everything had been thought out in detail and a superfluous file cover was included in the hour of
warmth, the profound change in his existence took place.
But it was not every day that he had occasion and commission to walk to the Ministry and it was no inexacting
effort for him to fill out the days without errands, too, by taking yesterday’s daily paper, the House and Family
Calendar for Citizen and Countryman and a dozen discarded bills of lading in a file cover, and, armed with this
extremely suitable weapon for a mock battle, played in the corridors of the Ministry the role of a man who, either
by virtue of regular visits to offices or even in permanent position, belonged to the building.
*
From this time on Simon Schmeller was not bothered in the least any more, and because he knew how to pick
the flowers of a cold day properly, in future the place of warmth was assured him just as a condescending
acknowledgement by ladies and girls who flitted past carrying files, an often sullen greeting by gentlemen who
could not so rightly decide whether they should consider him as a guest or a colleague, and frequently a kind of
thank you from the Minister for whom with wonderful zeal he opened the door of the ante-chamber, even though
for the Minister the workday was just beginning.
However, it was not part of this program of the search for warmth that one afternoon a gentleman with a pincenez—Simon had long known that he was Alderman Kogl—set course for him down half the length of the corridor,
addressed him as dear colleague, as a considerably lower standing colleague naturally, which was expressed very
clearly in the tone of address, pressed a file cover containing a list in his hands and laid on his professional
conscience the half-commanding request to visit all the offices of the department with this list. They would all
understand immediately what had to be done. It was a question of financing a wreath, said Alderman Kogl.
So for the first time Simon Schmeller entered in turn all the offices whose occupants were long known to him
by rank, name, office and face. He presented the list both to the ladies at their typewrites and to the gentlemen at
somewhat luxurious desks, alluded to the purpose of the collection written at the top and, mindful of strict custom,
only took the cash which each person gave against the signature of the donor. The amounts, varying between
thirty pfennings and one mark, brought in the sum of thirty-eight marks, at which Alderman Kogl was amazed,
until he perceived from the list that his colleague had collected beyond the area of the department and with the
success, which Mr. Kogl sullenly ascertained, that higher individual contributions had been given outside the
department than by those who had known the deceased more closely. This happened in spring when it was getting
warm.
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A whole summer long Simon drew his quantum of warmth where there was warmth without visits to offices
and file-covers: on the sun-drenched streets, on park benches and river banks, satisfied with the small amount he
received for errands and other small services. However, in order that during the summer no different measures of
time should emerge, which could not then be upheld in winter, Simon Schmeller adjusted the rest-pauses under
God’s sun to the errands in dismal office buildings, so that the process for a submitted correction slip was not
shortened by any means even in the warm season.
A whole summer long Simon had time to ponder on that last even of the previous winter, and when, after much
exacting meditation, the year entered October again and with fateful consequence the time came anew when it
was advantageous to use sensibly the official warmth spread over the lobbies in its waste, one day Simon carried
in his file-cover no longer the House and Family Calendar for Citizen and Countryman, but lined writing paper,
this as a result of diligent thought, which had allowed itself to rest the whole summer long since the errand of
Alderman Kogl to collect for a wreath.
*
When everybody—the regiment-strong staff of the Ministry on the one hand, and the idle-lobby-lounger
Simon Schmeller on the other—in days growing ever colder and corridors growing every warmer had accustomed
themselves to one another again sufficiently, Simon inscribe the paper lying topmost in his file-cover with a
memorandum: the lady and gentleman colleagues are requested to give a small comradely donation for a wreath
on the occasion of the demise and burial of the universally beloved colleague Emmeran Noll.
Colleague Emmeram Noll, inspector, fifty-two years old, Simon had personally invented. Various people now
asked, when Simon came with the list, which Noll this Inspector Noll was, but when Simon explained that it was
a case of the Inspector Noll from the department next door, nice, modest, somewhat limping Noll, then they all
knew him and found it highly regrettable that he had died so early in years. Besides the characteristics of the dead
man which Simon Schmeller specified, they knew even more, and of these only good ones, which had made the
deceased into a pleasant colleague.
With fifty-six entries and almost forty marks in ready cash the collector concluded this his first list and
composed a new one, so that the charitable zeal should not weaken, for someone could easily excuse himself by
saying that after so many donations his own was no longer necessary, not even for a sumptuous wreath. After this
second list the dead Emmerman Noll was placed on a third and so on in this way until after nine work days Simon
had worked through the whole Ministry and had safeguarded his life for a month easily, for in his every modest
friendliness he had succeeded in moving the Minister himself and his State Secretary to a donation just as the
lowliest short-hand typist. Indeed, everyone knew Simon Schmeller, everyone had met him several times already
in the lobbies and just as they knew this Schmeller, so everyone who was approached for a donation believed they
had known the deceased Emmerman Noll. The Minister, who above all was obliged to set an example, had given
a round five mark piece.
Before the money completely came to an end, Simon began a new collection, this time on the occasion of the
marriage of the twenty-eight-year-old Investigator Hans Kriebel with the clerk Irene Beierlein, and since both,
bride and groom, were in the service of the Ministry, the wish of the betrothed couple, admittedly somewhat
attuned to personal advantage, to received from their colleagues a pair of the new-style, pleasant, soft, but rather
expensive foam-rubber mattresses as a wedding gift, could be fulfilled without difficulty. Simon even undertook
to convey the beset wishes sent through him, and whatever happiness was wished, he referred it to himself, since
a non-existent engaged couple did not of course need all that. He himself came splendidly through the next month
on these foam-rubber mattresses. The following month, however, he bridged over with a list for the contracted
employee Tobias Link, who was affording himself the untimely luxury of a tenth child, and according to Simon’s
assertion, as a contracted employee, he had no claim to children’s allowance.
It was objected to the collector, however, that this contracted employee Tobias Link did indeed receive money
for his child and the most disagreeable colleagues in the building could not refrain from maliciously working out
the gain from the child compensation fund and doing this so maliciously in front of Mr. Schmeller that the latter
had to draw attention to the fact that it was not, of course, a cause of himself and of his children and of his own
most personal affairs, in whose service their generosity was demanded. The success of this tenth child of the
contracted employee Tobias Link was surprising, very much to the joy of Mr. Simon Schmeller who felt himself,
as far as the success was concerned, as the child’s father.
The most outstanding success, however, was occasioned by the relief operation which Simon Schmeller
mounted for the secretary Elfriede Rossmann, likewise invented by him, after this Elfriede Rossmann, an
uncommonly pretty thing, had fallen under a tram and had lost both legs. After this collection, it is true, a
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misgiving of shame emerged sourly in the honest collector, for this method of using pity was after all too
unpleasant to allow the collector to really enjoy the profit.
*
There emerged in Simon Schmeller something else as it gradually became a firm habit to employ twelve and
even more work days a month for the activity of collecting by list. Disillusion grew, an incoherent feeling, as if of
self-reproach, a slight shame about the collection which for a long time already had been developing into work
and laid claims on its man almost as heavy as a permanent position on another. Such reflections, however, only
reached about the height of his shirt button and were swallowed again, because Simon did not feel the desire to
burden himself beyond that with the effort of reflection as well.
Simon Schmeller, neither an alderman nor even a contracted employee, of medium height and thin, in mental
gifts somewhat comparable to a hen, gradually became an idea in the departments and offices, not so much by
virtue of his mild insistence, which many found tiresome, but rather by the fact that he smuggled into the cool or
dull rooms human fates, to which he grave face and form, invented fates it is true, but in human terms exceedingly
genuine ones, with death and marriage, children and everyday tragedies on which active pity willingly exercised
itself, after there had been a sullen prelude to the readiness to help. Although Simon Schmeller was neither an
Alderman, nor a contracted employee, only an idle lobby-lounger, who with advancing age needed more and more
warmth, he outlived three Ministers who all knew him personally and on meeting him in the corridors always had
a smile, almost something like a laugh, to spare for the unimportant man.
“Ah, good morning to you too!”
Under the rule of the fourth Minister, on a mild post-winter day, while his tired brain was drafting a new fate,
Simon Schmeller, leaning on a radiator, suffered a stroke and fell, speechless, his file cover in his hand, to the
floor. In the case of all those people who had rushed themselves to complete exhaustion before their time, this
kind of departure from the sphere of work was called in the idiom a heart attack.
For want of any other place to lie down, the dying man was bedded on the couch in the room of the State
Secretary who was then absent, and later, since the affairs of government could not rest on his account, on a camp
bed in the national building office, so that he then—for even on the third day nobody knew what this man’s name
was and where he lived—was handed on from department to department, until after four days he succumbed to
the stroke, still without having said anything about himself and his duties here in the Ministry.
He had never been much and had meant nothing to anybody. His name was known as little as his rank. He had
only been a man who with his collection lists had warned that here men live together with all the possibilities of
fate. When a list was sent round for the cost of his burial, many more times the amount was collected than the
secretary Elfriede Rossmann had brought in. He was buried solemnly, and in the wreaths above all he was paid
back for what he had attached to other people’s wreaths. And after the burial there was a great deal left over—of
money, for which in the sense of the dead man there was no proper use any more, and of unsolved human
problems.
50.12 Farewell From The Unknown\fn{by Joachim Maass (1901-1972)} Hamburg, Hamburg State, Germany (M) 5
And so once again they all sat together in Jaquemar’s wretched hotel room in the rue de la Glaciere: Goron, the
chief of the Surete; Jaquemar’s fiancée, who as usual sat knitting at the window; his friend, charming Germaine
Chottin; and Jaquemar himself. Two weeks had passed since Jaquemar’s brother-in-law, Goufle, had disappeared
from Paris without leaving a trace. That morning Goron had finally decided to open the little strongbox he had
found in the missing man’s safe. All sorts of papers were in it, papers of a purely private nature, also a certified
copy of his last will, making Jaquemar the only legatee of his fairly considerable fortune. There was also a letter
to his brother-in-law.
“I would like you to open this letter in my presence and to read it to me,” said Goron. He stopped for a
moment and added in a tone of irritation.
“These documents have been confiscated by the police!”
“Very well,” murmured Jaquemar in his lazy manner, “after all there were no great secrets between us.”
For a second Coron stared at him through his obliquely hanging pince-nez; then he drew a small envelope out
of the bigger one that had also contained the copy of the will and handed it to the young man. The address on this
envelope was obviously written in the same hand as the other document, but it was even more trembling; the
letters went in all sorts of directions, in two places they were crossed out and replaced by others written on top of
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them, and the whole made an impression of disorder, especially as the last line had been crossed out and
apparently blotted with a worn-out blotter, its letters were dreadfully smeared. The address ran:
Mr. Edmond Jaquemar.
To you, brother-in-law Edmond, friend, for—
when all is over

Jaquemar gazed at it for a long moment and muttered something incomprehensible. He now sat on the edge of
his bed, his bare feet on the thin carpet; his face was motionless, but the toes of his feet contracted convulsively,
relaxed and contracted again, and this made a harrowing impression. A strange picture: beside him, the only
ornament in the shabby room, stood a kitchen pail with a few very large sunflowers whose faces shone brighter
and brighter in the growing twilight. Jaquemar’s toes were now still. Absorbed, and seemingly calm, he opened
the envelope and drew out four or five sheets of thin paper covered with writing (it was the kind of scrap paper
used for notes); from the thin paper something heavy rolled down into his lap. He picked it up and held it
pensively in his right hand. It was a fairly long, very delicate gold chain with a heart-shaped charm about the size
of a small fingernail; it was of smooth, bright gold, almost as thin as a sheet, and in its center a strange inscription
was engraved.
“An amulet!” cried little Germaine Chottin. “And what a curious inscription!”
Everyone looked at the chain with the little heart. Without putting it away, Jaquemar unfolded the crackling
pages. He smoothed them out carefully on his knees, but his face had a strikingly clouded, even dark expression.
He seemed to be unable to make up his mind to read them. But finally he turned his body somewhat, so that the
light from the windows fell on the letter, and began to read.
He read very slowly, almost scanning the phrases, as though he were reading in a foreign language and had to
make an effort to grasp the meaning of the words. At first he paused broodingly for a short while after each
sentence, but gradually he was carried away by what he read, and at the end even read very rapidly, as though he
were anxious to get it over as soon as possible. This is what he read:
Edmond, my dear boy:
How strange after all is the human heart, its ways are as sinuous as the ways of destiny. Is it not so? Do you know,
my hat is still beside me on the desk—the hat I put on a moment ago intending to see my notary and disinherit you?
You, the only person I really love! And yet I wanted to disinherit you—yes, I suddenly hated you, can you understand
that? A little while ago when you were here and refused to take money from me, as you have often done before, this
hatred again pierced my heart, I thought it was low of you.

Jaquemar interrupted himself, for a few moments he looked straight ahead of him and murmured:
“How right you were.”
Then he again turned his eyes to the letter, thought for a while, and went on reading:
Forgive me for this piece of stupidity, dearest boy, but that’s the way it was. Tomorrow I’m going to see Germaine,
your little friend, Germaine. I had been happy all day looking forward to seeing her, but when you came my happiness
departed. I told myself: after all I’ll never have her—all on account of him! He doesn’t want her in the least, but he
holds her! If he doesn’t want her why doesn’t he give her to me! And I hated you even more—you see, I wasn’t
thinking: man is not an animal, no one can give a human being to another person, each human being must give himself
or herself (and perhaps he can’t even do that, at least that is what you once said); but all I could think of at the moment
was that obviously you get everything you want and even what you don't want, while I get nothing at all. And do you
know that it was perhaps an even baser thought that held me back, so that I put my hat down and said to myself: stop,
think it over carefully! For it suddenly occurred to me that perhaps I wouldn’t punish you at all that way. I have no idea
whether you really care for money. Maybe, on the contrary, it would be a punishment for you to inherit my fortune?
Then I took a bottle of cognac and a little glass from the cupboard and sat on my chair near the window (I am in the
office); from time to time I took a sip while I thought about all this.
Do you know that once you really frightened me very badly? Shortly before Genie died (oh, how I loved her, my
friend, that beautiful sister of yours) you had a conversation with her, she had asked you whether life was good; you
said:
“Yes, life is marvelous!”
I was then not quite in my right mind out of fear for Genie’s life, but this remark of yours struck me profoundly, and
I thought with irritation: what immature rubbish he is talking, and at such a moment, too. Later I couldn’t help thinking
of it again and again and each time I recalled it I was frightened! How, I thought, can he, who seems to everyone so
silent, impenetrable and melancholy, how can he find life “marvelous”—not just beautiful, but even marvelous—while
I, whom everyone considers balanced and calm and even cheerful, am tormented and do not find life beautiful at all?
Could it be true that he loves life and that I do not love it?
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Maybe I was foolish to be so tormented by this question? Or don’t you think so? I felt as though I were being
cheated out of my life, and each time I reached this conclusion a certain event of my youth came to my mind.
When I was twenty years old I had a Jewish girl as a friend, who was pretty and very intelligent but also very warmhearted. Despite her so-called “braininess” she was extraordinarily naïve. We were as good as engaged. She lived with
her older married sister and her brother-in-law, and had come from a small town where her parents were still living—
yes, she wanted to learn about “life” here.
One night she had a party, all of us drank a little and danced quite a lot, we were all young people. Aside from her, I
danced a great deal with a young woman whom I found very attractive, she was blonde, supple, childlike, a friend of
Marcelle’s (that was the name of my fiancée) who had come without her husband. By midnight the party broke up.
Now, this house had a long corridor leading from the entrance. With Marcelle on one arm and her friend on the other
I preceded the rest of the company down the hall—we were all very unrestrained, and as my relations with Marcelle
were no secret to anyone, I kissed her as I said goodbye.
“Children!” cried the other young woman laughingly, “I can’t look at that! It’s enough to make one jealous!”
As she said this she tore open the house door to run out; unfortunately Marcelle stood in such a way that the heavy
door struck her temple with all its weight, so that she was hurled toward the wall and was thus hit in the back of the
head also. Naturally, we all crowded around her at once, particularly her guilty friend. Marcelle was very pale, tears
rolled down her cheeks, but she soon smiled again and seemed pefectly all right.
On the way home the company gradually dispersed, in the end only the young woman and I were together. I was still
a little drunk, I was also young and happy. I pressed the young woman’s arm close to me and cried:
“Ah, to love, to love—I want to love!”
“Why don’t we?” she replied in a low voice.
We looked at each other—well, you can guess the rest. So it happened, in a dark spot in the park. It was very
pleasant, too. Then I took her home and we knew that we would never say a word of what had happened, to anybody.
But when I approached my own house I was terribly scared because, even from where I was, I could see the servant
from Marcelle’s house standing at my gate and talking excitedly to my landlady. Then, without thinking, I did
something of which I was later very often ashamed (curiously enough I was not ashamed of my faithlessness): I ran
softly and as fast as I could around the nearest street corner, came to the garden behind our house, climbed over the
fence, ran across the garden and slipped in silently through the back door; I hastily slunk upstairs to my room, unlocked
it, tore off my collar, necktie, coat and vest and went downstairs again.
“What’s going on here?” I cried, emerging from the darkness toward the door.
“Here you are, Monsieur!” my landlady exclaimed. “But I’ve been knocking at your door …”
Well, to make it short, Marcelle had fallen ill, she had vomited, and her sister had sent the maid to get me; I was
supposed to calm her, she was in an extremely nervous state. We went at once, I, as I was, without my coat or collar,
and hastened to Marcelle’s home.
I was taken in to her at once. She was sitting up in bed. Her cheeks were red, and her eyes shone feverishly.
“O, my beloved!” she called out to me, stretching out her arms. “How good that you’ve come. I have been yearning
for you! Come, give me a kiss! Oh, my Alphonse—my own!”
And she kissed me several times on the mouth. We were left alone. The doctor had already seen her, she was to be
given cold comprsses, and I was to soothe her excited nerves. I put the wet cloth on her forehead and she lay back
docile and happy. I held her hand which was hot. It was obvious that she had not the slightest suspicion of me, but my
bad conscience made me ask her:
“Didn’t I come very fast, Marcelle?”
“Oh, yes, yes,” she said and at once sat up again so that the compress fell onto the blanket. “Oh yes, my beloved,
thank you, I’m so grateful to you, I’m happy with you, Alphonse, when shall we get married? Ah, I’m so happy!”
Suddenly she opened her nightdress and with both hands unlocked a little chain around her neck with a little golden
heart attached to it.
“This is my Shadai locket!” she cried in blissful excitement. “I’ve worn it since I was in my cradle, on my breast,
the letters mean “Shadai,” the Hebrew for “The Eternal.” It’s an amulet, I’ve never been separated from it, but now you
shall wear it because I love you more than my own life!”
The next morning she was dead, having died suddenly of a cerebral hemorrhage. I wore this amulet until my
marriage with Genie, your beautiful sister Genie, and then I put it away; but after Genie died I wore it again. In fact it
didn’t bring me much luck and now I want to put it away again. But I shall will it to you, Edmond, so that you will have
it after I die, and I remember sometimes those who are cheated out of their lives.
I didn’t really mean to write you all this, but something quite different which I don’t even remember any more—
after all I must have drunk too much cognac (even while I wrote this I took two glasses), and now I don’t feel like
writing any more.
Edmond, forgive me for having hated you for a moment, forgive me for having hated you more than once, ah, my
God, I must really be drunk, what kind of “eternal” words are these I am calling out to you as though from my grave!
After all, I’m still alive—you even said once that I lived a double life! Didn’t you also say: You, you’d be another
Gilgamesh, that curious king Gilgamesh of Uruk who went to the demons to find a magic herb against death? Ah, you
Gilgamesh-Edmond, may you have better luck on your way to the demons! And I with my double life—I wish I could
be happy someday! I’d squander all your inheritance for that, dearest boy! Would you then make a long face and
complain about me—to your demons? Forgive me, my friend, I don’t want to hurt your feelings, only I’m suddenly,
quite suddenly, very drunk; this happened in the fraction of a second, everything is turning before my eyes. Phew, it’s
disgusting!
As ever, your brother-in-law,
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Alphonse
Paris, June 24, 1889.
P .S. What if Germaine, your “little” friend Germaine, said “yes” after all?

No sooner had Jaquemar completed the reading of this mysterious drunken letter of farewell, than he held out
the pages, almost hastily, to Goron, without even folding them again. In a gloomy voice he said ironically:
“These documents have been confiscated by the police!”
But Garon did not take them. He gazed at Jaquemar, as he had done during the reading of the letter, very
carefully through his tilted pince-nez—surprised and somewhat puzzled. Jaquemar handed the letter that Garon
did not take to Germaine, little Germaine Chottin, without explaining why he did so. He rose rapidly and went to
his fiancée who sat at the window. She had dropped her knitting needles on her lap and was gazing straight in
front of her with a stern, forbidding expression on her thin face. Jaquemar bent over her slightly, so that she
looked at him with wide questioning eyes. He said:
“Now, my dear, put this dubious sign of blessing on me—only our love can make it a blessing or a curse!”
58.346 The Fat Child\fn{by Marie Luise Kaschnitz (1901-1974)} Karlsruhe, Baden-Württenberg, Germany (F) 3
It was at the end of January, soon after the Christmas holidays, that the fat child came to me.
I had begun that winter to lend books out to the neighborhood children, which they were to fetch and return on
a certain weekday. Naturally, I knew most of the children, but sometimes strange ones, who did not live in our
street, came too. And while most only stayed long enough to exchange books, there were others who sat
themselves down and began reading straightaway. Then I would sit at my desk and work, and the children would
sit at the little table by the wall-shelves, and I found their company pleasant and it did not disturb me.
The fat child came on a Friday or a Saturday; in any case, not on the lending-out day. I had planned to go out
and was just carrying into the room a little snack I had prepared for myself. Shortly before I had had a visitor and
he must have forgotten to close the house-door. So it happened that the fat child stood before me quite suddenly
just as I had put the tray down on the desk and was turning round to fetch something else from the kitchen. It was
a girl, perhaps twelve years old, who had on an old-fashioned woolen coat and black knitted leggings, and who
carried a pair of ice-skates on a strap. She seemed familiar to me yet somehow not familiar, and she had
frightened me by coming in so quietly.
“Do I know you?” I asked, surprised.
The fat child said nothing. She just stood there and put her hands together over her round tummy and looked at
me with her clear-as-water eyes.
“Would you like a book?” I asked.
Again the fat child gave no answer. But that did not surprise me very much. I was used to the children being
shy and to helping them. So I took down some books and put them in front of the strange girl. Then I began to fill
out one of the lending-out cards.
“What’s your name?” I asked.
“They call me Fatty,” said the child.
“Shall I call you that too?” I asked.
“I don’t care,” said the child. She did not return my smile, and now I seem to remember that her face at that
moment put on an expression of pain. But I took no notice.
“When were you born?” I asked further.
“In Aquarius,” replied the child softly. This answer amused me and I entered it on the card, so to speak for fun,
and then I returned to the books.
“Do you want something in particular?” I asked. But then I saw that the strange child was not looking at the
books at all but had rested her eyes on the tray on which were my tea and sandwiches.
“Perhaps you’d like something to eat,” I said quickly.
The child nodded, and in her acceptance there was something like an expression of wounded surprise that I had
only now thought of this. She began to eat up the sandwiches one after the other, and she did so in a particular
way that I only accounted for later. Then she sat there again and gazed around the room with her tired, cold look.
There was something about her which filled me with irritation and antipathy. Yes, I definitely hated this child
from the very beginning. Every thing about her repelled me; her sluggish movements, her pretty, sleepy and
indolent fattish face, and her way of talking—all at the same time. And although I had decided to give up my walk
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because of her, I was not a bit friendly, but cruel and cold.
Or can you call it friendly, sitting down at the desk, taking out my work, and saying, “Now read,” over my
shoulder, although I knew full well that the strange child did not want to read at all? And there I was, sitting and
wanting to write but not able to do anything because of a peculiar agonized feeling, and when you have to guess
something and cannot, and until you cannot, nothing can be the same as it was before. I stood this for a little
while, but not very long, and then I turned round and began a conversation in which I could only think of the
oddest questions.
“Have you any brothers and sisters?” I asked.
“Yes,” said the child.
“Do you like school?” I asked.
“Yes,” said the child.
“What do you like best?”
“What?” asked the child.
“What subject,” I said desperately.
“I don’t know,” said the child.
“Perhaps German?” I asked.
“I don’t know,” said the child.
I twisted my pencil between my fingers and something grew within me, a terror, out of all proportion to the
sight of the child.
“Have you got any girl-friends?” I asked, trembling.
“Oh, yes,” said the girl.
“You’re sure to have a favorite?” I asked.
“I don’t know,” said the child; and as she sat there in her hairy woolen coat, she was like a fat caterpillar; she
had eaten like a caterpillar too, and now she was like a caterpillar again, sensing about her.
You’re not getting any more, I thought, filled with a curious desire for revenge. But then I went out all the
same and fetched bread and sausage-meat, and the child stared at them with her blank face and then began to eat,
like a caterpillar eats, slow and persistent as though from an inner compulsion; and I watched her, hostile and
silent.
For I had now reached the stage when everything about this child disturbed and irritated me. What an absurd
white dress, what a ridiculous high collar, I thought, when the child buttoned her coat up after the meal. I sat down
to work again but then I heard the child smacking her lips behind me, and the noise was like the turgid bubbling
of a dark pond somewhere in the woods; and it made me think of the insipid torpor, the heaviness and the gloom
of human nature, and it deeply oppressed me.
What do you want of me, I thought—go away, go away. And I would have liked to have pushed the child out
of the room with my own hands, like driving out some tedious animal. But I did not push her out of the room and
only spoke with her again, and again in the same cruel manner.
“Are you going on the ice?” I asked.
“Yes,” said the fat child.
“Are you a good skater?” I asked and pointed to the skates which she still had hanging from her arm.
“My sister is,” said the child, and again her face had an expression of pain and sorrow, and again I took no
notice.
“What is your sister like?” I asked. “Is she like you?”
“Oh, no,” said the fat child. “My sister is quite thin and has dark, curly hair. In summer, when we’re in the
country, she gets up in the night when there’s a storm and sits on the top floor balcony and sings.”
“And you?” I asked.
“I stay in bed,” said the child, “I’m frightened.”
“You sister’s isn’t frightened, is she?” I said.
“No,” said the child. “She’s never frightened. She jumps from the top springboard too. She does head-springs
and then swims far out …”
“What does your sister sing?” I asked, curious.
“She sings what she likes,” said the child sadly. “She makes up poems.”
“And you?” I asked.
“I don’t do anything,” said the child. And then she stood up and said,
“I must go now.”
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I held out my hand and she placed her fat fingers in it, and I do not know exactly what I felt—something like a
challenge to follow her, an inaudible, urgent call.
“Come again sometimes,” I said, but I did not mean it and the child said nothing and looked at me with her
cool eyes. And then she was gone and I should really have felt relief.
*
But I had hardly heard the front door latch shut, when I ran out into the corridor myself and pulled on my coat.
Rushing down the steps, I reached the street just as the child disappeared round the first corner.
I must have a look at this caterpillar on her skates, I thought. I must see how this fat dumpling gets around on
the ice. And I quickened the pace so as not to lose sight of her.
It has been early afternoon when the fat child had come into my room and now dusk was approaching.
Although I had spent some years of my childhood in that town, I no longer knew my way about very well. As I
tried to follow the child, I soon lost track of where we were and the streets and squares that appeared before me
were completely strange. I also suddenly noticed a change in the atmosphere. It had been extremely cold but now
a definite thaw had set in, and it was so violent that the snow already dripped from the roofs and heavy sultry
clouds moved across the sky.
We came out of the town to where the houses are surrounded by big gardens, and then there were no more
houses and the child suddenly disappeared and plunged down a steep slope. And if I expected to see a skating rink
in front of me, with bright stalls and arc-lamps and a shining surface full of noise and music, then quite another
met my eyes., For there below me lay the lake whose sides I had believed to be by now completely built-up; it lay
quite alone, surrounded by black woods and looking exactly as it had in my childhood.
This unexpected sight disturbed me so much that I almost lost track of the strange girl. But then I saw her
again, squatting by the lake-side, trying to put one leg over the other and to hold a skate on her foot with one
hand, while turning the fastening-key with the other. The key fell once or twice and the child got down on all
fours and slid about on the ice searching, looking like some strange toad.
All this time it was getting darker. The landing-jetty, which stuck out into the lake only a few yards from the
child, stood deep black over the white surface which shone silvery, though not everywhere the same, but here and
there a little darker. It was these duller patches that indicated the advancing thaw.
“Hurry up,” I shouted impatiently, and the fat girl now really did hurry, but not because of my urging but
because out near the end of the long jetty someone waved and shouted,
“Come on, Fatty.” Someone circling round out there, a light, bright figure. It occurred to me that this must be
the sister, the dancer, the “storm-singer,” the child after my own heart, and I was convinced at that moment that
nothing else had brought me here other than the wish to see this graceful being. At the same time, I realized the
danger the children were in. For now, suddenly began that strange groaning, that deep sighing, which lakes seem
to give out when the ice on them is about to break. The sighs had the depth of some ghastly lamentation and they
were heard by me but not by the children.
No, obviously they did not hear them. Because otherwise the fat girl, that frightened little creature, would not
have set out; she would not have tried to go still farther out with those jerky clumsy movements, and her sister out
there would not have waved and laughed and pirouetted like a ballerina on the tips of her skates, and then
continued her beautiful figures-of-eight; and the fat girl would have avoided the dark patches which she now took
fright at before crossing over them all the same; and her sister would not have suddenly drawn herself up and
glided away—out and away towards one of the lonely little inlets.
I could see it all clearly because I had begun to wander out along the jetty, farther and farther, step by step.
Although the planks were iced over, I went quicker than the fat child down there beneath me and when I turned
round I could see her face, which had an expression blank and at the same time full of longing. I could also see
the cracks which were now opening everywhere and through which little driblets of foamy water appeared, like
the slaver on the lips of a maniac. And then, of course, I saw, too, how the ice broke under the fat child, because
that happened at the spot where her sister had been dancing and only a few arms’ lengths from the end of the jetty.
I must say straightaway that there was no mortal danger in her falling through the ice. The lake froze in a
number of layers and the second was only three feet under the first and was still quite hard. All that happened was
that the fat girl was standing three feet deep in water; admittedly it was ice-cold water and she was surrounded by
crumbling blocks of ice, but if she waded just a few paces through it she could reach the jetty and pull herself up,
and I would be able to help her.
All the same, I suddenly thought: she’s not going to make it. And it really did look as though she would not
make it, standing there, frightened to death, only making a few clumsy movements, the water whirling round her
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and the ice breaking under her hands. Old Aquarius, I thought, now he’s pulling her under; and I felt nothing at
all, not the least sympathy, and remained quite motionless.
But now the fat girl suddenly raised her head, and as night had fallen and the moon had appeared from behind
the clouds, I could see clearly that something in her face had changed. The features were the same and yet not the
same—stretched wide with will and passion as if, now face to face with death, they drank in the whole of life, all
the glowing life in the world. Yes, I really believed that death was near and that this was the end, and I bent over
the railings and looked into the white face beneath me and it looked back at me like a reflection out of the dark
waters.
But now the fat child had reached the jetty pile. Stretching out her hands she began to pull herself up quite
agilely, holding on to the nails and hooks which stuck out of the wood. Her body was too heavy and her fingers
bled and she fell back, but only to begin again anew. And it was a long fight that I watched, a terrible struggle for
deliverance and transformation, like the breaking out of a shell or the bursting out of a cocoon. And now I could
well have helped the child, but I knew she did not need my help. I had recognized her …
I do not remember my walk home that evening. I only know that I told a neighbor on our stairs that there was
still a bit of the lake-side left with fields and black woods and that she replied that there wasn’t, and that
afterwards I found the papers on my desk all ruffled and among them an old picture, of myself, in a white woolen
dress with a high collar, with clear, watery eyes, and very fat.
58.352 The Meeting In The Hallway\fn{by Hans Erich Nossack (1901-1978)} Hamburg, Hamburg State, Germany
(M) 3
The most astounding declaration of love that I’ve ever heard of is the one which my friend E—— made to an
unknown lady. I happened to be there at the time. I can’t say if the lady realized at all that it was a declaration of
love. Evidently she did not know my friend, and people who don’t know him might easily think that what he said
was just the wild talk of a man who is drunk. But we were neither of us drunk. At the most we had had three
glasses of kirsch each. Of course, we got a bit drunk afterward; but that would have happened in any case.
Yet I assume that the lady understood him correctly. For the situation was an uncannily conclusive one. E——
could easily have extricated himself as usual with one of his jokes, and if even so he said such daring things to her
he must have known that he was not overestimating her intelligence.
Discretion forbids me to say who E—— is. Not even the initial is right; so no one need try to puzzle it out. I
can say just this much: he is quite a well-known person, if by this one understands that the newspapers consider it
necessary to talk about him now and then, and that the public as it follows his activities feels entitled to regard
him as a congenial relation. This means little enough; relationship is perhaps the least adequate basis on which to
judge a person, for it means that one approaches a person point blank and doesn’t even allow him the freedom to
be other than what one wants him to be.
As for me: I style myself E——’s friend, because I’ve found that I’m sometimes more concerned about it than
about myself. This seems to be quite a good criterion for friendship. Though, of course, there may well be others.
And, naturally, I’ve never said anything to him about this. He would ask, in amazement:
“Concerned about me? But why?”
All the same, I might die before him, and then nobody would ever hear of this unique courtship. It’s highly
unlikely that the lady, if she still thinks about it at all, will talk about it, and as for E——, I’m sure that he forgot
what he said within a few minutes of saying it. He’s usually much more interested in the next step than in the one
just taken; this is a peculiarity of his which is not always easy to get on with. To a certain extent, when the
meeting took place, he skipped all possible intermediate phases of the situation, as if they didn’t matter. An
impossible finality was what he wanted, if I may put it so. It happened at lightning speed, and he was trying to
sweep another person along with him as well. A mortally dangerous experiment; for it leaves behind it a delicate
vacuum which not many people can bear. Most people, especially women, need a past, however small it may be,
to support them. It’s no wonder that immediately after the meeting I was a bit anxious about the lady whom E—
had simply left standing, alone, in the emptiness.
It all happened one night in the Hafenschenke. This particular bar has nothing whatever to do with any harbor,
despite its name, except so far as the murals are concerned: liners, tugs, dolphins, two gulls and a loving couple
under a street-lamp, in short, a harbor as mural painters imagine it be. It’s good enough for a town which is
neither beside the sea nor on a river. A nice bar in a cellar, nothing more. Eighteen neck-breaking steps lead down
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to it from the street; yes, I’ve counted them, for this endless descent always amazed me. I think there’s some sort
of a cinema or dance-hall above it, hence the unusual depth. Down here you feel secluded—at least if you’re the
sort who can’t feel at home in the phony atmosphere of a bar built higher above ground. In the bar itself the light
is pleasantly dim, restful to the eyes. Of course, there is the inevitable accordionist, even down here—it goes
inseparably with the harbor idea—and if one buys him a drink he’ll even play some such song as Im Hamburg, da
bin ich gewesen,. But in spite of the noise, or precisely because of it—and on Fridays there is more noise than
ever, because of the pay-packets—one can drink one’s schnapps and eat one’s chipolatas in peace. The barmaid is
a fine strapping woman. She keeps a cudgel ready by her. But there’s never any need to pick a quarrel with her.
One hears of fighting there sometimes. Why not?
It was here that I had arranged to meet E——. We were both very fed up. We had come to the town for a socalled Congress, and we’d had to spend the whole afternoon in conference. Everyone knows what this means to
people like us, and what comes of it all: endless argument and debate about things which should be settled with a
simple Yes or No. Everyone likes to hear himself speak, and what was quite clear in one’s mind beforehand is
wholly uncertain afterward. Into the bargain, one isn’t even allowed to leave before the time is up; the others
would take this as a statement of attitude—which one has no intention of making. It had already made a bad
impression when E—— had whispered to me at the conference that we should go as quickly as possible to the
Hafenschenke, to recuperate somewhat. Everybody thought that we had joined the opposition and were
concocting some intrigue.
I had had a few extra things to do. When I came in, E—— was sitting at a table by the pillar with two very
young apprentice carpenters. The place was pretty full, every table occupied. B—— explained what it was all
about. The two carpenters had hammers stuck in their belts, more as decoration, I thought; it seemed from their
handles that they had hardly been used. These young chaps were holding the handles playfully and with a certain
pride in their hands and then letting them slap back against their thighs, talking all the time about something to do
with a “gilded hammer.” E—— wanted to know what it meant; he supposed that there was some old custom
behind it. The two carpenters looked at each other and wouldn’t say. They claimed to have taken an oath and said
it would bring them bad luck if they gave anything away. Finally E—— gave up and paid for their beers. One of
them looked strikingly like Feuerbach’s\fn{ Anselm Feuerbach (1804-1872), German historical painter} portrait of Nana; the
other looked mote like a young Raskolnikov. I pointed this out to E——. He pulled a face. He doesn’t like such
comparisons, and he’s right, of course. It’s virtually as if one said that a certain landscape was almost as beautiful
as one in the latest film.
I can’t say what else we talked about. It’s highly probable that we swore about things in general, and what we
said will have been more or less nonsense; because we were there to recuperate. But, of course, one can’t rule out
the possibility that something more sensible may have accidentally slipped from the one or the other of us. That’s
how it is. Where would we get if we were to take that seriously? I only mention this because reference was later
made to something which we must have said. But no mention was made of what it had been about. Things never
got that far. In any case, we had no idea that someone at a near-by table was listening to us.
After quite a time we had to take a walk. For this purpose one has to cross a draughty hallway and then grope
one’s way through a pitch-dark vaulted cellar, which is full of lumber, to the door marked Gentlemen. But here
only the hallway matters, the hallway, that is, into which the stairs descend from the street. It is fairly big, square,
with a high ceiling, and it has a stone floor. It is completely bare, and the walls are whitewashed. It is also
brilliantly lit, to excess, a hundred times brighter than the subdued light in the bar. Yes, this naked brightness
hurts, and, come to think of it, I don’t know at all what this hallway is there for.
We were just coming back out of the darkness of the vault when through the open door of the bar a lady came
walking toward us.
Unfortunately there is a slight gap in my report at this point. I can’t describe the lady with any precision. I
didn’t study her closely at the time, and when I came to reflect subsequently on what had happened it was too late.
Let’s assume that she was about thirty years old. Who can tell with any certainty so late at night and with the light
so unnaturally brilliant? Besides, such a light is very cruel to women. A vague sort of memory persuades me that
there were a few freckles to be seen. And that the eyes were very large, though somewhat slit at the sides. The
eyes? Wasnt it rather the way she had of looking? And weren’t the eyes perhaps screwed up because she was
dazzled? All this is very much more than I would care to say in a court of law. And is it important?
But if without any forethought I have called her a lady, I do definitely mean this. God forbid that I should have
to define the concept “lady.” One just notices it, in some indefinable quality, the dress, the way of walking, the
tone of voice, or some other detail, that’s all there is to it. As I suggested before, it’s quite within the bounds of
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possibility that one should meet a lady down there in the Hafenschenke, though perhaps not very often. Ladies
who can afford to appear there without relinquishing some part of themselves are unfortunately rare. But this is all
terribly irrelevant, as will now be seen.
She was coming straight toward us. We would have collided in the middle of the hallway. So one of us had
to give way. Almost imperceptibly she faltered, and E—— hesitated too as he saw her coming toward him with
such girlish determination. Then we all three stopped. She looked at E—— and then, without any preliminaries,
without even the usual false smile with which women ask for consideration when they speak to a stranger, but
quite plainly and with an overwhelming earnestness she said to him: “I was listening a moment ago,” and then
after a tiny pause, as if for a last time she was thinking things over again, and once more without taking her eyes
off him or moving an eyelid, she went on:
“I like you.”
At this I left them. It was the least I could do, in all delicacy. Could I stand around, like an ox, after such things
had been said? Yet, to be honest, I did so not as consciously as it now sounds. My legs moved of their own accord.
As if someone had brushed them with a whip and had shouted to them:
“Be off! You’ve no business here.”
I went as far as the door to the bar. There I turned. It was wrong to do this, for now I couldn’t go any further. I
just had to stop, as if rooted there. It’s all very well to be wise after the event. I know myself that it was improper.
But everything happened at such an incredible speed.
The two of them stood motionless, facing each other. Two figures, completely isolated from everything else
because of the horribly shadowless brilliance of the space they occupied. It was so terrible, one caught one’s
breath. Somewhere a swinging door banged. A gust of wind blew down the stairs, but the couple was untouched
by it. To all appearances they were looking into each other’s eyes. I couldn’t see their faces; the lady had her back
to me and although she was half a head shorter than E—— she hid him from sight.
Then, after endless seconds, E—— slowly raised his arms. This again had a terrifying effect, because it was
quite unexpected and one did not know what he meant by it. I thought it would turn out to be a gesture of entreaty,
and perhaps that’s how it started. But it finished otherwise. He placed his hands on her shoulders. Very big hands,
but he must have made them quite light. Like two clumsy birds they floated through the air and settled with the
weightlessness of feathers on her shoulders. She didn’t give an inch under their pressure. They simply came to
rest on the dark cloth of her dress.
And then came the declaration of love. I mean the words—for these hands were a declaration of love in
themselves. I heard every syllable, and perhaps that is the strangest thing of all. One must realize that I was
standing about ten paces away, and E—— certainly didn’t speak in a loud voice. Such things are just not said in a
loud voice. On the contrary, it must have been a raised whisper. And all this time there was such a noise pouring
out of the bar—the accordion, shouts, screams, glasses clinking, chairs scraping—so that one could hardly have
heard oneself speak. But obviously the noise was just as powerless as the biting draft which was blowing into the
hallway from the street to penetrate the absolute silence which surrounded these two people. And I too stood
inside the magic circle.
“Madame,” he said. I shall never know what made him address her in this way. She was not a Frenchwoman,
nor were we in France. And yet what form of address could have been more apt? And how tenderly he
pronounced this “Madame.” I had no idea he was capable of it. Almost like a child. Especially the two m’s
vibrated with such an inward warmth that my spine tingled.
“Madame, let’s not associate in the inhuman way called love. We’ve been doing this for thousands of years and
it has always brought us low, although we were created to stand upright.
“Can’t we try to make some other use of this miracle of our meeting once more in spite of everything and so
late in the night, so that the world needn’t entirely despair over our failing again?
“You have seen, Madame, something that I am not, but could be, and therefore must be. I’ve no name for it, I
can’t see it, and that makes my life restless and uncertain; for I know that it is sometimes there, and that it was
there just now. It flew across the mirror and I felt it in the longing that arose in me to change myself into this
image. Your, eyes are clearer than mine, and sometimes you really do see it. This revives my hope that I shall
become as you want.
“I entreat you, Madame, not to deny it for the sake of any motherly feelings which could misguide you into
wanting to take me in your arms, not crediting me with the power to endure alone the sorrow of my having longed
till now in vain. Keep the image that you have of me, safely, so that I may not spoil it by any bodily impatience
which would leave me nothing to compare myself with. For one day I would like to kneel down before you and
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call you an angel, having become one myself.
“Everything else, Madame, let’s consider it already suffered and enjoyed. Why should we go over it all again?”
Then he took his hands from her shoulders, and the spell was broken. I was only too glad; I felt I couldn’t
stand any more of it. I was afraid that something awkward might happen at any moment. That he really would
kneel down, or I don’t know what. Something in any case completely baffling. With E—— one was always ready
for this, even if it never actually happened.
He simply left the girl, or woman, or lady, standing and came toward me. We plunged at once into the racket of
the bar. We went together to the counter and I ordered some more kirsch.
It wasn’t until I had thrown the stuff down that I came to myself. I looked behind me, to see if the woman was
still standing outside. But I couldn’t see her anywhere, the hallway was quite empty. Then I felt pity. If she had
walked in, I would probably have sat down at her table, tapped her hand, and said:
“All right now, it’s not so bad as all that. He doesn’t mean it that way.”
Possibly I might have fallen in love with her; at least the thought rose in my mind. Has anyone the right to
speak as E—— had done, and then calmly leave her to get along as best she can by herself? That’s how it was,
and before I knew it I found myself siding with her, and I was angry with E——.
“Did you know her then?” I asked him.
“No. How could I know her?”
“One can’t talk like that to a stranger.”
“Stranger?” He looked at me in surprise. “But don’t you see, we were anything but strangers to each other.”
Then we ordered some more kirsch. And from then on more and more, in rapid succession. There is this
remedy, after all. True, though, some say it’s harmful.
58.355 The Cherry Feast\fn{by Ernst Glaeser (1902-1963)} Butzbach, Hesse, Germany (M) 4
1
I had found work in Rheinhesse, but after eight days the job was done. With three marks in my pocket and a
liter bottle of wine in my rucksack I set off for Mainz.
In a wine-shop on the quay I met up with a pipe-layer from Gladbach, who was out of a job too and on the
tramp through Germany as I was. First we drank a quarter liter together and before we could look round we’d
drunk four and by the time we had told each other our life-stories we’d drunk eight and my money was gone.
Thereupon my pal ransacked his trouser pockets and, lo and behold, the innkeeper brought two more quarters and
then we embraced and drank to our eternal friendship. Then he began telling me about all the jobs he had ever had
and I, not to be outdone, started up and told him all about my travels as a fitter in Germany, Rumania and Sweden,
until he chipped in with:
“Man those were the days …” But all the same a lump came into my throat and I flourished my last glass of
wine and sang:
“What’s the good of a pretty garden for others to walk in and pick my roses …”
Then the innkeeper came and sat down at our table and suddenly we were all talking about the War.\fn{ World
War I}
“That time at Cambrai …” my pal shouted, and then the innkeeper got up and fetched a jug and we drank that
empty too and our souls too flight for the open country, on the Aisne, my pal’s eyes suddenly went quite dark and
he muttered as though to himself:
“My lads, if we had known then what sort of a peace it was going to be …” At that we fell silent; only the
clock ticked and the wine swayed in the glasses.\fn{ The German monarchy fell at the end of World War I, and the Imperial
Government was replaced by a fluctuating coalition of freely elected liberal-to-left-of-center governments, each of which attempted to
fulfill the (for the Germans) humiliating conditions of a peace treaty imposed by the Allies—conditions which included the occupation of
the Saar and the Rhineland by French troops, the loss of the (admittedly, formerly French provinces of) Alsace and Lorraine (which had
been incorporated into the German Empire since 1871), large reparations (in gold), and a clause insisting that Germany confess her “guilt”
for beginning the conflict. These German governments attempted to do this in a country filled with political demagoguery, savage street
violence, unbelievably severe inflation, and by the use of political tools which the German people—with their historic tradition of
authoritarian rule—were, it is now generally admitted on all sides, ill-equipped sociologically to make responsible use of }

Suddenly I found myself in the street. My pal was sprawling with his arms across the table and weeping. He
would not hear of parting.
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“Cover!” he was shouting. “Take cover where you can!”
So I left him as he was drunk. The innkeeper came to the door with me. There in the forgotten light of day he
said to me:
“Things’ll mend soon.” I shook him by the hand and answered, as I did time and time again:
“Pray God they may, my friend.”
At first the houses looked a bit askew and the motor-cars drove as if there was no one on the road but
themselves. That didn’t worry me, though, and I set off along the quay-side. Then a motor-car had to pull up sharp
and my poor little self was hauled over the coals by a man inside it. That amused me and I shouted back at him as
he cursed, “You’re nothing but a stuffed shirt,” and went happily on my way.
Soon, however, my eyes cleared and I saw life in its wonted clarity. My pal, the pipe-layer, our host and war
comrade, the divine consolation of the wine and the cheerful belly of the jug died away behind me in the haze of
the old town. I walked straight ahead and, after a few minutes, there I stood on the bridge over the Rhine.
My heart laughed aloud as I saw the river. I leant over the green-painted rails, the March breeze refreshed me
and, as I took a close look at the river, I saw that far and wide there was not a vessel of any kind to be seen on it;
they all lay at the quays, moored and tarred—unemployed as I was.
But there was still the town before my eyes; the fronts of the houses stood up in a thin haze and above them
rose the Cathedral, and over them all, over the roofs and the water and the whole width of the Rhine, lay the light.
It was all one single radiance of light, and the seagulls waddled about on the piers of the bridge, and in the sky
were little white clouds, sailing to Holland. At that I held my tongue and only sued my eyes, and I felt that a man
could never go under as long as there was so much light and so much good water and such a cozy town in his own
native land. I set off light-heartedly through drab outskirts and past silent factories—but soon all that came to an
end and I was on a country road lined by walnut trees.
The wind, blowing over stretches of asparagus, bowled yellow dust in front of me. Far away on the horizon I
saw a range of blue hills. It was the Odenwald, and that was my destination.
It was evening by the time I reached Darmstadt. I was refused a lodging, for I still reeked of wine, but I didn’t
care; for on the edge of the town I found a loft and slept in the hay. It was warm and I slept soundly. I burrowed in
and let the darkness enfold me.
I was wakened by the singing of birds and, as I was shivering, I called the liter bottle to my aid and the neverfailing miracle of wine soon ran through my chilled limbs. I washed in a pond where a boat called Elfriede was
moored. Then I climbed the road up into the forest. There the birds were already busy and the dew shone on the
anemones.
I had been walking for two hours when hunger assailed me, but there was no village to be seen. The air was
bright and clear. The sun fell in a thousand flecks of light through the thin foliage. The wind sighed through the
tree tops. Poor wretch, I thought, what good to you is the peace of nature if there is no peace in your belly?
After another half hour I began to feel weak. I sat myself down and breathed deeply. That stilled the beating of
my heart. At last I lay down at full length and fell asleep. That’s the best thing, I thought. If you have no bread,
then sleep; for sleep is the bread of the poor. Nevertheless I dreamt that my conscience arose and sat on my chest.
“Henry,” it said so severely that I quailed before it, “you have drunk your three marks and now, Henry, you go
hungry.” But my counter-conscience jumped up and said:
“You silly old woman, how is the poor fellow to endure life without a few quarter liters?” At that my
conscience sprang from my chest and rushed upon my counter-conscience to beat it, but my counter-conscience
transformed itself into a singing tone. It leapt up into the windy tree-tops. It passed into the light of the sun. It
descended again in dew. It was to be seen everywhere and nowhere and at last it hid as a chuckling echo in a
distant stony brook.
But I lay stretched out at ease in the lap of nature and slept the divine sleep of a boy for whose favor the Muses
are rivals …
2
I was awakened by a blow. A horse towered above me. I heard curses.
“Drunken sot!”
And then I observed that I was lying in the middle of the road. I must have rolled there in my sleep. The farmer
jumped down from his cart and I got up. There he stood, purple in the face; he was a young man, and he gripped
me by the shoulder.
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“Seven o’clock in the morning and sozzled already,” he shouted and tried to throw me into the ditch. But I
gave him such a push that he fell over. Whereupon, as was only natural, we went for each other for some time in
silence. But as I knew how to box, I soon laid him out and he said no more. Whereupon I took a deep breath of the
fragrant forest air and all at once my strength was renewed. I drew myself up proudly and was just going to take a
drink from my liter bottle when a woman jumped down from the cart.
“Schickedanz,” she screamed and running to the man she took his head in her hands and began stroking his
forehead.
“It’s all right, madam,” I said, and going to the pair, I held the bottle under the farmer’s nose—and what
happened? He woke up. When he was on his feet with his wife beside him, he said:
“What’s up?”
“I laid you out,” I answered. His wife laughed at this, for the man looked at me so stupidly.
“But in case you think I’m a thief or one of those scoundrels who drive about the country in motor-cars,” I
went on, “I’ll tell you what I am. I’m an out-of-work fitter, driven by hunger to tramp his native land, and that’s
why I fell asleep.”
At this the woman laughed again. She had black hair under a red handkerchief and such lovely teeth as you
never saw.
“Schickedanz,” she said, dusting the earth from his forehead, “you could have asked the man first. You’re
always so hasty and that’s what you get for it.” Schickedanz looked at me for a full minute nearly.
“Where are you going?” he said. And I replied that I didn’t know, but to some village anyway to cadge a bite
of food, a slice of bread and butter or a few potatoes.
“Jump in!” Schickedanz said, and I jumped in.
The horse went at a walk; Schickedanz sat in front and drove; I sat next the woman. The forest sighed around
us. And so we went along.
3
I don’t know to this day how it happened that I stayed on with Schickedanz. We never spoke a word on the
way and when we got to the village in its green hollow, we stopped at a rambling farmhouse and we went into a
sitting-room and then I came over bad.\fn{ Fainted, apparently; this may be one of those idiomatic expressions for which there is
no adequate English translation}
When I woke up I was in a high bed and on the window-ledge sat a cat. I looked round the room and my eyes
rested with joy on a guardian angel who was leading a child over a rickety bridge in a dark wood. A picture like
that hung over my bed when I was a little boy. Then a cow suddenly mooed and I thought I was at Aunt Amelia’s
in Mecklenburg. She was the sister of my poor father and when the cow mooed a second time I thought;
“You’re out on rest\fn{Military leave; R&R (Rest and Relaxation) } in Flanders and Conrad will be in in a moment and
the tailor and then we’ll sit down to a game of skat.”
However, when the cow mooed for the third time, Schickendanz came in and told me I had slept for two days
and two nights. He sat down on my bed, took a look at me and then said he could give me work, for his man had
died four days since.
“In this bed,” he added, pointing to where I lay. I jumped up.
“Free board and lodging and I’ll do all the work you want.”
“Right,” said Schickedanz. Then we went downstairs and drank some gin and ate some bread and cheese.
It was not very hard work on the farm. Schickedanz let me do what I liked. First I put all his implements in
good repair, the reaper and binder and the chaff-cutter; then the electric lighting had its turn and the engine. I
tended the animals and helped with the book-keeping, and then one evening Schickendanz confessed to me over a
glass of Hollands that he wanted to have a motor bicycle, so we went to Neustadt and bought a second-hand one. I
rode it home and every evening for the next fortnight Schickedanz buzzed up the hairpin bends that climbed the
range of hills behind the house.
So, what with working and resting, the time went on. How happy I was when I had seen to the animals. There
they stood in the stalls, their coats groomed, and as I walked down the row, I rejoiced in their contentment.
Schickendanz went out of his way to praise me. Sometimes he took me pillion\fn{ A motorcycle saddle for a passenger}
on his motor bicycle to an inn in the forest.
His wife was called Joan. She was young and beautiful. She spoke to me very seldom and I avoided looking at
her, for I could not help thinking of Fanny whenever she was there—that was the name of the first girl I ever
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loved—and never won. So the days went by between working, sleeping and eating—and life was good. I had been
six weeks on the farm and my cheeks had filled out and the girls in the village turned their heads to look at me. I
often went for a stroll in the soft evening air and sometimes I slipped out of my room late at night and down to the
meadows because I was thinking of Joan and how beautiful she was. But when my heart beat too hard, I lit a pipe
or went to the inn and drank to the Fatherland with the fellows there.
*
Spring came with a bang. I worked like a horse and Schickedanz said he had never had a man on the farm to
touch me. Soon the whole valley was in blossom and there was such a smell from the meadows at night that you
couldn’t sleep. Schickedanz boozed. He spoke little. Joan sat in the sitting-room and sewed.
My heart was heavy those days, but I worked on as well as I could and one day Schickedanz said:
“Henry, the cherry trees are in blossom.” He pointed out of the window.
“That hill there covered with cherry trees in blossom belongs to me. It’s worth more to me than anything else
on the farm. When the cherries are ripe you must take them to Zwingenberg market with Joan and sell them. Will
you stay on till then?” At this Joan looked at me and I said:
“Yes.”
The cherry trees were in blossom and the fruit set well. The sun was strong. The cherries ripened. One
morning, when I had seen to the animals and Schickedanz was off on his motor-bike on some political business,
Joan came out to me in the yard and said:
“Henry, we’ll go to the cherry orchard.”
We went, taking two baskets with us. First there was a clayey sunken road, then a narrow path across a
meadow, then a little brook to cross and then came the cherry orchard. There stood the trees and the fruit shone
like lacquer in the spring sunshine. Joan opened a shed and I got out a ladder and then I climbed up the trees and
picked the cherries. Joan collected them in the large baskets. She called to me after two hours and I sat down
beside her in the moist grass. The village lay below us. The church clock was striking six and a light breeze
combed the grass.
“Henry,” Joan said after a while, “the cherry orchard really belongs to me. I brought it with me as a dowry.
And I can gather the crop as I please.”
“Indeed,” said I, “but that’s fine to have the crop to gather.”
“Yes,” Joan said, “Schickedanz only has the money, but the trees belong to me.”
We drank cold coffee out of a metal can and cut slices from the loaf in the basket. Then I set the ladder against
the trees again and picked cherries. Joan gathered them into her baskets. By eight o’clock we had four large
baskets full. Then Joan whistled across to the farm and it was not long before a farm girl came with a cart. We
hoisted the baskets up, Joan took the reins and we drove to Zwingenberg.
It was a little town on the mountain road with a white church, and when the sun blazed down the dust in the
streets glowed. We had driven through dense forest and sometimes I took the reins and the little horse trotted
along—what happiness, I thought, and I looked at Joan. She had her eyes half closed and let the sun blaze on her
face. Then my heart was far away and I began to whistle. The pony trotted and Joan slept.
We sold our cherries very well that day. Joan had a pocketful of money. We drank coffee at a pastry-cook’s. At
five o’clock we set off home. The horse knew his way. I left the reins slack. Joan sat beside me. The forest
towered above us and the road went uphill.
Then the devil leapt onto my shoulders and I clasped Joan round the hips. She did not mind. So I stopped the
horse and wanted to kiss Joan. Then she smiled and said: “I am not your wife, Henry,” and at that my cheeks
burned. The horse went on again at a walk, the air was cool in the forest, and the empty baskets bumped about at
the back of the cart. Joan began to talk.
“Henry,” she said, “I’m Schickedanz’s wife. I married him because the man I loved didn’t come back from the
war. But a woman’s got to marry and Schickedanz at that time was a fine young fellow and he pleased me because
he was so strong. So we made a match of it, Henry.
“But it wasn’t love. It was common sense, Henry. But it’s not right to behave like that. When I look at you I
know that quite well. I’ve been looking at you for six weeks now. And now I know it. Before I didn’t.”
“Joan,” I said—nothing else but “Joan.”
“I’m only a stupid farmer’s wife,” she went on, “but my heart is like yours—always far away. I’ve looked at
you for six weeks. You are sad, too, like I am.”
“Joan,” I said. Nothing else.
“But it’s all up with me,” Joan said. “I’m going to have a baby and Schickedanz can hardly wait to know it’s a
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boy.”
It was chill in the forest. The horse trotted along and my heart stood still.
“I do really love you, Henry,” Joan said. “I do really. It came quite simply and I tell it to you the same way, but
the child is Schickedanz’s and you, after all, are only something that the wind has brought.”
At that I held my tongue and thought: Yes, I am only something the wind has brought. We drew slowly nearer
the village.
“Schickedanz is a good farmer and he wants to have a son and wants me to be the sort of wife who does as he
expects. And I do. But, Henry, I often want to run away, away from the village, away from the valley; but all that
is so remote and you too—you’re a man who’ll never settle down. But that is not for me, because after all I’m
fond of Schickedanz and the child is his.”
We got home and Schickedanz laughed at the sight of it and took us into the sitting-room and got out the gin
and we drank, Schickedanz and I, for two hours and when Joan had gone to bed, Schickedanz laughed and got out
currant wine and we drank that as well and Schickedanz said that in three months’ time he would have a son and
then there would be a feast and I mustn’t go before that.
I went every morning for a fortnight with Joan to the cherry orchard. We picked the cherries and drove to
Zwingenberg market. For fourteen days long I knew that Joan loved me because I was one whom the wind
brought and not one of those she saw every day. For fourteen days long Joan was true to Schickedanz. Then one
day Schickedanz said to me:
“It’s the cherry feast the day after tomorrow.”
I asked Joan what that was and she said it was a festival to give thanks for the cherry crop, and all their
relations came from the farms round about, and musicians and the lads and girls from the village. That morning
Joan and I drove off again with the cherries, and on the way home I kissed her and she said that the child would
arrive in two months and she would call it Henry. We drove through the forest and Joan cried because we could
not sin together.
“Oh, Joan,” I said, “I don’t know where the wind will blow me, but your love I can never forget, because it is
so near and yet so far.” At this Joan stopped the horse and said: “Henry …” and kissed me on the eyes.
That was right up on the hill where the road is swept bare by the wind and the grass flaps like a flag. The
village lay below and the meadows were soft and green.
“My life,” Joan said, “is not there,” and she pointed to the village; “but the child belongs there, and you,
Henry, will understand what a woman who was born there needs.”
“Yes,” I said. “Joan, I have only love for you and you shall live as you must.”
At this Joan cried, but I whipped up the horse and the cart rumbled down into the valley.
What happened next dances before my eyes to this day. We had hardly reached the village when women came
running to meet us; men followed and then a rabble of children and they all stared at us. Joan looked up and
asked:
“What is the matter?”
But they said nothing, so I whipped up the horse. We reached the farm and there stood the musicians, the trees
in the garden were decorated with garlands of paper, and the flag of Germany blew from the gable of the house. I
jumped down and Joan got down and stood beside me.
“What is the matter?” she cried out and the men who were standing in the yard made way a little and
Schickedanz was lying on a bench. Blood flowed from a gash in his forehead, his coat was bloody and so was the
ground beneath him.
“What is the matter?” Joan cried out. Then the man who was standing beside Schickedanz, he was the doctor
from Neustadt, came up and said:
“He has had an accident on his motor-bicycle and there is no hope.”
At this Joan uttered a cry such as I have never heard; she cried out again and again, she wept, then she laughed;
the men shrank back, the women ran up, and there stood Joan with her hands to her body and then with another
cry she sank to the ground. The women picked her up and carried her, still crying aloud, into the house.
But we, three men and the doctor, stood beside Schickedanz and we could hear the animals moving restlessly.
Then the women cried out again from the house and the church bell began to toll for curfew, and then Schikedanz
started up, with blood and white spittle at his mouth, and he asked:
“Is the boy there?”
My God, at that a shudder went through me, and we lifted him up and carried him into the best sitting-room,
and there he lay, and as soon as ever he got his breath he asked:
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“Is the boy there?” Then he fell back and muttered something. There was silence in the yard outside. I sat
beside Schickedanz. His breast bone was smashed in and the blood pulsed out over his cheeks. His wife was
crying out upstairs. Sometimes he tried to say something; his lips moved, and I felt a great love for him when he
could not get out what he wanted.
The doctor came back and gave him an injection. Then he grew quieter. I held his hand.
“Schickedanz,” I asked him, “do you know me?”
“The boy?” he muttered.
“Yes,” I said. “The boy—” Then he held out his hand and said:
“Henry, the boy, that’s all. I’ll go gladly if only the boy is there …”
I laid a vinegar bandage on his forehead, but he pushed it away and sat up. His eyes were set, I have never seen
such determination in any eye, he sat right up and his breast bones crunched.
“Listen!” he whispered. “Listen!”
Three abrupt cries came from above and then a whimper, and while the soft June air came over the meadows
and in at the window and while the cherry feast garlands rustled on the trees in the garden, the young farmer got
to his feet, staggered to the door and fell down sobbing:
“The boy first, then I, God the Father …”
I tried to lift him up, but he struggled. Then I heard steps. The doctor came in, he was laughing and rubbing his
hands.
“A fine boy,” he shouted, “a little too early, but a strapping young Schickedanz.” At that the farmer stood up
and went straight to bed and lay down and spat blood.
“Ah, yes,” the doctor said, “I’d almost forgotten him …” But then Schickedanz sat up, his chest swelled, the
white of eternity was in his eyes; he took three deep breaths and then collapsed.
“Amen,” the doctor said and closed his eyelids.
The child whimpered on the first floor. I went to the stable and packed my rucksack. The musicians were
standing in the yard and eighteen women with them. The doctor came up to the door and said:
“A young Schickedanz!”
At that the musicians struck up and the women rubbed their hands on their skirts for joy. And as the chorale
burst forth, I walked out onto the road, into the dust from which we come and to which we return.
50.32 Wanja\fn{by Marcus Lauesen (1907-1975)} Schleswig, Schleswig-Holstein, Germany (M) 4
This is a tale about the friendship between two people who did not have an earthly thing in common, but who
happened to be thrown together by fate. Nothing great or important came to pass during the short time of their
friendship, but in a child’s mind there was planted a seed which perhaps later was neglected or perhaps grew
secretly—I do not know. I feel that seed somewhere in my soul, but I cannot name it. If I had to explain its nature,
I should use words like these: willingness to obey, willingness to be humble, willingness to be silent when
surrounded by indifference or scorn …
My friend was called Wanja. His real name was Iwan, but he was the best beloved of all the Russian prisoners
whom the war had brought to our village; not only his comrades, but also the villagers loved and revered him, and
so they always gave him the soft Russian pet name Wanja.
On the day of their arrival there was no great difference between him and the other Russian prisoners. What
difference there was, was to the advantage of the others, for Wanja’s face had the swarthy hue that is often found
in the face of a poor Jew.
His features were young and girlish, but the dark stubble of beard that covered his cheeks, the shiny, black,
uncombed hair that clung to his forehead and temples, and his somber, roaming eyes gave his face a tinge of
something boorish and repellant. His grayish-brown Russian uniform was wetter and more clotted with clay than
that of any of the others, and added to all the rest, his clothes were too large for his small, frail figure. His coat
almost reached his ankles, and the bottom of it was stiff with clay. The sleeves were turned up twice and covered
his wrists like thick muffs. A piece of string tied around his waist held the coat together, and he shuffied along in a
pair of muddy boots much too large for him.
I suppose it was pity as well as fear that made us look more at him than at the others. And yet Wanja was not
pitiable.
The brutality which was prevalent among the youngest crop of Prussian sergeants did not affect him. He
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seemed to submit to rules and regulations with a peculiar matter-of-fact willingness. When the overseer thundered
a command at him, Wanja would already be in his place and therefore invulnerable. Of course this would arouse
the anger of the irascible officer and make him vent his rage by kicking Wanja’s neighbor who perhaps chanced to
be an inch or two out of line.
There was nothing cringing in Wanja’s obedience. It was simply characteristic of him not to take blows that he
could avoid. The inevitable ones were numerous and hard enough.
But the very first time I saw him I discovered still another of his peculiarities. The prisoners had come to the
playground of the village school an hour before they were expected. The farmers who were to put them to work
had not yet arrived; only we village children gathered around the little group. Three or four young, grayuniformed Prussian officers marched in sullen silence up and down, shouldering their rifles. The prisoners were
commanded to stand at ease while they waited, and were allowed to eat their crusts of bread.
This was to become one of the decisive events of my life, one of those experiences that are bound to come to
every child, crushing the beautiful faith in the old doctrines, arousing the poisonous doubt of the truth of what the
elders say. Didn’t we remember the thanksgiving service, the holiday that had been given us when Hindenburg
had sent an army of Russians into the Masurian swamps? Didn’t they tell us that the Russians were worse than
wild animals, and did not deserve any pity? That they were impious beasts? That God in His heaven was glad to
get rid of them? We thought of all these careless words such as grown-up people toss to children, filling their
minds with ideas fit for devils or hyenas.
And then we saw that Wanja and his comrades were human beings. For days afterwards one or another of us
would ask the grown-ups every time they told us anything:
“Is that really true, now? Is it really true?” For if they could lie to us about the Russians, they might lie about
other things, too, we thought.
That day one or two of us children lost our hearts to a group of tall, thin men in ragged, grayish-brown coats,
and for many nights we remembered the dreamy, sorrowful eyes of these prisoners. Some of the Russians made
the sign of the cross upon their breasts and foreheads before eating their miserable crusts.
I was standing near Wanja when the prisoners were allowed to eat. It appeared that Wanja’s piece of bread was
larger than that of his neighbor, and when the overseer had passed, Wanja gave his comrade a slight nudge, to
offer him a share. Taken by surprise, the man stumbled and grasped the prisoner next to him, and three or four of
the men tottered. At once an officer rushed over to them, struck one in the side with his fist, and kicked another.
There was a strange contrast between the young, well groomed officer and the shabby Russians who calmly let his
blows pass over them. I have never been able to forget Pjotr, whom the officer struck with his fist. No sound came
from him; his face did not twitch; he was a picture of tenacious composure, and yet he was no thrall. His eyes
looked past the officer, moved calmly from spot to spot in the landscape, with a royal dignity, like a captured
eagle that is not affected by the crowing of a rooster, that does not lose its pride because a hen scratches dirt over
its body.
And now Wanja. He straightened himself and saluted. It was only his garb that was comical. The little man
within it grew in my eyes when at that moment he said some words of which I guessed the meaning: that he was
the cause of the disturbance. The young officer went at him with clenched fists, showering him with abuse. The
little Russian stood at attention looking at me, letting the words pass him without flinching. A stony calm, a
masterfully controlled anger illumined his face. I can imagine that such a calm might freeze a man to death. But it
only egged the officer on to still more violent words and blows, and at last he lifted his foot. At that moment
Wanja looked at the young German’s brutal face and said:
“Kamerad, Offizier.”
I do not remember the rest, except that the farmers came, the roll was called, and the prisoners disappeared.
The farmer to whom Wanja was assigned was told to keep him hard at work, since he was refractory and could
not stand kind treatment. Some impulse made me follow them. Wanja walked behind his new master, gazing
calmly around him. Once he turned and looked at me.
“Did you want to go with me, boy?”
I suppose I was a bit frightened. At any rate I turned and ran home quickly.
*
I do not remember how our friendship began; I only remember how it developed. Every day I followed Wanja
to the fields. Every Sunday I told him about the children’s service. I learned one or two things that I would rather
not have learned. I was worried when Wanja said that our large, red church would be shot down some day. I
prayed for Wanja’s unbelieving soul, and I loved him.
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Wanja was not treated harshly. He was allowed to do his work as he wished, and he worked well. He asked
many questions, learned many things and followed each answer with a pondering
“So-o.”
Sooner than any of his fellow prisoners Wanja began to look like other men. After a couple of weeks he had
new clothes which fitted him, and his master said with pride that Wanja had never had lice.
Besides. Wanja could read and write. Every Sunday morning, when the prisoners were free, a score of them
would assemble in the cow barn. Wanja would sit on a milking stool with a pile of letters in his lap, and the other
Russians would sit or stand around him. They would always assemble in the same warm barn, and I can still see it
clearly. It was small and dark and dirty, low under the rafters and narrow. There were six or seven cows in single
stalls, some empty pig pens, covered with ancient dirt, some fodder boxes, a watering trough, a dung-barrow;
everything available was used by the prisoners to sit on. A faint light came in through two dim windows. Wanja
sat under one window. The others sat on trough and barrow and fodder boxes, or leaned against the pig pens.
I remember that each man was always in the same place. Quietly and naturally they would sit or stand as usual.
There was a singing softness in their greetings. All their boisterous gaiety disappeared when they entered this
stuffy, dark catacomb.
For what was it but a catacomb, where a score of persecuted exiles in silent ecstasy sustained their holy faith,
recalled their common, distant sanctuaries? There was a strange, earthy warmth, a happy, humming animal
stillness in the place. Some of the cows would chew the cud; the sound of their chewing gave a quiet, rhythmical
accompaniment to the human voices. During the silences the cows were always there with their satisfied, sedate
munching. And that was good.
Wanja would read letter after letter. I did not understand the words, yet I became the partaker in a sum of
remote happiness and remote sorrow that came from distant steppes and revealed itself under the low roof of a
little barn in North Slesvig.
The words themselves resounded with human confidences and made me cry and laugh, not because I saw the
others do it, but because Wanja spoke like a child practicing difficult words. Sentence after sentence would come
out slowly and heavily, with long pauses in between, allowing for time to get used to new feelings, time to put
warmth into every word.
Now I know why Wanja had such a big heart. It did not matter whether I looked at him or at the prisoner
whose letter he was reading. I know now that it was a long and laborious transmission of love between people
whom the war had put thousands of miles apart. For the wives of Pjotr and Wassili and Alexi could not write,
either. The priest had received the word from the wives and had written them down. And Pjotr and Wassili and
Alexi had to ask Wanja to read their letters. But that didn’t matter. The words were there, only it took time. The
words had to warm so many hearts on the way before they reached the one for whom they were meant.
Wanja did not have to tell me that Wassili’s wife wrote that their child had died. I saw from Wassili’s and
Wanja’s faces that the letter told about a great sorrow. I had learned two words, Batjuska and Tutja. Every letter
began with Batjuska, Little Father, and almost always Tutja, Child, was mentioned several times in all the letters.
The next letter was taken up. Alexi looked happy, and his joy was reflected in Wanja’s face. Perhaps in the
following letter there would be something that would make Pjotr or Marek look angry or worried.
This quiet performance would last some hours, leaving one man sorrowful, another happy. Only Wanja would
remain behind with a large and heavy heart, neither happy nor sorrowful. Since that time only the high mountains
have been able to give me the sense of peace that Wanja’s companionship gave me when I was a child.
Now I also know that our friendship was like the friendship between a mountain and a little hill. I would walk
around Wanja with the feeling of security that a young animal feels towards its mother. In my heart there was an
unswerving devotion to this foreign heart that held the infinite and had borne such manifold experiences, and to
Wanja it meant happiness to feel himself the protector of a little boy like me. It is this feeling of being useful,
being indispensable, which alone can keep a man alive when he is in exile.
Of course I don’t know this for sure. I only know that there existed that great delicacy between us which is the
first condition of friendship. Our questions to each other were kind and gentle and we agreed in all things. There
was nothing sentimental in Wanja's voice when one Sunday he said to me:
“You are my tutja and I am your batjuska.” I suppose he had to find a being to whom he could take the wealth
of his thoughts.
Then came the end, unexpected and hard. One day I went out to the cow barn to find Wanja. He was there. And
I saw that he who bore in his heart the sorrow of so many others, was now struck by a greater and more piercing
agony of his own.. He was sitting on his milking stool with a letter in his lap, his face buried in his hands, and his
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frail body shaken by convulsive sobs.
“Wanja—Wanja!” I cried. But he was lost in his despair. I had to go over to him and lay my cheek against his.
“Wanja dear, what is it?”
“Tutja, Wanja’s mother is dead.” His words made me feel my helplessness. My little hands pushed themselves
in under his and were moistened by his tears.
“Don’t cry, Wanja.”
“Go away, Tutja.” But how could I go away when my best friend was in misery? I stayed and said all the
words to Wanja that a child considers consoling. I tried to tell him that he still had me. But all that I could say was
in vain. At last Wanja stopped crying. He rose and thrust the letter into his blouse.
“Wanja is going to escape.”
For the next hour his will fought a desperate battle against reality. He planned to flee across the frontier to
Denmark that very night. In Denmark he would steal a boat and row to Russia.\fn{ Ukraine was in these days still part of
Russia; in fact it was often called “Little Russia”; even in my time, the thought that it would ever be an independent country was simply
unthinkable} That would take him four days. His mother’s grave would still be new when he reached it, and he

would lay a fresh wreath on it.
Even I knew that all this was impossible. With my meager knowledge of geography I tried to convince Wanja
that he was mistaken. Months would pass before he could reach Ukraine. But I spoke in vain; Wanja could not
believe it.
So he made preparations for his flight. He did not know the simplest things. He asked me what way to go;
were there large waves on the sea? Did I think that he could get food on the way? He possessed twenty pieces of
Russian hardtack; if he could get food on the way, he would give them all to me; otherwise he would have to take
ten of them with him. He spoke so convincingly that at last I myself believed that he would succeed. Wanja was
so good; how could he fail? In the evening he knocked at my window.
“Remember the hardtack, it is in the fodder box.”
I did not sleep for several hours, and when I went to sleep I dreamed that Wanja was standing on the other side
of a large river where I could not reach him. The next morning two sergeants with loaded guns came walking
through the village and between them trudged a little Russian prisoner. His face had changed during the two years
that had passed since he had said “Kamerad, Offizier” on the day of his arrival. I was told that his mouth was
drawn with bitterness and there was wild anger in his eyes. When he passed our house, he looked up to the
windows, but I was not there. When I did not come, he called:
“Tutja, I’ll kill these fellows!”
Then he sprang at the first of them and knocked him down with one blow. The other knocked Wanja
unconscious with the butt of his gun and the two sergeants dragged him away as one drags a dead animal. All this
I was told by people who saw it. I was not ashamed of Wanja. He was right, of course, even though things went
against him; that did not alter the matter.
In the fodder box I found twenty large pieces of hardtack of the kind that the Russian women sent to their
countrymen who had been made prisoners in Germany. Wanja had left them all for me. I kept them in my window
where they grew soft after a while. Later I was told that for a month after Wanja’s death I would sometimes cry
out in my sleep:
“Kill them, Wanja! Kill them!”
58.363 Gazelle, Green\fn{by Gerd Gaiser (1908-1976)} Oberriexingen, Baden-Württemberg, Germany (M) 6
To Winnie, her so much younger sister, she could not really be a daughter, but almost a daughter nevertheless,
and a niece—in any case—to her sister, then Teresa, already almost elderly and called for short Resa or even Res,
says,
“The jacket fits you. It is really my size, but it fits you nevertheless.”
Resa says this, although a few weeks ago in the store when trying it on she had sensibly thought to herself,
“Very nice, but it does not fit a person like me,” and then to Winnie, with an aunt-like manner, “and it cannot fit
you yet, Winnie, until you have become a little something.” Whereupon she took the jacket off Winnie, not
roughly, but not tenderly either.
Meanwhile, however, embarrassingly enough, the police have to concern themselves with Teresa. The police
enter obligingly, indulgent, worldly-wise, as in the worldly-wise town of Vioms even the police consider it
obvious.
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“We’ll meet you half way. We’ll get rid of the affair discreetly and quickly.”
*
Gazelle, green gazelle-leather, olive-green. Resa stands before the law. Rather, she is not yet standing before
the law, only before the police; the police have even invited her to sit down. Resa has taken something, the jacket
made of green leather. Now she has to give it back again. Resa is used to that, even if this time the taking could
have been avoided and with it the giving. All the same she has to give the thing up, at least for the time being,
even if the police show humor enough.
In department stores there is stealing. A theft from a shop does not have to lead to scandal, to a public
exposure; but it usually brings prosecution after it. Of course, in such cases a little depends on the person. For it is
known that in stores people are caught stealing whom none would ever have considered capable of such an
attempt. In Resa’s case a big scandal would not have perhaps arisen, in view of her position.
For Resa is employed by a very exposed authority, an officer moreover that pays very good salaries and
therefore employs only selected and trustworthy personnel. For all that, however, Teresa had appropriated to
herself in the department store “Gefjon” the expensive jacket, gazelle, green. None observed her do it. She would
have got away if it had not been for the wrong action of a second female person connected with her, who was
waiting in the car. Instead of really waiting for Resa, however, this person drives off, it must have been a short
circuit, perhaps a sudden attack of fear. So Resa stands there, has to be caught and cannot deny it. The
management of the department store hands her over to the police.
This firm only calls itself a department store out of coquetry, out of fashionable understatement, it is an elegant
magazine, carrying only the most select goods, at which all the employees of the treaty authorities\fn{ The occupying
powers of Germany after World War II, who divided the country into Russian, American, French, and British zones of military
occupation.} do their shopping; there they are already familiar with this sort of delinquent. Such customers steal not

from need, they misappropriate as the result of impulses which are tactfully but more closely investigated. Simple
need would not suffice as a reason for treating a thief with indulgence. A few times the tactful management made
discreet arrangements. But this clemency repaid itself badly. Thus recently the management ordered arrest. And so
Resa, even if regretfully, is handed over to the police.
Resa has given her personal details, age, employed in the trade mission of the treaty powers, in possession of
cash which would easily have permitted the purchase of the fateful object. The duty officer, he, too, has an eye for
such customers, does not for a moment lose his affable, almost respectful tone. He outlines his settlement, as if he
were bargaining for his own advantage.
“We’ll come to an agreement,” he said, “We’ll meet you half way. We’ll get rid of the affair unnoticeably. Of
course, we shall have to impose one or two small conditions.”
The conditions are: purchase of the stolen article—the officer does not, by the way, say stolen—for cash at the
normal purchase price; in addition, likewise in cash and in return for a formal, harmless receipt, an amount of
equal size for the Vioms Red Cross. No entry in the files, no further prosecution.
Green gazelle, olive-green. The article has been laid out on the table of this office, and there it lies, unfamiliar,
and not belonging here, scenting in the stuffy office air, soft, olive-green colored gazelle-leather, on which the
pressure of a finger leaves behind a velvet trace. Not for you, Teresa. Or is it? Olive. Gazelle,.The officer is
patient, he does not drive her into a corner, especially since he knows that Teresa will have no other choice. When
she does not answer immediately he takes up his pen again, which he had put down, and reads a file. So Resa has
a pause.
*
The far land, the gazelle-olive land. Resa has dreamt of it a great deal, of agave and antelope lands, as a child
understandably, and now that would have to be past. Now she feels a dark desire not to come to an arrangement
with this thorough, astute policeman, but to challenge him in some way, with a wild, reckless action, and then to
be exposed, vulgarly, as a vulgar thief, in front of a vulgar Vioms Court. Personal details, age, occupation—then,
what is not put on record: held for a long time by dreams, then held by all too much that excludes all dreams,
exactly up to the moment when she notices that she is becoming an elderly maid. Her mother gave life to another
child late in life, afterwards she remained sickly, then died. Now Teresa has the child, in addition she has the two
brothers. So she is a matron, viewed properly. One day, through the door, she hears the two of them in the next
room, lounging over their schoolwork.
“Res,” says one brother to the other, “Res is rathe again.”\fn{A note reads: The German has a triple play on words (Res,
res, raβ) which is impossible to translate into English. “Raβ” means bitter, acid. The English word “rathe” is actually not a vintner’s
expression so much as a farmer’s, and it means ripening early in the year. It is also used poetically of people (Tennyson: “The men of rathe
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and riper years.”)}

Rathe is a vintner’s expression; wine is called rathe when it is no longer sweet, but also not fermented—a
rathe person.
“Res, rei, rei, rem,” the brother declines.
“Spes, spei, spem,” intones the other. “But abandon hope.”
“Res, I say,” replies the first, “Res is feminine, but only in grammar in the case of res, rei, rei, rem. Otherwise
Res is purely neuter.”
“Neutral.”
“The word is neuter.”
Teresa stands motionless. She has made these idlers angry through some reprimand. But did she not have to
reprimand them? The idlers, she thinks, the unreasonable louts. She cries dryly as she is putting the spoons on the
table. I can cook for you and look after your filth. But you decline me. Neuter. How can I help it if I was born the
eldest?
Personal details: when the worst has been overcome and each of them can stand on his own feet, except their
little sister still, Resa establishes herself in an average position. She can no longer think of any other training. She
can work, and had reasons aplenty to develop a cool brain, she is also reliable and does not waste her time. In the
consular service she makes fast progress; now everything gets easier, one could even say, she has it good, and her
sister does not bother her excessively.
No, no bother; Winnie, light as a feather, she never had to drag along; light, without malice, accepted without
effort, and learns without effort too. Recently she has been living with Resa, she is going to a fashion school, now
she is doing a course in elegant Vioms. Resa pays the accounts, even her own account is settled; she thinks of this
when one day she discovers that people think she is Winnie’s aunt. Well, then, why not her aunt, she swallows, but
it is nevertheless an advantage that Winnie rushes through her rooms at home. Winnie is fun, just as she is, and is
fun, yes, it even takes little expense, to please Winnie; it is easy to give her presents. Res undertakes trips with
her, she lends her the car, she invites people, a thing that never occurred to her before. But now visitors come
without invitation.
*
Winnie makes inquiries, for there are flowers in the vase and the room lets it be seen hat a guest has just been
entertained.
“Who has been?”
“Feulner,” says Resa dryly. “And greetings to you, of course.”
“Feulner?” says Winnie. “Poor man. And I had to have gone out.”
Resa says nothing more, she does not move either, a cigarette packet merely cracks in her hand and begins to
bend out of shape. Upright, in skirt and blouse, belted, she sits there. Winnie does not pay attention to her, she
walks through the room, unbelted, in her half-sleeved little coat, and spreads sympathy. Suddenly Res says to her
sister with a singular sharpness, almost with an antechamber voice,
“Do you consider it certain,” she says, “that Mr. Feulner came for your sake?”
Winnie pauses and no longer flutters about. She simply stands rigid because she no longer knows her sister’s
voice. She turns red; the thing, thinks Resa, the thing, to the thing it is simply obvious. And for that reason she
goes on to say that she no longer intended to say,
“That is not so certain.”
Her voice does not hold out for her any further, she stands up and leaves the room, the crushed packet in her
hand.
“Packet,” she says, embittered with herself. “Packet?” she says in a sudden rage against herself. “Certain?
Nothing is certain. Am I finished? Neuter? A child? That child there, my sister?”
Thus she rages within herself and locks the door behind her. When she comes out again, artificially freshened
up, she says dryly to herself,
“I am ridiculous.” When she gets into her car down below and turns the rear-view mirror in order to examine
her face, she says, throwing back her head,
“I am not ridiculous. Ridiculous? Why?”
Neither of them talks about the little incident. Nothing changes, Resa drives to the office everyday and drops
off her sister on the way at the Institute. Winnie, perhaps she was self-conscious for a while, a vulnerable bird.
Perhaps just for that reason Resa fell into a considered and condescending tone, not exactly tempting
contradiction, but in such a way that a small distance has made itself felt, an annoying distance and yet
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appropriate once more too. Appropriate? Oh why, who wants to hold anything against such a little bird? He who
has, to him will be given. And yet everyone would like it to be his turn once.
*
“Three hundred and sixty Reghin,” says the police official in a conciliatory tone. “Here is the receipt for the
bill which goes to the store. And here is the second receipt. That makes seven hundred and twenty Reghin, there
are no additional expenses. That way the matter can be settled.”
*
“Three hundred and sixty Regins,” said the saleslady in the department store “Gefjon” to the sisters. They do
not bear a grudge against each other, and as always Resa has a benevolent intention; it is not a trip, but a stroll
around the shops like before, and she has taken Winnie along. The jacket, by which the sisters let themselves be
captivated, is a select item.
“Madame should look at herself in the mirror and not say no in advance.”
Teresa, against her will, has to look at herself. Gazelle, velvety green. No, it will never be your turn. Thus
Teresa says,
“Quite nice. But not for me.”
“It fits wonderfully, Madame.”
“May be. But I said: it does not fit me. Anyway, what are we doing here anyway? I don’t need a jacket at all.”
“What do you mean ‘need,’ Resa,” says Winnie. “Just look at it. And anyway you can afford such a jacket.”
“Who is talking about affording,” Resa says, who is responsible for the expenses, and straightaway the
saleslady says craftily,
“Perhaps the other lady will try it on.”
And, likewise contrary to her intention, Winnie even gets the jacket tried on her. During this time Resa has
turned to another article, but now come back, sees Winnie in the mirror and then sees herself as well, takes the
jacket and says not roughly, but not tenderly either,
“An end to this nonsense. It is just as I say: the jacket does not fit me. And so for you, child,” says Resa, “it
cannot fit you, until you have become a little something.”
When she addressed Winnie in this manner, her voice is scarcely different, a voice of which it could not be said
that it did not love and was not itself worthy of love; and yet a slight undertone is there of that voice with which
Resa recently said what she had not necessarily wanted to say,
“You obviously think it certain.”
So there had been no purchase.
“Instead,” says Resa on the parking-lot, already without undertones again, “you can drive now. We’ll drive
over to the other bank and eat out, perhaps up in Summapunt.”
They have scarcely gone a little further than the Magura Bridge, however, when it occurs to Resa that she has
left her light coat in the “Gefjon” store. Immediately she says to Winnie,
“Oh never mind, I’ll pick it up tomorrow.” But Winnie draws her attention to the fact that in Summapunt it gets
cool in the evening if you want to sit outside, and she says to Teresa, while she is already turning round,
“We sill have plenty of time, plenty, before they close.”
If “Gefjon” had already been closed, all sorts of things would not have happened. But the store is still open. In
front of the second, scarcely used entrance Teresa says to her sister behind the wheel,
“You stay in the car, I’ll be back in a moment.” Because Teresa is in a hurry, she cannot go right across the
ground floor to the lift which lies on the other side, so she climbs the unused staircases. Upstairs she enters,
unnoticed, inaudible on the thick runners, looks around and sees none to address and to explain the reason for her
return, goes between the mirrors, along the show-cases, faster and faster between free-standing shelves, she
arrives there where at first glance, for she remembers everything exactly, she sees her forgotten coat still hanging
over the arm of a chair, a step further on spread over the glass counter, the green jacket; the saleslady has not yet
put it away. Resa now halts, she grabs her coat and throws it loosely around her, all remains quiet as if the whole
floor were deserted. Resa, without looking round and without a hesitation in her actions—none approaches not a
voice is heard—Resa throws her own coat off again, she slips into the jacket, which feels cool as she puts it on,
puts her coat on again which she pulls up together high at the neck. All this never retards for an instant, they are
the movements of a few seconds. Her step begins again of its own accord to withdraw, walks noiselessly, as if
soaked up by the deep velours, then a few times staccato, dryly clacking over the bare parquet floor away and
away, and as she reached a point opposite the lift, the door opens. The man who is operating steps one pace out to
the side, bows and lets Resea enter. A one-handed man, an invalid, in uniform, his empty coat sleeve in his pocket,
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his single hand directs and operates the control, the door clicks shut behind Resa, and immediately she nods to the
uniform man on his question,
“Ground Floor, Madame?”
The lift hums, she sinks down, and the door opens again. Air; Resa is standing in the open air. And:
“What have I actually done then,” Resa says to herself, “what madness,” she says to herself; and yet at the
same time sees herself, say on the Magura Bridge or no, rather on the winding road going up to Summanpunt, as
she opens her old coat and hears herself say casually to Winnie,
“You are surprised? Yes, I made up my mind quickly, after all.”
*
Meanwhile the police officer has made out the receipts. He has even pushed them into an envelope and now
hands them over to Resa. Then Resa put the envelope in her bag, she closed it again and now would like to
abscond; hastily, exhausted and dizzy, she would like to abscond from this office, but the police officer calls after
her,
“Excuse me madam, you are forgetting something. You are forgetting your jacked. The jacket is your
property.”
“You can do what you like,” Resa says to the officer, “with the jacket. I’ve had enough.”
“Nevertheless, I must ask you. We have no used for this piece of clothing. Not even,” he said jokingly, “a file
number for it.”
“You surely won’t want to force me.”
“How could I? But the jacket would then come to you through official channel and be subject to postage.
Resa loses her patience. She says out of control,
“Do what you want. At home,” she says, “I do at least have the scissors which I am lacking at the moment, to
cut the thing into rags. It will be a pleasure.”
“That would be a shame for such an expensive item.”
“I make a present of it to you. Give it to someone else. Do what you want, as I said.”
“And that would be against all the regulations. However, if you insist on making a present of it, there is one
possibility: you can think of the Red Cross again. This time, took in return for a receipt. Donation in kind,
signature, exchange of receipts.”
“Please undertake the exchange of receipts. But please quickly.”
Resa said “please, quickly” but then it does not go quickly after all, for someone comes into the room with
something urgent, and then the telephone rings and rings again right afterwards as soon as the police officer has
hung up. Then the officer says to Resa,
“You left your car with a young Lady? A relative?”
“My God,” says Resa, “I hadn’t even thought about that any more. … Now that too. What has happened to the
car then?”
“Don’t worry. You only unfortunately forgot to hand over the papers to your relative. A patron on the Magura
Bridge stopped the car, and the driver had no papers. You were searched for. You were not at home. You have the
papers with you of course?”
“Yes, of course.”
“Then you will have to bail out your relative as well.” And finally the officer says,
“By the way, your relative will not even find out from us why you were held here.”
*
If Teresa’s car had still been standing there, there where it should have been standing, for the very reason that
Teresa had said to her sister, “Just a minute,” and if Teresa had not, as she now turned the corner, seen instead an
empty place, no more—it would even have sufficed to make her loses her nerve, as far as one can talk of nerve in
the case of a person who has just become a thief and now comes running, a green jacket about her body and her
hand to her coat, and with nothing in her but the desire to hide herself somewhere quickly, hastily. But that is not
all: now it happens as in an annoying and crazy dream.
Over there, on the other side of the street, someone is standing, standing at the curbside in such a way as if he
were looking round for a means of transport, as if he were rather looking, searching, with effort for someone from
behind, a passer-by or rather a car pulling quickly away. Now he turns round, it is Feulner, whom Winnie called a
poor man, because he did not meet her. Turns around and cannot avoid discovering her, Teresa with the green
gazelle under her coat, as she stands there and likewise looks around.
Now there is no way out; in her green jacket she presses herself backwards into the doorway and the vestibule,
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up a few steps, and stands there completely out of breath and confused. She stands exactly in the right place to be
arrested.
*
It is not certain, Teresa said recently to her sister; if she had refrained from saying that, Winnie would also
have remained reliable, she would not have bothered at all about it, quite on the contrary, she would happily have
stayed in the car and with the car in the same place, and would have waited until Mr. Feulner, who waved to her
from over there and took his hat off, could cross the street; leaning back merrily, chatting away, she would have
been able to wait for her sister. But it does not happen that way, for suddenly Winnie begins to flap—she is still
young of course and loses her head quickly: just her luck that the light turns green ahead and frees a mass of cars
on the hunt. They now shoot between her and the man over there and fill the street for so long that just on yellow
she can still wheel round and squeeze through behind the mass and then caught up by it and shooting on and on,
aimlessly and then helpless as to how she should find her way back, and then finally stopped by the police
because on the bridge she can show no papers.
*
In everything the police showed themselves to be lenient, Winnie merely gets a bonded warning, from Resa the
Red Cross has received its donation of money, in addition a donation in kind; everything remains simple, nothing
is put down on a personal file. No reason for Resa to change her job. Thus people are surprised at her office when
she gives her notice and takes a job which is just being offered.
“Must it be?”
“Different air” says Teresa, “it must be.”
Such a valued worker is not willingly released, but where Teresa is moving and she is moving quite far away,
reliable personnel are also needed. Resa arranges all this quietly. She asks that everything remain secret until her
application is decided.
“Away then,” she says, “away to the gazelles. A little late, it is true, most of them will have been shot. But it is
not too late.”
The things are already packed. Resa’s acquaintances learn that at the same time as the news of her move. At
the mission’s summer party she sits at the table; the evening is beginning to get merry, but Resa had not yet got rid
of the green jacket. The usual tombola takes place, and before the prizes are shown all the tickets not yet disposed
of are auctioned. The auction is made in such a way that the bidder has to put down an increase in cash. Thus
considerable sums come in for the Red Cross. At last the winners are called out. There are lots of valuable prizes,
and some things appear which cause laughter for their winners.
Finally the main prize is shown: a show-piece, a jacket, olive-green, made of gazelle-leather. Admiration is
heard, envious cries, but the announcer has already repeated the number two and three times.
“But that’s just,” cried Winnie, “Look Resa, that’s exactly.”
But Resa is no longer sitting there. She has just thrown away some thing crushed up, she had stood up and is
walking through the rows. He face dark, Resa leaves the decorated hall.
“You are not paying attention to yourself,” cries Feulner next to Winnie. He has picked up a piece of paper, he
smoothes it out and says to Winnie, “Announce yourself quickly, can’t you see that it is yours?”
“Nonsense, that was Resa’s ticket,” says Winnie confused, and tears the ticket away from him again.
Meanwhile, however, Resa has appeared up on the stage and has taken possession of the showpiece. Through
the applause she comes back, the jacket over her arm.
“It’s true,” she says, “it was my number. And it is also my size. But I have already checked in my cases. You,”
she continues, “it fits you as well, go on, put it on. After all you have tried it on already.”
“Tried it on? What do you mean?” people ask at the table.
“A silly affair,” says Resa and takes a cigarette; but it will remain a secret.
58.359 Footsteps In The Sand\fn{by Hans Werner Richter (1908-1993)} Neu-Sallenthin, nr. Usedom Island,
Mecklenburg-Western Pomerania, Germany (M) 4
It was during that spring that my mother tried to carry out her plans for my future career.
“You’re going to be a shopkeeper,” she said. “You’re not exactly the brightest member of the family, but you’ll
manage that.”
It was a lovely spring. I went for a walk with Meta nearly every evening and the number of kisses had risen
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from one to two. Her lips were still dry and unyielding when I kissed them, but I thought they were the loveliest
lips in the world. We used to meet in the twilight at the Schloon Canal, a small canal linking Lake Schloon with
the sea, and then we would walk arm in arm along the shore. If anyone came in our direction, we ran quickly in
among the sand-dunes or drew back our arms and pretended we had just met by chance on the shore. Under the
circumstances I had no desire whatsoever to become a shopkeeper and I told my mother so. She grave me a long,
thoughtful look and began to laugh.
“Do you want to keep hanging on to my apron-strings for ever?” she said. “You’re grown-up now and you’ll
have to go out into the world. It would just suit you down to the ground\fn{ Just suit you perfectly} to carry on as
you’re doing—sledging and playing about and going for walks with Meta every day!”
“I’m going to marry Meta, Mother.”
“You’re going to do what?”
“Marry Meta.”
“When? Right away?”
“Later on, Mother.”
“Good gracious,” she said, and there was laughter in her eyes, “you just put that idea right out of your head.
You’ll have forgotten her long before the time comes. You’ll have to become a tradesman first and have a shop
and be a rich man. How long will it take you to do all that?”
“Not long, if I can marry Meta, Mother.”
“Well, if that’s the way of it,” she said, “we’ll go to Wolgast tomorrow. There’s a shopkeeper there who is
looking for a boy to learn the trade. You ought to make a start right away and not lose any time.”
“Yes,” I said in a subdued voice and looked into my mother’s laughing gray eyes.
“What are you laughing at, Mother? What are you laughing at all the time?”
“It’s always a bit comical when somebody grows up,” she said. “But don’t let that worry you.”
Next morning we both got up early and I put on my new Confirmation suit. Max was still in bed; he sat up as I
was dressing.
“Well,” he said, “so you’re going to be a herring-tamer.”
“What do you mean—a herring-tamer?”
“Don’t you know what a herring-tamer is?”
“No.”
“He struggles with herring all day long, from morning till night.”
“I’m not going to be a herring-tamer!” I said.
“Well, take good care that you don’t become one!” he said and crawled under the bedclothes again and turned
round, so that I could only see his back and his hind-quarters.
It was still only half light and I began to feel numb with colds. My fate seemed bleak and absolutely hopeless,
with the prospect of spending my whole life working with herring till I was a very old man—not even Meta could
expect me to do that! I had a rooted aversion to herring because we had to eat them all through the wear—boiled,
smoked, pickled and salted. There had been a surfeit of herring. So I went over to Max and sat down on the edge
of his bed. I was very depressed and began to sob violently.
“What are you crying for? Don’t cry, there’s a good fellow,” said Max.
“What am I to do, Max?”
“How do you mean?”
“I don’t want to be a herring-tamer. … They’ll just have to deal with their herring alone, without me ...!”
“Well,” said Max, “you’ll grow ill, very ill. You’re not very strong in any case.”
“Ill?”
“With a pain in your stomach,” said Max. “you’ll go running out to father’s privy every five minutes, and
every ten minutes you’ll clutch your middle and cry out, ‘Oh, oh,’ and every fifteen minutes you’ll turn pale and
go as white as a sheet.”
“But it’s not all that easy, Max. How can I do it?”
“Act the part,” said Max. “If you can’t act, you’ll never become anything at all … not even a herring-tamer.”
My mother gave a shout from the hall and I rose and went out to her. We gathered our things together and my
mother asked:
“Have you been crying?”
“No, Mother.”
“A big boy like you shouldn’t cry. You’re going to get married, remember.”
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She looked at me and laughed, but I had the impression that she was laughing at me. We walked along under
the chestnut-trees on which the buds were already bursting—up to the station. It was my first fairly long journey
by train and I would have looked forward to it if I had not been so miserable. I saw my father with “Count Mons”
and Wilhelm Voss hauling the herring-nets out of the water and into the boat and the herring, all silver and green,
thronging the meshes of the nets in immense shoals. There were so many herring in the world and I felt as if even
the train smelt of herring. My mother sat motionless beside me. She had put her arm round my shoulders.
“Where will all this lead to, I wonder,” she said. “You never know at the start.”
I thought to myself: I am going to be ill, very ill. And suddenly my stomach began rumbling and I was not
quite sure if it was my imagination or if it really was my stomach.
“I’m not feeling well, Mother.”
“That’s a fine beginning, I must say. “What’s wrong with you?”
“It’s my stomach, Mother. I’ve got a pain in my stomach.”
“You can’t be ill now—not just now! You’ll have to stick it out till we get to Wolgast.”
And she pulled me a little closer toward her and my stomach began to settle down again. It had only been a
dress rehearsal and I was delighted to find that my stomach had reacted so quickly. When we got out at Wolgast
the spring sun was shining and there was a smell of dried fish at the harbor. I sniffed the air, but there was only a
faint smell of herring in the midst of all the other fishy smells. We walked over the high old-fashioned
cobblestones with which the streets were paved and my mother asked everybody where Mr. Hinzpeter the
shopkeeper was to be found.
Hinzpeter, I thought, how can anyone have a name like Hinzpeter? And my aversion to the whole idea of
becoming a shopkeeper grew even stronger. We finally reached Hinzpeter’s shop. A bell rang as we opened the
shop-door and my mother said:
“Behave yourself properly now—and, if he asks you anything, just give him a pleasant nod, that’s all. I’ll do
all the rest.”
“Yes, Mother.”
“By the way, he’s an uncle of Meta’s.”
“An uncle of Meta’s?”
“You’re surprised to hear that, aren’t you?” she said with a laugh. But I had no time to be surprised for
Hinzpeter the shopkeeper was already standing there in front of us. He was fat and wore a grubby white overall
and there was a smell in the shop, not of herring, but of paraffin. There was such a terrible smell of paraffin that I
held my nose while my mother was speaking to Hinzpeter.
“Why is he holding his nose?” Hinzpeter broke off suddenly and looked at me and my mother turned round too
and glared.
“It’s oly because there’s a smell of paraffin,” I said.
“There’s no smell of paraffin here.”
“And there’s a smell of Harz Mountain cheese too.”
“There could be a smell of cheese,” said Hinzpeter and he turned round towards my mother again. They went
on speaking for a while and I went on holding my nose. Hinzpeter gave a nod.
“Send him along in a week’s time,” he said. “He can live and sleep here and I’ll attend to everything else.”
I will never live and sleep here, I thought. Never! And I went out at the shop-door again behind my mother.
“What a way to behave!” said my mother. “Nobody behaves like that.”
“No, Mother, but Hinzpeter really does stink of paraffin.”
“You’ll just have to get used to it. You’ll be smelling it every day of the week from now on. You should be glad
that he has taken you on, considering your bad school-report.”
But I was not glad. The rumbling in my stomach started up again on the journey back. this time it was louder
and more violent and from time to time I held my hands against my stomach and cried, “Oh, oh,” as Max had told
me to do.
“What is the matter with you—what’s wrong?”
“It’s the smell, Mother. I can’t stand the Hinzpeter smell.”
“Does it really make you feel ill?”
“Yes, Mother,” I whimpered and, without going into the house, I ran straight to the privy as soon as we arrived,
then scurried back into the house to my mother, clutched my stomach and ran back again to the privy. My brother
Max was standing in the yard and I had to run past him every time.
“That’s fine,” he said. “And now you’ll have to go as white as a sheet.”
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“Why don’t you go white yourself!” I cried. I now felt as if I really was ill: ill in body and soul, as it said in the
song of the Robber’s Bride that we used to sing in winter as we skated over the ice. I stopped in front of Max,
clutched my stomach and cried, “Oh, oh,” and Max said:
“You don’t need to lay a part in front of me, you know.”
“But you told me to, didn’t you?”
“Of course I did, but you’re no good at it. You have to be good at it. Nobody will take you seriously.”
Then I saw my mother standing at the open window. The late afternoon sun was shining right into her face.
She must have heard everything—everything that Max and I had said. Here hair had been gray at the temples for a
long time, but it looked white in the sunshine.
“It’s because of the paraffin. He has breathed in too much paraffin, Max,” she said, and then she shook her
head and added: “And a boy like that wants to get married.”
I left Max standing there and ran back into the house. My mother was sitting in the living-room and was
folding her headscarf on her knees. She looked tired. She was sitting on the flower-patterned plush sofa and
nodded her head as I went in.
“What was all that acting for?” she said. “Why didn’t you tell me straight out?”
“What acting, Mother?”
“You aren’t ill at all. You’re just pretending, aren’t you?”
“Yes, Mother.”
“That isn’t necessary at all. You can say what you like to me—you know that.”
“I don’t want to go to Hinzpeter, Mother.”
“Well, write to him then and tell him you’re ill. Write and tell him yourself,” she said and she gave me a smile.
It was a gentle, kindly smile.
“But you’re not really ill at all, are you?”
“Not really, Mother.”
But she laid her work-worn hands on my shoulders and looked looked me up and down. I felt very small under
her scrutiny and I was annoyed with Max.
“Well,” she said, “you don’t really seem quite yourself. You look quite pale—almost as white as a sheet. I’ll
put you to bed straight away.”
“Yes, Mother,” I said, “perhaps that would be best.”
And I went to bed feeling fit and happy. My mother piled up a mound of bedclothes over me and I began to
sweat terribly.
“You must sweat it out,” she said. “That will help you. And I’ll give you a little valerian essence as well. It will
do you good.”
So I lay there perspiring under the pile of blankets and all the herring in the world and all the smells coming
from them suddenly did not matter any more. My mother came back out of the kitchen and gave me three
spoonfuls of valerian essence. She had added in some castor oil.
“It tastes dreadful, Mother.”
“It will do you good,” she said. “Nearly everything that does people good tastes dreadful to begin with. And
you’re a grown man, after all, and you want to get married, don’t you?”
“I don’t want to get married, Mother. I’m never going to get married—never!”
“Well,” she said, “that a matter needing very careful thought.”
During the night I had to go to the privy four or five times. Every time I got up my brother Max called out:
“You confounded herring-tamer, you’ve gone and got dysentery too now.”
“What is dysentery?”
“Herring-tamers call it dysentery. They’ve got a genteel way of expressing things. And you are going to be a
herring-tamer, after all.”
“No, never,” I cried. “I’m never going to be a herring-tamer. And I don’t want to be genteel … genteel, oh.”
And then I had another bout of it and ran out to the privy once more.
*
The next morning my stomach had settled down again and I was sitting, fit and well as ever, at the breakfasttable with my mother. My father had already gone down to the shore to haul in the herring-nets with “Count
Mons,” and my mother said:
“You went out five times last night. There really was something wrong with you, wasn’t there?”
“Yes, Mother.”
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“You see,” she said, “that’s just what happens. Don’t make believe you’ve got any illnesses again, or you’ll
really get them. And there’s no need to tell me any more lies. It doesn’t do any good.”
And I realized then that my mother was more than a match for me. But I had escaped from Hinzpeter the
shopkeeper. On my card to him I only put a short sentence which I tried to write in my best handwriting.
I have become very ill,

I wrote,
and am sorry that I canot come.

“Cannot is written with two n’s,” said my mother when I showed her the card. “Didn’t you learn that at
school?”
And so I made a mark over the single n; but a blob of ink fell from my pen and an oddly shaped blot appeared.
I did not show my mother the card again, but ran down to the post-office and slipped it into the letter-box.
117.109 Nina’s Story\fn{by Luise Rinser (1911-2002)} Pitzling, Bavaria, Germany (F) 5
Suddenly Nina opened her eyes, instantly wide awake.
“How late is it?” she asked.
“Only half past eight,” I lied; it was nine.
She gave a sigh of relief. Then she picked up the pad from the floor, remarking:
“I suddenly remembered last night that I owe the newspaper another story. I promised them one and then
forgot all about it. But I must turn it in before I go to England.” She tossed the pad to me. “I don’t know whether
it’s any good, any of it. Would you read it while I bathe?”
But she did not go to the bathroom. Instead she sagged back on her pillow, muttered a few more words and fell
asleep once more.
So she had not been writing a letter during the long night, but working, finishing an assignment, keeping a
promise in spite of weariness, despair and the pain of farewell.
I began reading the story:
*
On April 22, 1945, Hanna reached the border of the district where she had lived before her arrest. But she was
still about twenty miles from her home town. It was spring, and rain was falling warmly, gently upon the flowers.
The whole countryside was in blossom, but it looked deserted. She was the only person anywhere in sight.
It was growing dark, and the rain was getting harder. She was already wet to the skin, for she had been walking
through the rain all day long and had no overcoat. She walked very slowly. She could go no faster; she was dead
tired, half starved and wearing shoes much too large for her. On the very first day of her trek the coarse, ragged,
blue-and-red-striped penitentiary stockings had blistered her heels. Now she had been tramping for five days.
Long before dawn on April 17 all the cells had suddenly been unlocked. The women guards, the assistant
warden, the warden, the prisoners, and several Gestapo men were all running confusedly about in frantic haste.
The prisoners had to line up in the yard as always, but this morning no one paid any attention to whether the lines
were straight. The inmates stood still, dazed with sleep and hopelessness. A floodlight was lit on the right of the
gate, another on the left. The light was glaring. It fell brilliantly upon the four hundred women in their prison garb
and wooden slippers.
“Another escape?” someone whispered.
No one replied. During the night Hanna had heard distant firing. Perhaps the rumble of artillery from the front,
perhaps only the customary dull crash of bombs. But now, in the morning dusk, she suddenly heard it again. All of
them heard it, but no one said anything. Twice before they had stood like this, ready to march or perhaps to be
discharged—they did not know, for no one spoke with them. By now they no longer believed in anything.
Suddenly the warden came out of the building. One of his suspenders was dangling, and the shoelace on his
right foot was untied.
“The enemy is thirty miles from the city,” he said. “You ladies are being released.” He had always addressed
them previously as
“You sluts.”
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“I am having your property handed to you. You are to remain here and wait until you receive it. In addition you
will be given one roll and four potatoes per person. That is all we have left. And then be sure to clear out of this
vicinity as quickly as possible.”
No one stirred. It had come too suddenly, striking them unprepared, before dawn, on empty stomachs. And
they no longer believed in freedom. They stood paralyzed in their rows until the certificates of release were
handed out. Only when the guards appeared with baskets containing their civilian clothes and the rolls, did they
begin to speak, and then all at once.
“So they’re sending us away,” one woman cried out, “now when we can no longer get home, when there are no
trains running in any direction. In the West are the Americans, in the East the Russians.”
“And in between,” someone else shouted, “the Germans with the SS and the Gestapo.”
“And the werewolves.”
“Oh,” someone said, “they no longer bite. They’re shaking with fear themselves.”
After that it was quiet for a moment; and at that moment all of them grasped the tremendous alteration in their
fate. The SS shaking with fear! The words struck like lightning into their dulled brains.
Abruptly the clamor burst loose again. A few of the girls, criminals, not politicals, began wailing.
“Where are we to go? We can’t go home. Here at least we have a roof over our heads. We can’t sleep in the
fields.”
No one paid attention to them. All the others were busy getting their clothes. Each piece of clothing was
numbered, and the distribution began swiftly and in orderly fashion. Those who had their things hastily changed
on the spot. They stripped off their prison clothes, the tattered gray skirts and blouses that had not been washed
for weeks. The policemen who sat smoking on the steps did not even look at them. When the prisoners who still
had to wait saw the others throw the stinking gray prison clothes into a pile, they suddenly lost their heads. They
made a concerted rush upon the baskets and pulled out jackets, coats, shoes and stockings, dug through the heaps
of clothing, scratched, bit and screamed. The women guards pounded them with their fists; it was no use. They
called the policemen, who watched grinningly, but refused to lift a hand. Only one of them came toward the
scene, without haste. He watched the wild scramble, then spat, beckoned to a young SS man, and said in a bored
voice:
“Fire a shot to scare these bitches.”
The young fellow fired. For just a moment, no longer, there was silence. Close beside Hanna an old woman
had fallen to the ground at the sound of the shot. The fright had been too much for her heart. Hanna screamed, but
no one paid any attention to her. The SS man watched her a moment. Then he called out casually:
“You there, shut up—or you won’t get out of here alive. One more or less doesn’t matter.”
Then he sauntered over to the dead woman and dragged her by the arms across the yard to a cellar hatchway.
None of the policemen stirred. They did not even look. That was all Hanna saw, for suddenly the warden
reappeared, blew a piercing whistle, and shouted:
“In five minutes the yard must be cleared!”
Hanna had emerged from the scuffle with a pair of shoes which were much too large. There were no longer any
stockings, and so she kept on her prison stockings. Amazingly enough she was able to find her own dress, but her
coat was gone.
Shortly after five o’clock the heavy iron gate was opened. The women, their rolls in their hands and the
potatoes in their coat pockets, stood indecisively in front of it for a while until they were driven out like a herd of
stubborn cows. The gate remained open behind them. Hanna was among the last to leave. The political prisoners
were in no hurry. They stayed close together. The town was sleeping still. Nothing could be heard but the
footsteps of the four hundred released prisoners, who dispersed in all directions. The eight politicals tramped off
in silence. They stopped only when they reached a hill outside the town.
“Stars,” one of them exclaimed, “so many stars!” And leaning far back she looked up at the sky, which she had
not seen for so long.
“What shall we do now?” Hanna asked. “We have no money and the trains aren’t running. I intend to walk
home. It is fifty miles. If any of you want to go with me, I can put you up at my place.”
Two of the eight lived near the town; two others in the West, near the Rhine; and the others in North Germany.
Fighting was going on in the West and in the North. But the two from the West said they would surely be able to
make it through the front; after all, nothing could be worse than what they had been through in prison.
“You might be shot,” one of the women said.
But the others only shrugged. They no longer expected death, not any more. Resolutely, they strode forward
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toward the thunder of the artillery.
“Fools,” said one of the women who had remained behind.
“Do you think they will ever get home?” another asked, and suddenly she began to cry.
“What about us?” the first said, and she also began to cry.
“Come now,” Hanna said. “We are conducting a walking race with the war.” Before the town vanished from
sight, the two looked back upon it with hatred, but Hanna drew them on.
“That is over and done with,” she said, “and we are alive.”
At that the two broke into tears once more. They had never wept in the prison; none of the eight had ever
broken down through those months.
“Stop now,” Hanna said uncertainly. “You’d better eat your rolls; otherwise you won’t make it.”
“But not here by the road,” they said, vainly trying to get a grip on themselves. “Suppose the SS finds us!”
“But we’re free!” Hanna said. “Don’t you realize it! We have our release certificates.”
Nevertheless the others insisted on hiding in some thickets before they sat down to eat, and upon avoiding the
highway, continuing their journey along narrow country roads which had been softened by the spring rains and
not yet dried by the wind.
The first night they slept upon a thin layer of dried reeds in a hut on the moor; the second night in a freight car
that stood on a siding in an abandoned brick works which had been wrecked by bombs. Next morning it was
raining and they ate the last of their bread. That evening one of the two collapsed. She was past sixty. In the
darkness Hanna ventured up to a lonely farmhouse to beg for food. But the house was full of men, a heavilyarmed SS military unit that had lost contact with its company and was spending the night here. The housewife
came trembling to the door. She had no bread left, but she gave Hanna an apron full of potatoes and turnips from
the barn, and two cigarettes which had been dropped by the soldiers. She was anxious to get Hanna out of the
yard.
“Go over that way,” she whispered impatiently. “There’s a convent up there. Perhaps they’ll take you in.” She
closed the gate hastily behind Hanna.
The elderly woman could scarcely walk any further. It took them until midnight to reach the convent on the
hill. No one opened the gate for them. The convent seemed lifeless. They found a woodshed where they spent the
night. They would have liked to smoke the cigarettes, but had no matches. In the morning they rang at the gate
once more. Someone examined them carefully from a small window for quite a while before they were admitted.
The nuns mistrusted the three; that was quite plain, and was hardly surprising, for they were dirty, ragged and
unsavory-looking enough. Still, they were willing to take in the elderly woman and the other, whose feet were
badly blistered.
On the third day Hanna stood alone on the highway before a milestone. She saw that she had come only twenty
miles. Twenty miles in three days, and her feet were in bad shape and her food gone. On the sixth day she reached
the border of her home district. On April 25 she looked down upon her house from a hill. There it stood, solitary,
well hidden among woods, a good distance from the village, on a little-trafficked road. So she reached home. .
On May third at dawn she heard a number of trucks rumbling by. They were filled with SS men who were
driving at a crazy speed down the rough, narrow road which was generally used only by wooden-wheeled wagons
and the farmers’ manure carts. They were fleeing. These were the first; for three days they were followed by many
others. On May 6 silence fell abruptly. The firing had ceased. No more bombers flew over the woods.
On May 7 the war was over.
*
During the following weeks the beaten army marched past Hanna’s house. Day after day soldiers came to the
door to beg water and bread. They were haggard, shabby and silent, ashamed of their defeat. Some had come
hundreds of miles, from the Balkans, from Czechoslovakia, from Italy. They avoided the highways and made their
way through the woods; their sole remaining wish was to get home. Hanna provided them with tea or soup; that
was all she had.
One evening, toward the end of May, there was a knock at the door once again. Each time this happened she
was frightened. She was still too unsure of her liberty; fear is not so easily forgotten. But she opened the door
firmly.
Two soldiers were standing outside. One of them was very young, no more than eighteen. The other was so
bearded that he seemed almost old. He was very pale. He asked permission for them to sleep in the woodshed.
“We can’t go on any further,” he murmured. He swayed, and the boy supported him. Hanna saw that he was ill.
“Come in,” she said unhesitatingly. It was nearly midnight.
345

The man collapsed in the middle of the kitchen. The two of them, Hanna and the boy, were not strong enough
to lift him onto the bench. They had to let him lie where he had fallen until he came to again.
“What is the matter with him?” Hanna asked. The boy dropped his eyes.
“I don’t know,” he whispered.
“But he must have told you where the pain is,” she said impatiently. The boy shook his head doggedly.
“Perhaps it’s just hunger,” Hanna said.
The boy answered not a word. Suddenly he flushed. He looked away, but even his ears and neck had turned
dark red.
Hanna had no time to wonder about this, for just then the man came to. The boy looked at his comrade in
confusion, and their eyes met for a second. Hanna looked away. Later she asked herself why she had done so.
Perhaps because she did not want to be the witness of a mute dialogue that did not concern her; but perhaps also
because she did not want to feed the forebodings aroused in her by that glance. She did not want to know; she
wanted only to do her duty, and her duty at this moment was solely to help a sick man. She forbade herself to
think and did what was necessary. Going to the stove, she started a fire, set a kettle of water to heating, and
cooked oatmeal. She had no fat or sugar, but she did have a little milk. Oatmeal in thinned milk had for days been
her sole nourishment. The two men behind her sat silently at the table.
“This is all I have,” she said.
“Shucks,” the boy exclaimed eagerly, “we’ve got our own provisions.” Suddenly the man toppled over for the
second time.
“Now tell me at once what is the matter with him!” Hanna cried out in alarm. The boy’s eyes drifted past hers.
“Now what,” she said. “What am I supposed to do? How can I help if I don’t know what is the matter with
him?”
The boy murmured something she did not understand. She pressed him again, and this time he whispered:
“Blood poisoning.”
“Where? Tell me quickly, before it’s too late.”
He only looked at her in utter despair. She was gradually losing her temper.
“If you can’t talk, you can get out,” she said impatiently. At that he whispered:
“I’m not allowed to say.” He looked like a whipped child, but then he whispered, darting an anxious look at the
unconscious man: “There, on his left arm near the shoulder.”
“Well, it’s about time,” Hanna said with relief. “Now help me. Take his tunic off.”
“No!” the boy cried, placing himself in front of the man like a dog defending its master.
“All right,” she said, exhausted with fury. “Then let him die.”
At that he moved out of the way. She took off the man’s uniform jacket, momentarily surprised at the quality
of the cloth. The shirt was sticking to his arm. Without hesitation she cut open the sleeve and removed the
handkerchief that was tied around the wound. It was a peculiar wound, almost square, and suppurating. From the
wound to the armpit ran a red streak.
“What happened to him?” she asked in dismay.
The boy looked dumbly down at the toes of his boots. Suddenly he began crying. Tears streamed down his
childish, woebegone face.
“It isn’t my fault,” he whispered, sobbing. “He insisted that I do it. I sterilized the knife in fire and was as
careful as could be, and now it’s turned into blood-poisoning after all. But it isn’t my fault.” Hanna tried to
understand him.
“But what did you do?” she asked, puzzled.
“The sign,” he whispered. “They all have the sign on their arms. The blood group sign. All the SS men have it.
And when the enemy finds a man with that sign, they kill him.” He tried to check his sobbing, but the tears ran
unceasingly down his face.
“What about you?” Hanna asked. He suddenly seemed an utter child to her.
“Not me,” he said. “I joined only in the last few weeks. We didn’t get it.” Hanna knelt beside the unconscious
man and examined his face carefully.
“Go get the doctor," Hanna said. “He lives in the house near the church.” The boy shook his head in despair.
“We might just as well go to the Americans,” he murmured. “Better to die.” Hanna could see that time was
pressing.
“All right,” she said. “But I’m no doctor. If he dies, it’s your affair.”
The boy looked imploringly at her. She fetched the boiled water, cotton, and a small sharp knife which she
346

sterilized in the alcohol burner.
“Hold him tightly,” she said.
But the boy became sick when she pierced the abscess, and she sent him out of the room. This was not the first
time she had treated wounds. She had learned to do so in prison, and was skillful. The man came to while she was
in the midst of her work. He looked around, frantic and confused.
“Quiet,” she said, “don’t move.”
“I injured myself,” he whispered.
“Rot,” Hanna said. “You don’t have to lie to me. I see what I see. Keep your mouth shut.”
When the boy returned, white as the wall, the man was already lying on the bench, a pillow under his head and
a blanket over him. They looked at one another.
Hanna went out. She was confused,. but knew that she could not have acted differently. When she returned to
the kitchen, she heard the two of them arguing.
“You told her,” the man was saying.
“But she saw for herself,” the boy replied in a weak voice.
“It doesn’t matter now,” Hanna said. “You don’t have to be afraid. Not of me.”
“Then you were on our side too?” the man asked with faint hope.
“No,” Hanna said loudly. “I was released from prison just six weeks ago because I was on the other side.”
“Oh,” the boy said, staring open-mouthed at her.
“Is that true?” the man asked softly. She did not answer him.
“You go to the shed now,” she said to the boy. “You have blankets. He will have to spend the night here; I must
watch his fever.”
The boy slunk silently out of the house. Hanna remained alone with the man. She sat at the table and read.
Now and then she glanced alertly at him. Each time he silently returned her look. It was nearly dawn before he
fell asleep. A few hours later she woke him to examine the wound. The red streak had faded considerably.
“All right,” she said. “Now you go to the shed. Nobody will look for you there. And as soon as you can, go
away from here.”
He did not look at her as he went out. She went along and helped arrange a bed of shavings, pillows and
blankets in a dark corner.
The two stayed for three days. No one found out. At night Hanna brought them food and water. They did not
exchange a word with one another. When she came for wood on the fourth day, the bed was empty. In the corner
was the remainder of their provisions and a note reading only:
We thank you.
SS Obergruppenführer Hans Merk

She regarded the note thoughtfully and tried to understand what had made him give his name and rank. She
could not believe it had been scorn. Finally she shrugged, crumpled the paper, and dropped it on the shavings
where the pair had lain. Then she shoveled shavings and paper into a basket, carried the basket to the kitchen, and
started her fire.
Two days later a number of American military policemen came to search the house for weapons and concealed
SS leaders. They found nothing. When Hanna showed them her certificate of release from the prison, they
withdrew with an apology and without asking any further questions.
*
I had read the story straight through. When I finished it and looked up, I saw that Nina was awake and
watching me.
“I’m afraid the story is bad,” she said. “One ought not to write when tired.”
“No, I said, it isn’t bad, far from it. It’s very exciting and full of suspense.”
“There you are, that’s just it,” Nina said. “Full of suspense. Why? Because it’s worked out entirely in terms of,
plot. I can’t stand such stories. Everyone writes that way. I have stories like that by the dozens in my head. But
they’re all worthless. Such stuff doesn’t mean anything to me.”
“Perhaps not to you. But to the reader.”
“The reader!” she said contemptuously. “The reader wants to be entertained. He ought to be served with
comfortable, easy-to-follow stories: first this happened, then this, then that. And a nice rounded-off ending.
Whether it’s happy or not doesn’t matter, just so long as everything comes out neat and proper as in the theater.
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“And yet such writers think they are realists. In life nothing comes out neatly, no account is ever settled, and
nothing has an ending. Marriage is not an ending, and death is only an apparent one; life flows on; everything is
confused and disorderly, utterly without logic; it’s all improvised, and we pull a piece out of it and construct a
story on a neat little plan that doesn’t exist in reality and can only seem ridiculous in the face of life’s confusion
and tangle. Such things are nothing but posed photographs. My story too.”
“But Nina, you’re exaggerating horribly. Your story moved me, and I am a critical reader.”
She paid no attention to me. Twining a lock of hair around her finger, she said:
“I must work it over. I write all my stories three or four times anyway. I run the material through the mill until
it no longer recognizes itself. But I have no more time now, or rather not peace enough. One always has time;
time means nothing.”
“Well, what would you change in your story?”
“First of all I’d make it a great deal shorter. You can cut the last paragraph right now.” She tossed the pencil to
me. “Hanna burns the shavings; that is the end. That’s how it should be; she burns them as though lepers had lain
on them; that hits it off. The other ending is one of the sort that comes so easily to the likes of us. A grand
concluding gesture, a courtly bow to the reader, as if to say: now applaud, I’m finished.
“We are all vain. But I don’t want to be. One must keep so close a watch on oneself. You start going to the
dogs if you permit yourself cheap effects like that. Give me the pad; I have to look it over.” She quickly read
through the story.
“Oh, she said, I can’t deliver it in this form. I must at least sketch in what really went on in Hanna’s mind when
she saw the blood group sign.\fn{The SS were tattooed with the symbol “SS” and their blood group (A, B, AB, O, etc.), as a mark
of their adherence to the Nazi dogmas of racial superiority } I’ve made it far too easy for myself: she’s furious; then she falls
silent and furiously and heroically does her humanitarian duty so that the reader will admire her. That’s too cheap.
Better make her less heroic. I’ll tell the story differently. The two men come and give her a long song and dance
about having to hide from the SS because they’ve deserted and the SS men fired after them and one of them was
hit in the arm by a bullet. Naturally Hanna is moved and tells them that she was in prison and how the SS treated
her. And one of the two outdoes himself in reviling the SS. But the other man looks away and flushes, and only
later, while she is treating the wound does she understand that she had allowed herself to be taken in. How does
that strike you? That is a good deal less pretty, less effective; you as reader feel a bit ashamed of Hanna for her
naïveté and for talking about herself and her sufferings right away.
“But on the other hand it is more genuine. None of us are heroes, after all; we only pretend to be sometimes.
All of us are a little cowardly, a little calculating and egotistic, and far from anything like greatness. And that, you
see, that is what I should like to show: that we are at once good and evil, heroic and cowardly, stingy and
generous; that everything exists close together, side by side, and that it is impossible to know what impelled a
person to any act, whether good or evil motives.
“I don’t like the people who want to make things simple when everything is so frightfully complex.” She sat
up and looked out of the window. The sun was already high in the sky.
“Good Lord,” she cried out, “you let me sleep much too late!”
102.168 Compassionata At Hyde Park Corner\fn{by Sybille Bedford (1911-2006)} Charlottenburg, Berlin, Germany
(F) 3
The traffic, at last, was thinning.
“Thank God,” Osbert Norton said as gradually, in fits and starts, they drove through Piccadilly.\fn{ We are in
London}
“What? Yes,” Mrs. DeLancey’s attention had been divided between Osbert, and Fortnum’s\fn{ A world-famous
London store in the Piccadilly district, specializing in fine foods } windows.
A couple of taxis turned off into Duke Street, more were absorbed into St. James’s; at the Ritz, Osbert changed
into top gear. “Au large,” he said, accelerating as they passed through the mouth of Piccadilly.
“How I hate open spaces,” Mrs. DeLancey was looking about her.
“Agoraphobia?” Osbert laid his hand on Mrs. DeLancey’s arm. The gesture was very deliberate. Touching his
partner’s hand was his conversational equivalent of italics.
“Agoraphobia, en plen Londres? In the mountains, if you like—that desperate white wilderness … but here?”
“Exactly. Here. I mind architectural implications of space. A cupola seems always higher than the sky. You’re
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able to take in the vastness all at once, in nature you are limited to a fraction of it. It is precisely because you can
see the other end, that the Place de la Concorde is so endless and crossing it such an ordeal. Decidedly,” she
insisted, “it’s the finite spaces I’m afraid of, even if they are reassuringly noisy.”
Arrested by a traffic light, their car had stopped once more. They were waiting mid-way between Hyde Park on
their right and Constitution Hill on their left. A row of cars had drawn up beside them; there was a general roaring
and rattle of engines.
“Do you realize that, after all, London was a good deal noisier seventy years ago?” Osbert asked. “All those
horse carriages, and no rubber tires. There must have been a continuous clatter of hooves and wheels in the
streets. What with horns abolished and engines getting more and more noiseless, London may soon reach the
quietest time in its history.”
“The Silent Age, instead of the Golden? With aeorplanes becoming soundless too, we may soon find the
silence a little oppressive.”
“Oh, don’t talk about aeroplanes,” taking his feet off clutch and brake, Osbert stretched himself in his seat; “it
isn’t the moment.” Not yet, anyway, he thought—if lunch was a meal of anti-climax, the abatement had not set in.
He loved to make something of lunch, that floating caesura of the day. And today—they had spent an hour at
Agnew’s and two at Curtis’s—the pause had been all it promised. Old Kitty DeLancey was really rather good
company. But then, the more agreeable the break, the more delightfully marked the caesura, the greater the
danger that it would widen into a gap engulfing the rest of the day.
A meal with a vengeance. First of all, one drank too much—past claret was apt to make itself hated. And then
after the claret, the company, the talk, one suddenly found oneself alone, keyed up to no purpose, keyed up in a
vacuum. Three o’clock, with the company gone and the wine repented, could be a very hollow hour.
“Are you at all afraid of hollow hours?” he addressed Mrs. DeLancey.
“About as much as you are of aeroplanes. Don’t let’s talk about hollow hours.”
“My planes are really the more formidable,” he said reflectively, “they’re able to annihilate the hollow hours,
the hollow as well as the full and intense ones.”
“They’re more likely to begin by annihilating this,” Mrs. DeLancey looked at the Park and its columned
gateway.
“While we get away by crouching in some nasty little hole? It should be the other way round, really—it takes
such endless time to get anything like decent architecture.”
“I should have thought not anything like as long as decent humanity, my dear Osbert. After all, there were
periods when, architecturally, civilization was flawless; but the Palladian villas\fn{ So called after Andrea Palladio (15081580), who designed many of them in the neo-Classical style that bears his name .} and Versailles\fn{The major buildings of which
were constructed between 1661 and 1688 .} synchronized with the Counter Reformation\fn{ The movement to simultaneously
reform the Roman Catholic church from within and combat Protestantism, which may be said to have begun in 1534 during the reign of
Paul III} and the command performance of the torturing of Damiens.”

“Ah, as to that, my dear,” Osbert raised a hand, “as to that …”
“And anyway, what kind of civilization produced this?” she pointed at the Ionic columns at the Park entrance.
“A rather heterogeneous one. And that’s what you wanted me to say?” Osbert laughed; he liked to be heard
conceding a point. “Indeed all this copying of the right as well as of the wrong things. Not that this isn’t very nice,
the gate with the light and trees behind it: an effect of pleasant classicality. Good for the Victorian eclectics. But
when you come to their Gothic choice. … Just think of the Houses of Parliament.”\fn{ The mass of building whose
façade was constructed (1840-1860) in rich late Gothic style after designs by Sir Charles Barry on the foundation of the old medieval
palace, largely destroyed by fire in 1834.}

“I wonder to what extent bomber pilots are eclectics,” Mrs. DeLancey muttered under her breath.
“I like to think,” Osbert went on firmly, “that the Victorians made such a decent job of their Greek imitations
and such an abominable one of their Gothic ones, because the one are articles and the others are not. Export in
time, I mean. It’s a question of traveling light: fourth century architecture, compact, well-designed—”
“My dear, it sounds like the kitchen unit of those horrid little new houses,” said Mrs. DeLancey.
“The fourth B.C. commodity with its basic simplicity traveled comparatively well, while the complex and
spiritually unwieldy mediaeval article arrived spoilt at the nineteenth century.”
Mrs. DeLancey had a vision of Strasbourg Cathedral,\fn{ Whose nave was reconstructed (1450-1475) in pure French
Gothic} crated and in tissue paper, arriving stale and crumbly at the wedding.
“The lights have changed,” discreetly, she drew Osbert’s attention to the fact. Less discreetly, some trucks
hooted behind them.
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“So they have.” Osbert stalled his engine, and tried to start it again. Before the impatience at their backs had
grown too threatening, he managed to drive on.
“The Victorians, like the American Colonists,” he continued, unperturbed, “were successful with the Orders
because they are so eminently copyable. If your choice is moderation, you may not go very far right, but at least
you won’t go very far wrong. But when it comes to copying exaltation, to reproducing, in cold blood, the products
of fervor … contortions senza fuoco. And it’s not just a question of export from century to century but from
country to country. Look at Italy.”
Mrs. DeLancey mentally conjured up the Dome of Milan.\fn{ The cathedral of Milan is constructed in a very elaborate
Gothic, altogether alien in conception to Italian taste; after St. Peters in Rome and the Cathedral of Seville, the third largest cathedral in
Europe, covering an area over 14,000 square yards and capable of holding 20,000 people at a time .}

Turning to their right, they were joined by the traffic from Victoria, and advanced in jerks towards St. George’s
Hospital.
“We’re in it again, all right,” Mrs. DeLancey remarked.
“Gothic architecture was really extremely hysterical,” Osbert was no longer interested in the traffic, “that
frenzy of building higher and higher—piers taller than ever before, vaulting more daring, nearer my God to Thee!
Near, near … and then, at Beauvais,\fn{ The (Gothic) Cathedral of Saint Pierre was never fully completed (work being interrupted
by several collapses), and consists of the choir (the loftiest every built, about 152 feet high), a transept (built between 1500-1548), and
seven chapels} crash, the whole thing collapsed. Served them right …” He became aware that Mrs. DeLancey had

ceased to listen, and looked up.
With spidery agility, a small, thin woman in a mechanical Bath chair was propelling herself, by the aid of arm
levers, through the intricacies of the closely packed traffic. She had passed Osbert’s Armstrong Sidley and was
now checked in her progress by a large van stopping in front of her. Wedged between cars and busses, she sat
primly and quietly in her chair. Osbert dared not look. There was something pathetic in her obvious confidence
that these monsters would not squash her; in her confidence not only in the monsters’ goodwill, but in the
monsters’ dexterity. There was something pathetic, too, in the invalid’s genteel attempt at smartness. She was
wearing a peacock blue coat and a hat which anxiously strived to match it. Evidently, she had got her new spring
hat in time. Physically and socially better favored, Mrs. DeLancey was able to get away with black felt in midMarch.
As a child, Osbert had often dreaded that on turning a street corner or getting into a railway carriage, he might
suddenly come upon a man with a wooden leg. Now, in his thirties, horror had given place to compassion and an
uncomfortable sense of his own intactness. It seemed indecent somehow to run up the stairs in front of the Halt.
Not that the woman in the chair made a great display of her infirmity. She obviously belonged to a class whose
members were not demonstrative even about their ailings. But for the inevitable Bath chair, she wore her paralysis
very discreetly.
For Osbert, however, exposure would have been superfluous, the genteel invalidhood was enough to release
his sorrow and resentment. For he resented invalids; resented them for the censure their shortcomings seemed to
pass on the rest of his feelings. They seemed to comment on his discrimination, his delicate distinctions; they
seemed to mock the deliberate way in which he tried to handle his life, his love of words, his knowledge of
women’s hats. Of course, he told himself, these reproaches were nothing but the stirrings of his own misguided
conscience; for was the misery of some a reason for the rest to live badly, grossly, or beneath their lights?
Sensibility was not, or only to a limited extent, a privilege of health or money, it was a privilege of the mind.
Would it be anything but gratuitous masochism, self-propitiatory sacrifice, to burn his books for the sake of that
poor woman in front of his car? Nevertheless, he did not feel at ease. He did not wish to speak. Perhaps his
present silence, like the three minutes on Armistice Day, was a symbolic renunciation of talk.
Yet why should he be so affected, Osbert asked himself; goodness knows what he had been through—but
going through meant getting over; his pains, thank God, had been remediable. Whereas to be born physically
deficient was like being born, according to the Jansenists,\fn{ In Roman Catholic church history, a movement of religious
reform especially important in 17th and 18th century France} spiritually deficient, without grace. In their respective worlds,
both births predestined one to certain damnation.
“I hope she’s at least religious,” Mrs. DeLancey had obviously arrived at the same point. “What else is there
for her?”
“What indeed,” Osabert murmured.
“Isn’t it too too awful,” Mrs. DeLancey said with conviction.
In a way, Osbert was glad that she had called the piteous spade a spade. All the same he hoped that old Kitty
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was not going to wax too glib about it.
“She’s obviously not well off, she wouldn’t be whisking about in that horrid chair if she were,” Mrs. DeLancey
continued, “she ought to be, though! Why isn’t there a government fund or something.” A car, good rugs, a
chauffeur to put them over her knees, friends and relations at her beck and call, cruises to the South, these would
have been compensations.
“She doesn’t look as though she had developed a taste for the introspective life either.”
Indeed, Osbert thought, the woman did not strike on as a very Proustian invalid.\fn{ After Marcel Proust (1871-1922)
French writer and chronic invalid (from 1906), who wrote his enormous masterpiece almost in its entirely while in bed—indeed, while as a
recluse, for Proust seldom left his cork-lined room for the last 16 years of his life .}

“At least a man can always get married, whatever he may be lacking,” inexorably Mrs. DeLancey went on
draining the cup of possibilities, “but a woman with a limb short …”
Osbert was staring straight ahead, he did not wish to see the Bath chair and its occupant. However, it was still
right in front of his car; for the last five minutes, they had all been moving much in the way of those processions
which, by advancing three steps and retreating two, hope to obtain rain for the inhabitants of Catholic countries.
“Sometimes I wish,” he said, “that one could switch off one’s imagination like the electric light.” Mrs.
DeLancey evidently had no wish to do so.
“There are exceptions, you know—think of that tart with one leg who used to be propped up outside the Dôme,
they say she made a fortune. Retired on it, what’s more. But you’re right,” she added abruptly, “too much
imagination is a nuisance.”
For an instant, imagination had linked the genteel English invalid with Montparnasse.\fn{ A play on the words
Mount Parnassus and the fashionable district of Paris; the former, a mountain in central Greece over 8,000 feet tall, was sacred to the god
Apollo, the site of worship of the gods Pan and Dionysus, and believed to be a favorite habitation of the Muses and a center of musical and
poetic inspiration.} It was decidedly irreverent. How indelicate mentally to put people into situations they would

never dream of entering in the flesh. With the ill and bereaved, the indelicacy became almost impious. Grief
segregated them. Addressing them, one spoke in mental whispers, a sordine\fn{ Mute} was clipped, as if it were,
over their relations with the world.
Mrs. DeLancey, like most people, had passed through the glass bell of segregation. For the time being, it had
seemed restful enough. But what if one were to remain—forever awe-inspiring, slightly unfamiliar to one’s
friends—under the glass bell? Forever addressed, like dogs and small children, in the artificial language of
embarrassment?
Mrs. DeLancey wondered what had originally segregated their particular invalid? Was the lesion of her spinal
cord due to tuberculosis, perhaps, or a fall? Had the paralysis set in when she was still a child, or in later life? And
which was worse: never to have known physical freedom, or to keep within one’s loss the memory of having once
strolled, run and danced?
Mrs. DeLancey wished that she had seen the woman’s face. She had hardly had a glimpse of it when the
invalid first wheeled herself past their car.
“Do you think she’s got a driving mirror on her chair?” she asked Osbert.
“I don’t know,” he said tensely.
The astonishing thing about it all, he was thinking, was that she had not committed suicide, that hundreds and
hundreds of human wretches had not committed suicide. And yet they must be thinking of it; perhaps it was only
this thought, this knowledge of obtainable death that kept them alive. A knowledge of obtainable death that kept
them alive. A safe reserve of death, somewhere in a cupboard, a drawer; death in a small box, a glass tube, death
on a prescription. They lived on death, the death thet never took.
Was there no other way then? No compensation? No cure? Surely there was medicine, there was science. And
above all compassion, compassion to give the impetus. … Osbert’s desire to act, to help, to sacrifice himself,
became almost tangible, an overwhelming presence.
Turning into Knightsbridge, he gave his wheel a savage tap. The misery of it all, the senselessness. ….
He was aware of a general change even before he realized the dull shock against the front of his car. There was
a commotion, drivers jammed their brakes, cars stopped, someone was screaming; he heard Mrs. DeLancey say
faintly,
“Oh Osbert.”
Then it was as if a film were suddenly torn—in the surging darkness, movement and light were alive only as
memories of a distant and Elysian state. It was perhaps for these memories that Osbert found it so hard to submit
to the fact that he had run her over.
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58.368 A World Ends\fn{by Wolfgang Hildesheimer (1916-1991)} Hamburg, Hamburg State, Germany (M) 3
The Marchesa Montetristo’s last evening party has impressed itself indelibly on my memory. This is partly
due, of course, to its extraordinary conclusion but in other ways as well the evening was unforgettable.
My acquaintance with the Marchesa—a Waterman by birth, of Little Gidding, Ohio—came about by a
coincidence. I had sold her, through the intermediary of my friend, Herr von Perlhuhn (I mean of course the
Abraham-a-Santa Clara expert, not the neo-mystic), the bathtub in which Marat\fn{ Jean Paul Marat (1743-1793)
Revolutionary leader of France } was murdered. It is perhaps not generally known that it had been until then in my
possession. Gambling debts obliged me to offer it for sale.
So it was that I came to the Marchesa who had long wanted this appliance for her collection of eighteenthcentury washing utensils. This was the occasion of my getting to know her. From the bathtub our conversation
soon passed to more general esthetic topics. I noticed that the possession of this collector’s piece had given me a
certain prestige in her eyes. And I was not surprised when one day I was invited to one of her famous parties in
her palazzo on the artificial island of San Amerigo. The Marchesa had had the island thrown up a few miles
southeast of Murano on a sudden whim, for she detested the mainland—she said it was hurtful to her spiritual
equilibrium, and she could find nothing to suit her in the existing stock of islands. So here she resided, devoting
her life to the cult of the antique and forgotten, or, as she liked to put it, of the “true and eternal.”
The invitation card gave the time of the party as eight o’clock, which meant that the guests were expected at
ten. So custom ordered it. Further it ordered that the guests should come in gondolas. In this fashion, it is true, the
crossing lasted nearly two hours and was moreover uncomfortable when the sea was rough, but these were
unwritten rules of behavior at which no one but a barbarian would cavil—and barbarians were not invited.
Besides, many of the younger guests, not yet fully sensible of the dignity of the occasion, would hire a vaporetto
to take them within a hundred yards of the island whence they were ferried over one by one in a gondola which
had been brought in tow.
The splendor of the building needs no description from me. For outside it was an exact replica of the Palazzo
Vendramin, and inside every period, from the Gothic onward, was represented. But of course they were not
intermingled. Each one had its own room. The Marchesa could really not be accused of breaches of style. Nor
need the opulence of the catering be referred to here. Anyone who has ever attended a state banquet in a monarchy
—and it is to such that I principally address myself—knows what it was like. Moreover it would hardly be true to
the spirit of the Marchesa and her circle to mention the pleasures of the table, especially here, where I have to
describe the last hours on earth of some of the most eminent figures of the age, which I as sole survivor had the
privilege to witness.
After exchanging a few civilities with my hostess and stroking the long-haired Pekinese which never stirred
from her side, I was introduced to the Dombrowska, a woman doubly famous, first for her contributions to the
rhythmic-expressionist dance, a vanishing art form, and secondly as the author of the book Back to Youth, as the
title indicates argued in favor of a return to youthfulness of style and which, I need hardly remind the reader, has
won adherents far and wide. While we were chatting together an elderly gentleman of upright bearing came up to
us. It was Golch. The Golch. (Unnecessary to give further particulars of a man whose share in the enrichment of
our intellectual life is so widely known.) The Dombrowska introduced me:
“Herr Sebald, the late owner of Marat’s bathtub.” My fame had spread.
“Aha,” said Golch. I inferred, from the inflection he gave to these syllables, that he was weighing my
potentialities as a candidate for the cultural élite. I asked him how he had liked the exhibition of contemporary
painting in Luxembourg. For one might, indeed one must, assume that those here assembled had seen, read, and
heard everything of any real importance. That was why they were here. Golch raised his eyes as if looking for a
word in space and said, “Passé.” (He used the English accentuation of the word which was then in fashion. The
words cliché and pastiche too were pronounced à l’anglaise. I don’t know what the current usage is. I am now too
much taken up with everyday affairs to concern myself with such matters.) I noticed in any case that I had
blundered in thus mentioning the contemporary. I had gone down a step, but I had learnt my lesson.
A move was made to the buffet. Here I encountered Signora Sgambati, the astrologer, who had recently made a
considerable stir by her theory that not only the fate of individuals but whole trends in the history of ideas could
be read in the stars. She was no ordinary phenomenon, this Sgambati, as was at once clear from her appearance.
Yet I find it incomprehensible in the circumstances that she did not see in the constellation of the heavens the
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imminent engulfment of so many substantial members of the intellectual world. She was deep in conversation
with Professor Kuntz-Sartori, the politician and royalist, who had been trying for decades to introduce a monarchy
in Switzerland. Another notable figure.
After taking some refreshment the company moved to the Silver Room for what was to be the climax of the
evening’s entertainment, a performance of a special kind—the world première of two flute sonatas by Antonio
Giambattista Bloch, a contemporary and friend of Rameau,\fn{ John Philippe Rameau (1683-1764) French composer } who
had been discovered by the musicologist Weltli. He too of course was there. They were played by the flautist
Beranger (yes, a descendant)\fn{ Probably meant as an allusion to the French poet, Pierre Jean de Béranger (1780-1857) } and
accompanied by the Marchesa herself, on the self-same harpsichord on which Celestine Rameau had initiated her
son into the fundamental principles of counter-point, and which had been sent for from Paris. The flute too had a
history, but I have forgotten it. The two performers had put on rococo costume for the occasion, and the little
ensemble looked—they had purposely so arranged themselves—like a picture by Watteau.\fn{ Jean Antoine Watteau
(1684-1721) French painter; saved from the guillotine by David } The performance of course took place by the dimmest of
candlelight. There was not a person there who would have found electric light for such an occasion anything but
intolerable. By a further sensitive whim of the Marchesa the guests were required after the first sonata (D Major)
to move over from the Silver Room (Baroque) to the Golden Room (early Rococo), there to enjoy the second
sonata. For the Silver Room had a major resonance, the Golden, it could not be disputed, a minor.
At this point I must remark that the tedious elegance which clings to the flute sonatas of second-rank, and more
particularly of newly discovered, masters of this period, was in the present case to be explained by the fact that no
such person as Giambattista Bloch had ever lived. The works here performed had in reality been composed by the
musicologist Weltli. Although this circumstance did not become known till later, I cannot, in retrospect, help
feeling it a humiliation for the Marchesa that she should have employed her last moments in the interpretation,
however masterly, of a forgery.
During the second movement of the F minor sonata I saw a rat creeping along the wall. I was astonished. At
first I thought it might have been lured from its hole by the sound of the flute—such things do happen, they say—
but it was creeping in the opposite direction. It was followed by another rat. I looked at the guests. They had not
noticed anything, and indeed most of them were keeping their eyes closed in order to be able to abandon
themselves to the harmonies of Weltli’s forgery. I now heard a dull reverberation, like very distant thunder. The
floor began to vibrate. Again I looked at the guests. If they had heard anything—and something they must be
hearing—it was at any rate not discernible from their hunched-up postures. I however was made uneasy by these
strange symptoms.
A manservant entered. This is barely the place to remark that in the unusual costume worn by the Marchesa’s
domestic staff he looked like a character out of Tosca. He went up to the performers and whispered something in
the Marchesa’s ear. I saw her turn pale. How well it suited her in the dim candlelight! But she controlled herself
and without interruption played the andante calmly to the end. Then she nodded to the flautist, stood up, and
addressed the company.
“Ladies and gentlemen,” she said, “I have just learnt that the foundations of the island and those of the palace
with them are breaking up. The Office of Submarine Works has been informed. The right thing, I think we shall
all agree, is to go on with the music.”
She sat down again, gave the sign to Monsieur Beranger, and they played the allegro con brio, the last
movement, which did seem to me at the time, though I had yet no inkling that it was a forgery, little suited to the
uniqueness of the situation.
On the polished floor small puddles were forming. The reverberation had grown louder and sounded nearer.
Most of the guests were now sitting upright, their faces ashen in the candlelight, and looking as if they were long
dead already. I stood up and said, “I’m going,” not so loud as to give offense to the musicians, but loud enough to
intimate to the other guests that I had the courage to admit my fear. The floor was now almost evenly covered
with water. Although I walked on tiptoe, I could not help splashing an evening dress or two as I passed. But, in
view of what was soon to come, the damage I did must be reckoned inconsiderable. Few of the guests thought me
worthy of a glance, but I did not care. As I opened the door to the passage a wave of water poured into the room
and caused Lady Fitz-Jones (the preserver of Celtic customs) to draw her fur wrap more closely about her—no
doubt a reflex movement, for it could not be of any use. Before shutting the door behind me I saw Herr von
Perlhuln (the neo-mystic, not the Abraham-a-Sonata Clara expert) casting a half-contemptuous, half-melancholy
glance in my direction. He too was now sitting water almost to his knees. So was the Marchesa, who could no
longer use the pedals. I do not as a matter of fact know how essential they are on the harpsichord. I remember
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thinking that if the piece had been a cello sonata, they would perforce have had to break it off here since the
instrument would not sound in water. Strange what irrelevant thoughts occur to one in such moments.
In the entrance hall it was suddenly as quiet as in a grotto, only in the distance a sound of rushing water was to
be heard. I divested myself of my tail coat and was soon swimming through the sinking palace toward the portals.
My splashes echoed mysteriously from the walls and columns. Not a soul was to be seen. Evidently the servants
had all fled. And why should they not? They had no obligation to the true and eternal culture, and those assembled
here had no further need of their services.
Outside the moon shone as if nothing were amiss, and yet a world, no less, was here sinking beneath the ocean.
As if at a great distance I could still hear the high notes of Monsieur Beranger’s flute. He had a wonderful
embouchure, that one must allow him.
I unhitched the last gondola which the escaping servants had left behind and pushed out to sea. Through the
windows past which I paddled the water was now flooding into the palace. I saw that the guests had risen from
their seats. The sonata must be at an end, for they were clapping, their hands held high over their heads, since the
water was now up to their chins. With dignity the Marchesa and Monsieur Beranger were acknowledging the
applause, though in the circumstances they could not bow.
The water had now reached the candles. Slowly they were extinguished, and as the darkness grew, it became
quiet; the applause was silenced. Suddenly I heard the crash and the roar of a building in collapse. The Palazzo
was falling. I steered the gondola seaward so as not to be hit by plaster fragments.
After paddling some hundreds of yards across the lagoon in the direction of the island of San Giorgio, I turned
round once more. The sea lay dead calm in the moonlight as if no island had ever stood there. A pity about the
bathtub, I thought, for that was a loss which could never be made good. The thought was perhaps rather heartless
but experience teaches us that we need a certain distance from such events in order to appreciate their full scope.
274.137 & 58.317 1. The Laugher 2. This Is Tibten! 3. My Uncle Fred 4. The Death Of Elsa Baskoleit 5.
Unexpected Guests 6. Christmas Every Day: Six Short Stories\fn{by Heinrich Theodor Böell (1917-1985)} Cologne,
North Rhine-Westphalia State, Germany (M) 16
1
When someone asks me what business I am in, I am seized with embarrassment: I blush and stammer, I
who am otherwise known as a man of poise.
I envy people who can say: I am a bricklayer. I envy barbers, bookkeepers and writers the simplicity of
their avowal, for all these professions speak for themselves and need no lengthy explanation, while I am
constrained to reply to such questions: I am a laugher.
An admission of this kind demands another, since I have to answer the second question—“Is that how you
make your living?”—truthfully with “Yes.” I actually do make a living at my laughing, and a good one too, for
my laughing is—commercially speaking—much in demand.
I am a good laugher, experienced, no one else laughs as well as I do, no one else has such command of the
fine points of my art. For a long time, in order to avoid tiresome explanations, I called myself an actor, but my
talents in the field of mime and elocution are so meager that I felt this designation to be too far from the truth:
I love the truth, and the truth is: I am a laugher.
I am neither a clown nor a comedian. I do not make people gay, I portray gaiety: I laugh like a Roman
emperor, or like a sensitive schoolboy, I am as much at home in the laughter of the seventeenth century as in
that of the nineteenth, and when occasion demands I laugh my way through all the centuries, all classes of
society, all categories of age: it is simply a skill which I have acquired, like the skill of being able to repair
shoes. In my breast I harbor the laughter of America, the laughter of Africa, white, red, yellow laughter—and
for the right fee I let it peal out in accordance with the director’s requirements.
I have become indispensable; I laugh on records, I laugh on tape, and television directors treat me with
respect. I laugh mournfully, moderately, hysterically; I laugh like a streetcar conductor or like a helper in the
grocery business; laughter in the morning, laughter in the evening, nocturnal laughter and the laughter of
twilight.
In short: wherever and however laughter is required—I do it.
It need hardly be pointed out that a profession of this kind is tiring, especially as I have also—this is my
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specialty—mastered the art of infectious laughter; this has also made me indispensable to third- and fourthrate comedians, who are scared—and with good reason—that their audiences will miss their punch lines, so I
spend most evenings in night clubs as a kind of discreet claque, my job being to laugh infectiously during the
weaker parts of the program. It has to be carefully timed: my hearty, boisterous laughter must not come too
soon, but neither must it come too late, it must come just at the right spot: at the pre-arranged moment I burst
out laughing, the whole audience roars with me, and the joke is saved.
But as for me, I drag myself exhausted to the checkroom, put on my overcoat, happy that I can go off duty
at last. At home I usually find telegrams waiting for me—“Urgently require your laughter. Recording
Tuesday”—and a few hours later I am sitting in an overheated express train bemoaning my fate.
I need scarcely say that when I am off duty or on vacation I have little inclination to laugh: the cowhand is
glad when he can forget the cow, the bricklayer when he can forget the mortar, and carpenters usually have
doors at home which don’t work or drawers which are hard to open. Confectioners like sour pickles, butchers
like marzipan, and the baker prefers sausage to bread; bullfighters raise pigeons for a hobby, boxers turn pale
when their children have nose-bleeds: I find all this quite natu ral, for I never laugh off duty. I am a very
solemn person, and people consider me—perhaps rightly so—a pessimist.
During the first years of our married life, my wife would often say to me, “Do laugh!”; but since then she
has come to realize that I cannot grant her this wish. I am happy when I am free to relax my tense face
muscles, my frayed spirit, in profound solemnity. Indeed, even other people’s laughter gets on my nerves,
since it reminds me too much of my profession.
So our marriage is a quiet, peaceful one, because my wife has also forgot ten how to laugh: now and again I
catch her smiling, and I smile too. We converse in low tones, for I detest the noise of the night clubs, the noise
that sometimes fills the recording studios. People who do not know me think I am taciturn. Perhaps I am,
because I have to open my mouth so often to laugh.
I go through life with an impassive expression, from time to time permitting myself a gentle smile, and I
often wonder whether I have ever laughed. I think not. My brothers and sisters have always known me for a
serious boy.
So I laugh in many different ways, but my own laughter I have never heard.
2
Soulless people cannot understand why I take such pains and humble pride in performing duties which they
regard as beneath my dignity.
My occupation may not correspond to my level of education, nor was it foretold by my fairy godmother at
my christening, but I enjoy my work, and it provides me with a living: I tell people where they are. Passengers
who in the evening at their own railway stations board trains which carry them to distant places, and who then
during the night wake up at our station, peer out, confused, into the darkness, not knowing whether they have
gone beyond their destination or have not yet reached it, or are possibly even at their destination (for our town
contains a variety of tourist attractions and draws many visitors)—I tell all these people where they are. I
switch on the loudspeaker as soon as a train arrives and the wheels of the locomo tive have come to a
standstill, and I say diffidently into the night: “This is Tibten—you are now in Tibten! Passengers wishing to
visit the tomb of Tiburtius must alight here!”, and the echo comes back to me from the platforms, right into
my cubbyhole: a dark voice out of the darkness which seems to be announcing something doubtful, although
actually it is speaking the plain truth.
A number of passengers then hurriedly descend onto the dimly lit platform, carrying their suitcases, for
Tibten is their destination, and I watch them go down the stairs, reappear on Platform 1, and hand over their
tickets to the sleepy ticket collector at the barrier.
Very few people arrive on business at night—businessmen intending to fill their companies’ requirements
at the Tibten lead mines. The visitors are mostly tourists attracted by the tomb of Tiburtius, a young Roman
boy who committed suicide eighteen hundred years ago for the sake of a Tibten beauty.
“He was but a lad,” is inscribed on his tombstone, which can be admired in our local museum, “yet Love
was his undoing!” He came here from Rome to purchase lead for his father, who was an army contractor.
Certainly I would not have had to attend five universities and obtain two doctorates in order to be able to
call out night after night into the darkness:
“This is Tibten! You are now in Tibten!”
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And yet my work fills me with satisfaction. I speak my lines softly, so that those who are asleep do not
wake up but those who are awake will not fail to hear it, and I make my voice sound just entic ing enough for
those who are dozing to rouse themselves and wonder whether they had not meant to go to Tibten.
In the latter part of the morning, therefore, when I wake up and look out of the window, I can see the
passengers who succumbed to the spell of my voice making their way through our little town, armed with the
brochures which our travel bureau so generously distributes all over the world. At breakfast they have already
read that the wear and tear of centuries has reduced the Latin Tiburtinum to its present form of Tibten, and
they proceed to the local museum, where they admire the tombstone erected eighteen hundred years ago to the
Roman Werther. A boy’s profile has been chiseled out of reddish sandstone, his hands outstretched in vain
toward a girl.
“He was but a lad, yet Love was his undoing.”
His youthfulness is also attested to by the objects which were found in his grave: little figures made of
some ivory-colored substance; two elephants, a horse, and a mastiff, which—as Brusler claims in his Theory
of the Tomb of Tiburtius—were said to have been used in a kind of chess game.
I doubt this theory, however. I am sure that to Tiburtius these objects were simply toys. The little ivory
objects look exactly like the ones we get as a premium when we buy half a pound of margarine, and they
served the same purpose: they were for children to play with.
Possibly it behooves me to refer here to the excellent novel written by our local author, Volker von
Volkersen, entitled Tiburtius, a Roman Destiny Which Found Fulfilment in Our Town. But I regard Volkersen’s
book as misleading, because he also supports Brusler’s theory as to the purpose of the toys
I myself—at this point I must at last make a confession—am in possession of the original figures contained
in Tiburtius’ grave; I stole them from the museum and replaced them with the ones I obtain as a premium with
half a pound of margarine: two elephants, a horse, and a mastiff; they are as white as Tiburtius’ animals, they
are the same size, the same weight, and—what seems to me most important of all—they serve the same
purpose.
So tourists come from all over the world to admire the tomb of Tiburtius and his toys. Posters saying Come
to Tibten hang in the waiting rooms of the Anglo-Saxon world, and when at night I speak my lines—“This is
Tibten! You are in Tibten! Passengers wishing to visit the tomb of Tiburtius must alight here”— I lure out of
the trains the people who at their own railway stations succumbed to the spell of our posters.
To be sure, they look at the sandstone slab, the authenticity of which is unquestioned. They look at the
touching profile of a Roman boy for whom Love was his undoing and who drowned himself in a flooded shaft
of the lead mines. And then the visitors’ eyes move to the little animals: two elephants, a horse, and a mastiff
—and this is just where they could study the wisdom of the world, but they do not.
Ladies from our own and other countries, deeply moved, pile roses onto the tomb of this young lad. Poems
are written; even my animals, the horse and the mastiff (I had to use up two pounds of margarine to acquire
them!) have already become the subject of lyrical endeavors. “Thou didst play, even as we play, with mastiff
and horse” goes one line in the verses written by a not unknown poet.
So there they lie: free gifts from the “Klüsshenn Margarine Company,” on red velvet tin der heavy glass in
our local museum: witnesses to my consumption of margarine. Often, before I go on shift in the afternoon, I
visit the museum for a minute and study them: they look genuine, slightly yellowed, and are completely
indistinguishable from the ones lying in my drawer, for I threw in the originals among those I got with
Klüsshenn’s margarine, and I try in vain to separate them again.
Deep in thought I then go off to work, hang up my cap on the hook, take off my coat, place my sandwiches
in the drawer, arrange my cigarette papers, tobacco and newspaper, and, when a train arrives, speak the lines
which it is my job to speak:
“This is Tibten! You are now in Tibten! Passengers wishing to visit the tomb of Tiburtius must alight here.”
I speak them softly, so that those who are asleep do not wake up, and those who are awake will not fail to
hear me, and I make my voice sound just enticing enough for those who are dozing to rouse themselves and
wonder whether they had not meant to go to Tibten.
And I cannot understand why anyone regards this work as beneath my dignity.
3
My Uncle Fred is the only person who makes my memories of the years after 1945 bearable.
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He came home from the war one summer afternoon, in nondescript clothes, wearing his sole possession, a
tin can, on a string around his neck, and supporting the trifling weight of a few cigarette butts which he
carefully saved in a little box. He embraced my mother, kissed my sister and me, mumbled something about
“Bread, sleep, tobacco,” and curled himself up on our family sofa, so that I remember him as being a man who
was considerably longer than our sofa, a fact which obliged him either to keep his legs drawn up or let them
simply hang over the end.
Both alternatives moved him to rail bitterly against our grandparents’ generation, to which we owed the
acquisition of this valuable piece of furniture. He called these worthy people stuffy constipated owls, despised
their taste for the bilious pink of the upholstery, but let none of this stop him from indulging in frequent and
prolonged sleep.
I for my part was performing a thankless task in our blameless family: I was fourteen at the time, and the
sole contact with that memorable institution which we called the black market. My father had been killed in
the war, my mother received a tiny pension, with the result that I had the almost daily job of peddling scraps
of salvaged belongings or swapping them for bread, coal and tobacco.
In those days coal was the cause of considerable violation of property rights which today we would have to
bluntly call stealing. So most days saw me going out to steal or peddle, and my mother, though she real ized
the need for these disreputable doings, always had tears in her eyes as she watched me go off about my
complicated affairs.
It was my responsibility, for instance, to turn a pillow into bread, a Dresden cup into semolina, or three
volumes of Gustav Freytag into two ounces of coffee, tasks to which I devoted myself with a certain amount
of sporting enthusiasm but not entirely without a sense of humiliation and fear. For values—which is what
grownups called them at the time—had shifted substantially, and now and then I was exposed to the
unfounded suspicion of dishonesty because the value of a peddled article did not correspond in the least to the
one my mother thought appropriate.
It was, I must say, no pleasant task to act as broker between two different worlds of values, worlds which
since then seem to have converged.
Uncle Fred’s arrival led us all to expect some stalwart masculine aid. But he began by disappointing us.
From the very first day I was seriously worried about his appetite, and when I made no bones about telling my
mother this, she suggested I let him “find his feet.”
It took almost eight weeks for him to find his feet. Despite his abuse of the unsatisfactory sofa, he slept
there without much trouble and spent the day dozing or describing to us in a martyred voice what position he
preferred to sleep in.
I think his favorite position was that of a sprinter just before the start. He loved to lie on his back after
lunch, his legs drawn up, voluptuously crumbling a large piece of bread into his mouth, and then roll himself a
cigarette and sleep away the day till suppertime. He was a very tall, pale man, and there was a circular scar on
his chin which gave his face somewhat the look of a damaged marble statue.
Although his appetite for food and sleep continued to worry me, I liked him very much. He was the only
one with whom I could at least theorize about the black market without getting into an argument. He
obviously knew all about the conflict between the two worlds of values.
Although we urged him to talk to us about the war, he never did; he said it wasn’t worth discussing. The
only thing he would do sometimes was tell us about his induction, which seemed to have consisted chiefly of a
person in uniform ordering Uncle Fred in a loud voice to urinate into a test tube, an order with which Uncle
Fred was not immediately able to comply, the result being that his military career was doomed from the start.
He maintained that the German Reich’s keen interest in his urine had filled him with considerable distrust, a
distrust which he found ominously confirmed during six years of war.
He had been a bookkeeper before the war, and when the first four weeks on our sofa had gone by, my
mother suggested in her gentle sisterly way that he make inquiries about his old firm—he warily passed this
suggestion on to me, but all I could discover was a pile of rubble about twenty feet high which I located in a
ruined part of the city after an hour’s laborious pilgrimage.
Uncle Fred was much reassured by my news. He leaned back in his chair, rolled himself a ciga rette,
nodded triumphantly toward my mother, and asked her to get out his old things. In one corner of our bedroom
there was a carefully nailed-down crate which we opened with hammer and pliers amid much specula tion;
what came out of it were: twenty novels of medium size and mediocre quality, a gold pocket watch, dusty but
undamaged, two pairs of suspenders, some notebooks, his Chamber of Commerce diploma, and a sayings
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book showing a balance of twelve hundred marks.
The savings book was given to me to collect the money, as well as the rest of the stuff to be peddled,
including the Chamber of Commerce diploma—although this found no takers, Uncle Fred’s name being
inscribed on it in black India ink. This meant that for the next four weeks we were free from worry about
bread, tobacco and coal, which was a great relief to me, especially as all the schools opened wide their doors
again, and I was required to complete my education.
To this day, long after my education has been completed, I have fond memories of the soups we used to
get, mainly because we obtained these supplementary meals almost without a struggle, and they therefore lent
a happy and contemporary note to the whole educational system.
But the outstanding event during this period was the fact that Uncle Fred finally took the initiative a good
eight weeks after his safe return. One morning in late summer he rose from his sofa, shaved so meticulously
that we became apprehensive, asked for some clean underwear, borrowed my bicycle and disappeared.
His return late that night was accompanied by a great deal of noise and a penetrating smell of wine; the
smell of wine emanated from my uncle’s mouth, the noise was traceable to half a dozen galvanized buckets
which he had tied together with some stout rope. Our confusion did not subside till we discovered he had
decided to revive the flower trade in our ravaged town. My mother, full of suspicion toward the new world of
values, scorned the idea, claiming that no one would want to buy flowers.
But she was wrong.
It was a memorable morning when we helped Uncle Fred to take the freshly filled buckets to the streetcar
stop where he set himself up in business. And I still vividly remember the sight of those red and yellow tulips,
the moist carnations, nor shall I ever forget how impressive he looked as he stood there in the midst of the
gray figures and piles of rubble and started calling out:
“Flowers, fresh flowers—no coupons required!”
I don’t have to describe how his business flourished: it was a meteoric success. In a matter of four weeks
he owned three dozen galvanized buckets, was the proprietor of two branches, and a month later he was
paying taxes.
The whole town wore a different air to me: flower stalls appeared at one street corner after another, it was
impossible to keep pace with the demand; more and more buckets were procured, booths were set up and
handcarts hastily thrown together. At any rate, we were kept supplied not only with fresh flowers but with
bread and coal, and I was able to retire from the brokerage business, a fact which helped greatly to improve
my moral standards.
For many years now, Uncle Fred has been a man of substance: his branches are still thriving, he owns a car,
he looks on me as his heir, and I have been told to study commerce so I can look after the tax end of the
business even before I enter on my inheritance.
When I look at him today, a solid figure behind the wheel of his red automobile, I find it strange to recall
that there was really a time in my life when his appetite caused me sleepless nights.
4
The basement of the house we used to live in was rented to a shopkeeper called Baskoleit; there were
always orange crates standing around in the passages, it smelled of rotten fruit that Baskoleit put out for the
garbage trucks, and from beyond the dim light of the frosted glass panel we could often hear his voice with its
broad East Prussian dialect complaining about the bad times. But in his heart of hearts Baskoleit was a
cheerful man: we knew, as surely as only children can know, that his grumbling was a game, even the way he
used to swear at us, and he would often come up the three or four steps leading, from the basement to the
street with his pockets full of apples and oranges which he tossed to us like rubber balls.
But the interesting thing about Baskoleit was his daughter Elsa, of whom we knew that she wanted to be a
dancer. Perhaps she already was one: in any case, she practiced a great deal, she practiced downstairs in the
basement room with the yellow walls next to Baskoleit’s kitchen: a slender girl with fair hair who stood on the
tips of her toes, dressed in green tights, pale, hovering for minutes like a swan, whirling around, leaping, or
doing handsprings.
I could watch her from my bedroom window when it got dark; in the yellow rectangle of the windowframe,
her thin, green-clad body, her pale strained face and her fair head that sometimes, when she jumped, touched
the naked light bulb, which began to swing and for the space of a few seconds expanded the yellow circle of
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light on the gray courtyard.
There were some people who shouted across the courtyard, “Whore!”, and I didn’t know what a whore
was; there were others who shouted, “It’s disgusting!”, and although I thought I knew what disgusting was, I
couldn’t believe it had anything to do with Elsa. Then Baskoleit’s window would be flung open, and in the
steam of the kitchen his big bald head would loom up, and with the light that fell from the open kitchen
window into the courtyard he would pour out into the dark courtyard a torrent of oaths of which I didn’t
understand a single one.
At any rate, Elsa’s window was soon provided with a curtain, heavy green plush, which let out hardly any
light at all, but every evening I would gaze at the faintly glowing rectangle and see her, although I couldn’t see
her: Elsa Baskoleit in her light green tights, thin and fair-haired, hovering for seconds on end under the naked
light bulb.
But before long we moved away, I got older, found out what a whore was, thought I knew what disgusting
was, saw dancers, but liked none of them as well as Elsa Baskoleit, of whom I never heard again.
We moved to another town, war came, a long war, and I thought no more of Elsa Baskoleit, I didn’t even
think of her when we moved back to the old town. I tried my hand at all sorts of jobs, till I became a truck
driver for a wholesale vegetable dealer: handling a truck was the only thing I was good at. Each morning I was
given a list, cases of apples and oranges, baskets of plums, and drove into town.
One day, while I was standing on the ramp where my truck was being loaded and checking what the ware houseman was loading on the truck against my list, the bookkeeper emerged from his cubbyhole, which is
plastered with banana posters, and asked the warehouseman:
“Can we supply Baskoleit?”
“Has he ordered something? Purple grapes?”
“Yes.” The bookkeeper removed the pencil from behind his hear and looked at the warehouseman in surprise.
“Once in a while,” said the warehouseman, “he orders something: purple grapes, I don’t know why; but we
can’t supply him. Get a move on!” he shouted to the helpers in their gray smocks.
The bookkeeper went back to his cubbyhole, and I ceased to check whether they were really loading the
stuff that was on my list. I saw the rectangular, brightly lit frame of the basement win dow, I saw Elsa
Baskoleit dancing, thin and pale, dressed in bright green, and that morning I took a differ ent route from the
one I was supposed to take.
Of the lampposts we had played beside, only one was still standing, and even this one was minus its head,
most of the houses were in ruins, and my truck jolted through deep potholes. There was only one child in the
street, which used to swarm with children: a pale, dark-haired boy sitting on a bit of broken wall and drawing
lines in the whitish dust. He looked up as I drove by, but then let his head droop again. I stopped in front of
Baskoleit’s house and got out.
His small windows were dusty, pyramids of packages had collapsed, and the green cardboard was black
with dirt. I looked up at the patched housewall, hesitatingly opened the door, and stepped slowly down into
the shop: there was an acrid smell of damp soup mix, which was stuck together in lumps in a cardboard box
by the door, but then I saw Baskoleit’s back, saw his gray hair below his cap, and could sense how he disliked
having to fill a bottle with vinegar from a big barrel.
He evidently didn’t know how to manage the spigot properly, the sour fluid ran over his fingers, and down
on the floor a puddle had formed, a rotting, sour-smelling place in the wood, which squeaked under his feet. A
thin woman in a rust-brown coat was standing by the counter, watching him with indifference. At last he
seemed to have filled the bottle, he put in the cork, and once again I said what I had already said at the door,
quietly said, “Good morning,” but no one answered.
Baskoleit put the bottle on the counter, his face was pale and unshaven, and he looked at the woman now
and said:
“My daughter has died—Elsa—”
“I know,” said the woman hoarsely, “I’ve known that for five years. I need some scouring powder too.”
“My daughter has died,” said Baskoleit. He looked at the woman as if it had just happened, looked at her
help. lessly, but the woman said:
“The loose kind—a pound.”
And Baskoleit pulled out a black barrel from under the counter, poked around in it with a metal scoop, and
with his trembling hands conveyed some yellowish lumps into a gray paper bag.
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“My daughter has died,” he said.
The woman said nothing, and I looked around, all I could see was some dusty packages of noodles, the
vinegar barrel, which had a dripping tap, and the scouring powder and an enamel sign showing a grinning fairhaired boy eating a brand of chocolate that hasn’t existed for years. The woman put the bottle into her
shopping-bag, stuffed the scouring powder in next to it, threw a few coins onto the counter, and as she turned
round and walked past me she tapped her forehead briefly with her finger and smiled at me.
I thought of a lot of things, thought of the days when I had been so small that my nose was still below the
edge of the counter, but now I could look without effort over the glass showcase bearing the name of a biscuit
company and now containing only dusty packets of bread crumbs; for a few seconds I seemed to shrink, I felt
my nose below the dirty edge of the counter, felt the pennies for candies in my hand, I saw Elsa Baskoleit
dancing, heard people shouting across the courtyard “Whore!” and “It’s disgusting!” till I was roused by
Baskoleit’s voice.
“My daughter has died.” He said it mechanically, almost without emotion, he was standing by the
showcase now, looking out into the street.
“Yes,” I said.
“She is dead,” he said.
“Yes,” I said. He turned his back to me, his hands in the pockets of his gray smock, which was stained.
“She loved grapes—the purple kind, but now she’s dead.” He did not say: “What would you like?” or “May
I help you?”, he stood near the dripping vinegar barrel beside the showcase, saying: “My daughter has died”
or “She is dead,” without looking at me.
I seemed to stand there for an eternity, oblivious and forgotten, while around me time trickled away. It was
only when another woman came into the shop that could rouse myself. She was short and plump, and held her
shopping-bag against her stomach, and Baskoleit turned to her and said, “My daughter has died,” the woman
said, “Yes,” began suddenly to cry and said, “Some scouring powder, please, a pound of the loose kind,” and
Baskoleit went behind the counter and poked around in the barrel with the metal scoop. The woman was still
crying when I left.
The pale, dark-haired boy who had been sitting on the bit of broken wall was standing on the runningboard of my truck, looking closely at the dashboard. He reached in through the open window and raised the
right, then the left indicator. The boy jumped when I suddenly stood behind him, but I grabbed him, looked
into his pale frightened face, took an apple from one of the cases on my truck, and gave it to the boy.
He looked at me in amazement when I let him go, in such amazement that I was startled, and I took another
apple, and another, stuffed them into his pocket, shoved them under his jacket, a lot of apples, before I got in
and drove off.
5
I have nothing against animals; on the contrary, I like them, and I enjoy caressing our dog’s coat in the
evening while the cat sits on my lap. It gives me pleasure to watch the children feeding the tortoise in the
corner of the living room. I have even grown fond of the baby hippopotamus we keep in our bathtub, and the
rabbits running around loose in our apartment have long ceased to worry me. Besides, I am used to coming
home in the evening and finding an unexpected visitor: a cheeping baby chick, or a stray dog my wife has
taken in.
For my wife is a good woman, she never turns anyone away from the door, neither man nor beast, and for
many years now our children’s evening prayers have wound up with the words: O Lord, please send us
beggars and animals.
What is really worse is that my wife cannot say no to hawkers and peddlers, with the result that things
accumulate in our home which I regard as superfluous: soap, razor blades, brushes and darning wool, and
lying around in drawers are documents which cause me some concern: an assortment of insurance policies and
purchase agreements. My sons are insured for their education, my daughters for their trousseaux, but we
cannot feed them with either darning wool or soap until they get married or graduate, and it is only in
exceptional cases that razor blades are beneficial to the human system.
It will be readily understood, therefore, that now and again I show signs of slight impatience, although
generally speaking I am known to be a quiet man. I often catch myself looking enviously at the rabbits who
have made themselves at home under the table, munching away peacefully at their carrots, and the stupid gaze
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of the hippopotamus, who is hastening the accumulation of silt in our bathtub, causes me at times to stick out
my tongue at him. And the tortoise stoically eating its way through lettuce leaves has not the slightest notion
of the anxieties that swell my breast: the longing for some fresh, fragrant coffee, for tobacco, bread and eggs,
and the comforting warmth engendered by a schnapps in the throats of careworn men.
My sole comfort at such times is Billy, our dog, who, like me, is yawning with hunger. If, on top of all this,
unexpected guests arrive—men unshaven like myself, or mothers with babies who get fed warm milk and
moistened zwieback—I have to get a grip on myself if I am to keep my temper. But I do keep it, because by
this time it is practically the only thing I have left.
There are days when the mere sight of freshly boiled, snowy potatoes makes my mouth water; for—
although I confess this reluctantly and with deep embarrassment—it is a long time since we have enjoyed
“good home cooking.” Our only meals are improvised ones of which we partake from time to time, standing
up, surrounded by animals and human guests.
Fortunately it will be a while before my wife can buy useless articles again, for we have no more cash, my
wages have been attached for an indefinite period, and I myself am reduced to spending the evenings going
around the distant suburbs, in clothing that makes me unrecognizable, selling razor blades, soap and buttons
far below cost; for our situation has become grave.
Nevertheless, we own several hundredweight of soap, thousands of razor blades, and buttons of every
description, and toward midnight I stagger into the house and go through my pockets for money: my children,
my animals, my wife stand around me with shining eyes, for I have usually bought some things on the way
home: bread, apples, lard, coffee and potatoes—the latter, by the way, in great demand among the children as
well as the animals—and during the nocturnal hours we gather together for a cheerful meal: contented
animals, contented children are all about me, my wife smiles at me, and we leave the living-room door open
so the hippopotamus will not feel left out, his joyful grunts resounding from the bathroom.
At that point my wife usually confesses to me that she has an extra guest hidden in the storeroom, who is
only brought out when my nerves have been fortified by food: shy, unshaven men, rubbing their hands, take
their place at table, women squeeze in between our children on the bench, milk is warmed up for crying
babies. In this way I also make the acquaintance of animals that are new to me: seagulls, foxes and pigs,
although once it was a small dromedary.
“Isn’t it cute?” asked my wife, and I was obliged to say yes, it was, while I anxiously watched the tireless
munching of this duffel-colored creature which looked at us out of slate-gray eyes. Fortunately the dromedary
only stayed a week, and business was brisk: word had got round of the quality of my merchandise, my reduced
prices, and now and again I was even able to sell shoe laces and brushes, articles otherwise not much in
demand. As a result, we experienced a period of false prosperity, and my wife, completely blind to the eco nomic facts, produced a remark which worried me:
“Things are looking up!”
But I saw our stocks of soap shrinking, the razor blades dwindling, and even the sup ply of brushes and
darning wool was no longer substantial.
Just about this time, when I could have used some spiritual sustenance, our house was shaken one evening,
while we were all sitting peacefully together, by a tremor resembling a fair-sized earthquake: the pictures
rattled, the table rocked, and a ring of fried sausage rolled off my plate. I was about to jump up and see what
the matter was when I noticed suppressed laughter on the faces of my children.
“What’s going on here?” I shouted, and for the first time in all my checkered expe rience I was really beside
myself.
“Wilfred,” said my wife quietly and put down her fork, “it’s only Wally.”
She began to cry, and against her tears I have no defence, for she has borne me seven children.
“Who is Wally?” I asked wearily, and at that moment the house was rocked by another tremor.
“Wally,” said my youngest daughter, “is the elephant we’ve got in the basement.”
I must admit I was at a loss, which is not really surprising. The largest animal we had housed so far had
been the dromedary, and I considered an elephant too big for our apartment.
My wife and children, not in the least at a loss, supplied the facts: the animal had been brought to us for
safekeeping by a bankrupt circus owner. Sliding down the chute which we otherwise use for our coal, it had
had no trouble entering the basement.
“He rolled himself up into a ball,” said my oldest son, “really an intelligent animal.”
I did not doubt it, accepted the fact of Wally’s presence, and was led down in triumph into the base ment.
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The animal was not as large as all that; he waggled his ears and seemed quite at home with us, espe cially as he
had a bale of hay at his disposal.
“Isn’t he cute?” asked my wife, but I refused to agree. Cute did not seem to be the right word. Anyway the
family appeared disappointed at the limited extent of my enthusiasm, and my wife said, as we left the
basement:
“How cruel you are, do you want him to be put up for auction?”
“What d’you mean, auction,” I said, “and why cruel? Besides, it’s against the law to conceal bankruptcy
assets.”
“I don’t care,” said my wife, “nothing must happen to the animal.”
In the middle of the night we were awakened by the circus owner, a diffident, dark-haired man, who asked
us whether we had room for one more animal.
“It’s my sole possession, all I have left in the world. Only for a night. How is the elephant, by the way?”
“He’s fine,” said my wife, “only I’m a bit worried about his bowels.”
“That’ll soon settle down,” said the circus owner. “It’s just the new surroundings. Animals are so sensitive.
How about it then: will you take the cat too—just for the night?” He looked at me, and my wife nudged me
and said:
“Don’t be so unkind.”
“Unkind,” I said, “no, I certainly don’t want to be that. If you like, you can put the cat in the kitchen.”
“I’ve got it outside in the car,” said the man.
I left my wife to look after the cat and crawled back into bed. My wife was a bit pale when she came to
bed, and she seemed to be trembling.
“Are you cold?” I asked.
“Yes,” she said, “I’ve got such funny chills.”
“You’re just tired.”
“Maybe,” said my wife, but she gave me a queer look as she said it. We slept quietly, but in my dreams I
still saw that queer look of my wife's, and a strange compulsion made me wake up earlier than usual. I decided
to shave for once.
Lying under our kitchen table was a medium-sized lion; he was sleeping peacefully, only his tail moved
gently and made a sound like someone playing with a very light ball.
I carefully lathered my face and tried not to make any noise, but when I turned my chin to the right to
shave my left cheek I saw that the lion had his eyes open and was watching me.
“They really do look like cats,” I thought.
What the lion was thinking I don’t know; he went on watching me, and I shaved, without cutting my self,
but I must admit it is a strange feeling to shave with a lion looking on. My experience of handling wild beasts
was practically non-existent, and I confined myself to looking sternly at the lion, then I dried my face and
went back to the bedroom. My wife was already awake, she was just about to say something, but I cut her
short and exclaimed:
“What's the use of talking about it!” My wife began to cry, and I put my hand on her head and said:
“It’s unusual, to say the least, you must admit that.”
“What isn’t unusual?” said my wife, and I had no answer.
Meanwhile the rabbits had awakened, the children were making a racket in the bathroom, the hippopota mus—his name was Gottlieb—was already trumpeting away, Billy was stretching and yawning, only the
tortoise was still asleep, but it sleeps most of the time anyway.
I let the rabbits into the kitchen, where their feed box is kept under the cupboard; the rabbits sniffed at the
lion, the lion at the rabbits, and my children—uninhibited and used to animals as they are—were already in
the kitchen. I almost had the feeling the lion was smiling; my third-youngest son immediately found a name
for him: Bombilus. And Bombilus he remained.
A few days later someone came to take away the elephant and the lion. I must confess I saw the last of the
elephant without regret; he seemed silly to me, while the lion’s quiet, friendly dignity had endeared him to me;
I felt a pang at Bombilus’ departure.
I had grown so used to him; he was really the first animal to enjoy my whole-hearted affection.
6
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Symptoms of decline have become evident in our family. For a time we were at pains to disregard them, but
now we have resolved to face the danger. I dare not, as yet, use the word breakdown, but disturbing facts are
piling up at such a rate as to constitute a menace and to compel me to report things that will sound disagreeable to
my contemporaries; no one, however, can dispute their reality. The minute fungi of destruction have found
lodgment beneath the hard, thick crust of respectability; colonies of deadly parasites that proclaim the end of a
whole tribe’s irreproachable correctness.
Today we must deplore our disregard of Cousin Franz, who began long ago to warn us of the dreadful
consequences that would result from an event that was harmless enough in itself. So insignificant indeed was the
event that the disproportion of the consequences now terrifies us. Franz warned us betimes. Unfortunately he had
too little standing. He had chosen a calling that no member of the famliy had ever followed before, and none ever
should have: he was a boxer. Melancholy even in youth and possessed by a devoutness that was always described
as “pious fiddle-faddle,” he early adopted ways that worried my Uncle Franz, the good, kind man. He was wont to
neglect his schoolwork to a quite abnormal degree. He used to meet disreputable companions in the thickets and
deserted parks of the suburbs, and there practice the rough discipline of the prize fight, with no thought for his
neglected humanistic heritage.
These youngsters early revealed the vices of their generation, which, as has since become abundantly evident,
is really worthless. The exciting spiritual combats of earlier centuries simply did not interest them; they were far
too concerned with the dubious excitements of their own. At first I thought Franz’s piety in contradiction to his
systematic exercises in passive and active brutality. But today I begin to suspect a connection. This is a subject I
shall have to return to.
And so it was Franz who warned us in good time, who refused above all to have anything to do with certain
celebrations, calling the whole thing a folly and a disgrace, and later on declined to participate in those measures
that proved necessary for the continuance of what he considered evil. But, as I have said, he had too little standing
to get a hearing in the family circle.
Now, to be sure, things have gone so far that we stand helpless, not knowing how to call a halt.
Franz has long since become a famous boxer, but today he rejects the praises that the family lavishes on him
with the same indifference he once showed toward their criticism.
His brother, however—my Cousin Johannes, a man for whom I would at any time have walked through fire,
the successful lawyer and favorite son of my Uncle—Johannes is said to have struck up relations with the
Communist Party, a rumor I stubbornly refuse to believe. My Cousin Lucie, hitherto a normal woman, is said to
frequent disreputable nightclubs, accompanied by her helpless husband, and to engage in dances that I can only
describe as existential. Even Uncle Franz, that good, kind man, is reported to have remarked that he is weary of
life, he whom the whole family considered a paragon of vitality and the very model of what we were taught to call
a Christian businessman.
Doctors’ bills are piling up, psychiatrists and analysts are being called in. Only my Aunt Milla, who must be
considered the cause of it all, enjoys the best of health, smiling well and cheerful, as she has been almost all her
life. Her liveliness and cheerfulness are slowly beginning to get on our nerves after our very serious concern about
the state of her heath. For there was a crisis in her life that threatened to be serious. It is just this that I must
explain.
2
In retrospect it is easy enough to determine the source of a disquieting series of events, but only now, when I
regard the matter dispassionately, do the things that have been taking place in our family for almost two years
appear out of the ordinary.
We might have surmised earlier that something was not quite right. Something in fact was not, and if things
ever were quite right—which I doubt—events are now taking place that fill me with consternation.
For a long time Aunt Milla has been famous in our family for her delight in decorating the Christmas tree, a
harmless though particularized weakness which is fairly widespread in our country. This weakness of hers was
indulgently smiled at by one and all, and the resistance that Franz showed from his earliest days to this
“nonsense” was treated with indignation, especially since Franz was in other respects a disturbing young man. He
refused to take part in the decoration of the tree. Up to a certain point all this was taken in stride. My aunt had
become accustomed to Franz’s staying away from the preparations at Advent and also from the celebration itself
and only putting in an appearance for the meal. It was not even mentioned.
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At the risk of making myself unpopular, I must here mention a fact in defense of which I can only say that it
really is a fact. In the years 1939-1945 we were at war. In war there is singing, shooting, oratory, fighting,
starvation and death—and bombs are dropped. These are thoroughly disagreeable subjects, and I have no desire to
bore my contemporaries by dwelling on them. I must only mention them because the war had an influence on the
story I am about to tell. For the war registered on my aunt simply as a force that, as early as Christmas 1939,
began to threaten her Christmas tree.
To be sure, this tree of hers was peculiarly sensitive. As its principal attraction my Aunt Milla’s Christmas tree
was furnished with glass gnomes that held cork hammers in their upraised hands. At their feet were bell-shaped
anvils, and under their feet candles were fastened. When the heat rose to a certain degree, a hidden mechanism
went into operation, imparting a hectic movement to the gnomes’ arms; a dozen in number, they beat like mad on
the bell-shaped anvils with their cork hammers, thus producing a concerted, high-pitched, elfin tinkling. And at
the top of the tree stood a red-cheeked angel, dressed in silver, who at certain intervals opened his lips and
whispered
“Peace, peace.”
The mechanical secret of the angel was strictly guarded, and I only learned about it later, when as it happened I
had the opportunity of admiring it almost weekly. Naturally in addition to this my aunt’s Christmas tree was
decorated with sugar rings, cookies, angel hair, marzipan fingers and, not to be forgotten, strands of tinsel. I still
remember that the proper preparation of these varied decorations cost a good deal of trouble, demanding the help
of all, and the whole family on Christmas Eve was too nervous to be hungry. The mood, as people say, was simply
terrible, and the one exception was my Cousin Franz, who of course had taken no part in the preparations and was
the only one to enjoy the roasts, asparagus, creams and ices. If after that we came for a call on the day after
Christmas and ventured the bold conjecture that the secret of the speaking angel resided in the same sort of
mechanism that makes certain dolls say “Mama” or “Papa,” we were simple greeted by derisive laughter.
Now it is easy to understand that in the neighborhood of falling bombs such a sensitive tree would be in great
danger. There were terrible times when the gnomes pitched down from the tree, and once even the angel fell. My
aunt was inconsolable. She went to endless pains to restore the tree completely after each air raid so as to
preserved it at least through the Christmas holidays. But by 1940 it was out of the question. Once more at the risk
of making myself unpopular I must briefly mention that the number of air raids on our city was considerable, to
say nothing of their severity. In any case my aunt’s Christmas fell victim to the modem of war (regulations forbid
me to say anything about other victims); foreign ballistics experts temporarily extinguished it.
We all sympathized with our aunt, who was an amiable and charming woman, and pretty into the bargain. It
pained us that she was compelled, after bitter struggles, endless disputes, scenes and tears, to agree to forego her
tree for the duration.\fn{Of the conflict}
Fortunately—or should I say unfortunately?—this was almost the only aspect of the war that was brought
home to my aunt. The bunker my uncle built was really bombproof; in addition a car was always ready to whisk
my Aunt Milla away to places where nothing was to be seen of the immediate effects of war. Everything was done
to spare her the sights of the horrible ruins. My two cousins had the good fortune not to see military service in its
harshest form. Johannes at once entered my uncle’s firm, which played an essential part in the wholesale grocery
business of our city. Besides, he suffered from gall bladder trouble. Franz on the other hand became a soldier, but
he was only engaged in guarding prisoners, a post which he exploited to the extent of making himself unpopular
with his military superior by treating Russians and Poles like human beings. My Cousin Lucie was not yet
married at that time and helped with the business. One afternoon a week she did voluntary war work,
embroidering swastikas. But this is not the place to recite the political sins of my relations.
On the whole, then, there was no lack of money for food or reasonable safety, and my aunt’s only sorrow was
the absence of her tree. My Uncle Franz, that good, kind man, had for almost fifty years rendered invaluable
service by purchasing oranges and lemons in tropical and sub-tropical countries and selling them at an appropriate
profit. During the war he extended his business to less valuable fruits and to vegetables. After the war, however,
the principal objects of his interest became popular once more under the name of citrus fruits and caused sharp
competition in business circles. Here Uncle Franz succeeded once more in playing a decisive role by introducing
the populace to a taste for vitamins and himself to a sizable fortune. He was almost seventy by that time, however,
and wanted to retire and leave the business to his son-in-law. It was then that the event took place which made us
smile at the time but which we now recognize as the cause of the whole affair.
*
My Aunt Milla began again with her Christmas tree. That was harmless in itself; even the tenacity with which
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she insisted that everything should be “as it used to be” only caused us to smile. At first there was really no reason
to take the matter too seriously. To be sure, the war had caused much havoc which it was our duty to put right, but
why—so we asked ourselves—deprive a charming old lady of this small joy?
Everyone knows how hard it was at that time to get butter and bacon. And even for my Uncle Franz, who had
the best connections, it was impossible in the year 1945 to procure marzipan figures and chocolate rings. It was
not until 1946 that everything could be made ready. Fortunately a complete set of gnomes and anvils as well as an
angel had been preserved.
I still clearly remember the day on which we were invited. It was in January ’47 and it was cold outside. But at
my uncle’s it was warm and there was no lack of delicacies. When the lights were turned out and the candles
lighted, when the gnomes began to hammer and the angel whispered “Peace, peace,” I had a vivid feeling of being
restored to a time that I had assumed was gone forever.
This experience, however, though surprising was not extraordinary. The extraordinary thing was what
happened three months later. My mother—it was now the middle of March—sent me over to find out whether
“there was anything doing” with Uncle Franz. She needed fruit. I wandered into the neighboring quarter—the air
was mild and it was twilight. Unsuspecting, I walked past the overgrown piles of ruins and the untended parks,
turned in at the gate to my uncle’s garden and suddenly stopped in amazement. In the evening quiet I could
distinctly hear someone singing in my uncle’s living room. Singing is a good old German custom, and there are
lots of spring songs—but here I clearly heard:
Unto us a child is born!
The King of all creation …

I must admit I was confused. Slowly I approached and waited for the end of the song. The curtains were drawn
and so I bent down to the keyhole. At that moment the tinkling of gnomes’ bells reached my ear, and I distinctly
heard the angel whispering.
I did not have the courage to intrude, and walked slowly home. My report caused general merriment in the
family, and it was not until Franz turned up and told us the details that we discovered what had happened.
In our region Christmas trees are dismantled at Candlemas\fn{ The church feast celebrated on February 2; it
commemorates the presentation of Christ in the Temple, and the purification of the Virgin Mary } and are then thrown on the
rubbish heap where good-for-nothing children pick them up, drag them through ashes and other debris and play
all sorts of games with them. This was the time when the dreadful thing happened. On Candlemas Eve after the
tree had been lighted for the last time, and Cousin Johannes began to unfasten the gnomes from their clamps, my
aunt who had hitherto been so gentle set up a dreadful screaming, so loud and sudden that my cousin was startled,
lost control of the swaying tree, and in an instant it was all over; there was a tinkling and ringing; gnomes and
bells, anvils and angels, everything pitched down: and my aunt screamed.
She screamed for almost a week. Neurologists were summoned by telegram, psychiatrists came rushing up in
taxicabs—but all of them, even the specialists, left with a shrug of the shoulders and a faint expression of dread.
No one could put an end to this shrill and maddening concert. Only the strongest drugs provided a few hours’
rest, and the dose of Luminal that one can daily prescribe for a woman in her sixties without endangering her life
is, alas, slight. But it is anguish to have a woman in the house screaming with all her might: on the second day the
family was completely disorganized. Even the consolation of the priest, who was accustomed to attend the
celebration on Holy Eve, remained unavailing: my aunt screamed.
Franz made himself particularly unpopular by advising that a regular exorcism be performed. The minister
rebuked him, the family was alarmed by his medieval views, and his reputation for brutality eclipsed for several
weeks his reputation as a boxer.
Meanwhile everything was tried to cure my aunt’s ailment. She refused nourishment, did not speak, did not
sleep; cold water ws tried, hot water, foot baths, alternate cold and hot baths; the doctors searched the lexicons for
the name of this complex but could not find it. And my aunt screamed. She screamed until my Uncle Franz—that
really kind, good man—hit on the idea of putting up a new Christmas tree.
3
The idea was excellent, but to carry it out proved extremely hard. It was now almost the middle of February,
and to find a presentable fir tree in the market at that time is naturally difficult. The whole business world has long
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since turned with happy alacrity to other things. Carnival time is near: masks, pistols, cowboy hats and fanciful
gypsy headgear fill the shop windows where angels and angel hair, candles and mangers, were formerly on view.
In the candy stores Christmas items have long since gone back to the store-room, while fireworks now adorn the
windows. Nowhere in the regular market is a fir tree to be found.
Finally an expedition of rapacious grandchildren was fitted out with pocket money and a sharp hatchet. They
rode to the state forest and came back toward evening, obviously in the best of spirits, with a silver fir. But
meanwhile it was discovered that four gnomes, six bell-shaped anvils and the crowning angel had been
completely destroyed. The marzipan figures and the cookies had fallen victim to the rapacious grandchildren. This
coming generation, too, is worthless, and if any generation was ever of any worth—which I doubt—I am slowly
coming to the belief that it was the generation of our fathers.
Although there was no lack of cash or the necessary connections, it took four days more before the decorations
were complete. Meanwhile my aunt screamed uninterruptedly. Messages to the German centers of the toy
business, which were just then resuming operations, were dispatched by wireless, hurried telephone conversations
were carried on packages were delivered in the night by heated young postal employees, an import license from
Czechoslovakia\fn{Now The Czech Republic and The Slovak Republic} was obtained, by bribery, without delay.
These days will stand out in the chronicle of my uncle’s family by reason of the extraordinary consumption of
coffee, cigarettes and nervous energy. Meanwhile my aunt fell into a decline: her round face became harsh and
angular, her expression of kindliness changed to one of unalterable severity, she did not eat, she did not drink, she
screamed constantly, she was attended by two nurses, and the dose of Luminal had to be increased daily.
Franz told us that the whole family was in the grip of a morbid tension when finally, on the twelfth of
February, the decoration of the Christmas tree was at last completed. The candles were lighted, the curtain were
drawn, my aunt was brought out from her sickroom, and in the family circle there was only the sound of sobs and
giggles.
My aunt’s expression relaxed at the sight of the candles, and when the heat had reached the proper point and
the glass gnomes began to pound like mad and finally the angel, too, whispered “Peace, peace,” a beautiful smile
illuminated her face. Shortly thereafter everyone began to sing, “O Tannenbaum.”\fn{“O Christmas Tree”} To
complete the picture, they had invited the minister, whose custom it was to spend Christmas Eve at my Uncle
Franz’s; he, too, smiled, he too was relieved and joined in the singing.
What no test, no psychological opinion, no expert search for hidden traumas had succeeded in doing, my
uncle’s sympathetic heart had accomplished. This good, kind man’s Christmas-tree therapy had saved the
situation.
My aunt was reassured and almost—so they hoped at the time—cured. After more songs had been sung and
several plates of cookies had been emptied, everyone was tired and went to bed. And, imagine, my aunt slept
without sedatives. The two nurses wee dismissed, the doctors shrugged their shoulders, and everything seemed in
order. My aunt ate again, drank again, was once more kind and amiable.
But the following evening at twilight, when my uncle was reading his newspaper beside his wife under the
tree, she suddenly touched him gently on the arm and said; “Now we will call the children for the celebration. I
think it’s time.” My uncle admitted to us later that he was startled, but he got up and hastily summoned his
children and grandchildren and dispatched a messenger for the minister. The latter appeared, somewhat distraught
and amazed; the candles were lighted, the gnomes hammered away, the angel whispered, there was singing and
eating—and everything seemed in order.
*
Now all vegetation is subject to certain biological laws, and fir trees torn from the soil have a well-known
tendency to wilt and lose their needles, especially if they are kept in a warm room, and in my uncle’s house it was
warm. The life of the silver fir is somewhat longer than that of the common variety, as the well-known work
Abies Vulgaris und Abies Nobilis by Doctor Hergenring has shown. But even the life of the silver fir is not
unlimited. As Carnival approached it became clear that my aunt would have to be prepared for a new sorrow: the
tree was rapidly losing its needles, and at the evening singing a slight frown appeared on her forehead.
On the advice of a really outstanding psychologist an attempt was made in light, casual conversation to warn
her of the possible end of the Christmas season, especially as the trees outside were now covered with leaves,
which is generally taken as a sign of approaching spring whereas in our latitudes the word Christmas connotes
wintry scenes. My resourceful uncle proposed one evening that the songs “All the Birds Are Now Assembled”
and “Come, Lovely May” should be sung, but at the first verse of the former such a scowl appeared on my aunt’s
face that the singers quickly broke off and intoned “O Tannenbaum.” Three days later my cousin Johannes was
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instructed to undertake a quiet dismantling operation, but as soon as he stretched out his hand and took the cork
hammer from one of the gnomes my aunt broke into such violent screaming that the gnome was immediately
given back his implement, the candles were lighted and somewhat hastily but very loudly everyone began to sing
“Silent Night.”
But the nights were no longer silent; groups of singing, youthful revelers streamed through the city with
trumpets and drums, everything was covered with streamers and confetti, masked children crowded the streets,
fired guns, screamed, some sang as well, and a private investigation showed that there were at least sixty thousand
cowboys and forty thousand gypsy princesses in our city: in short it was Carnival, a holiday that is celebrated in
our neighborhood with as much enthusiasm as Christmas or even more. But my aunt seemed blind and deaf: she
deplored the carnival costumes that inevitably appeared at this time in the wardrobes of our household; in a sad
voice she lamented the decline of morals that caused people even at Christmas to indulge in such disgraceful
practices, and when she discovered a boy balloon in Lucie’s bedroom, a balloon that had, to be sure, collapsed but
nevertheless clearly showed a white fool’s cap painted on it, she broke into tears and besought my uncle to put an
end to these unholy activities.
They were forced to realize with horror that my aunt actually believed it was still Christmas Eve. My uncle
called a family council, requested consideration for his wife in view of her extraordinary state of mind, and at
once got together an expedition to insure that at least the evening celebration would be peacefully maintained.
While my aunt slept the decorations were taken down from the old tree and placed on a new one, and her state
of health continued to be satisfactory.
*
Carnival, too, went by, spring came for fair; instead of “Come Lovely May” one might properly have sung
“Lovely May, Thou Art Here.” June arrived. Four Christmas trees had already been discarded and none of the
newly summoned doctors could hold out hope of improvement. My aunt remained firm. Even that internationally
famous authority, Doctor Bless, had returned to his study, shrugging his shoulders, after having pocketed an
honorarium in the sum of 1,365 marks, thereby demonstrating once more his complete unworldliness. A few
tentative attempts to put an end to the celebration or to intermit it were greeted with such outcries from my aunt
that these sacrileges had to be abandoned once and for all.
The dreadful thing was that my aunt insisted that all those closest to her must be present. Among these were
the minister and the grandchildren. Even the members of the family could only be compelled by extreme severity
to appear punctually; with the minister it was even more difficult. For some weeks he kept it up without protest,
out of consideration for his aged pensioner, but then he attempted, clearing his throat in embarrassment, to make it
clear to my uncle that this could not go on. The actual celebration was short—it lasted only about thirty-eight
minutes—but even this brief ceremonial, the minister maintained, could not be kept up indefinitely. He had other
obligations, evening conferences with his confratres, duties connected connected with his cure of souls, not to
mention his regular Saturday confessional. He agreed, however, to some weeks’ continuance; but toward the end
of May, he began energetic attempts to escape.
Franz stormed about, seeking accomplices in the family for his plan to have his mother put in an institution.
Everyone turned him down.
And yet difficulties continued. One evening the minister was missing and could not be located either
telephonically or by messenger, and it became evident that he had simply skipped out. My uncle swore horribly
and took the occasion to describe the servants of the Church in words I must decline to repeat. In this extremity
one of the chaplains, a man of humble origin, was requested to help out. He did so, but behaved so abominably
that it almost resulted in a catastrophe. However, one must bear in mind that it was June and therefore hot;
nevertheless the curtain were drawn to give at least an illusion of wintry twilight and in addition the candles had
been lighted. Then the celebration began.
The chaplain had, to be sure, heard of this extraordinary event but had no proper idea of it. There was general
apprehension when he was presented to my aunt as the minister’s substitute. Unexpectedly she accepted this
change in the program. Well then, the gnomes hammered, the angel whispered, “O Tannenbaum” was sung, then
there was the eating of cookies, more singing, and suddenly the chaplain was overcome by a paroxysm of
laughter. Later had admitted that it was the line
In winter, too, when snow is falling

that had been too much for him to endure without laughing. He burst out with clerical tactlessness, left the room
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and was seen no more. All looked at my aunt apprehensively, but she only murmured resignedly something about
“proletarians in priest’s robes” and put a piece of marzipan in her mouth. We too deplored this event at the time—
but today I am inclined to regard it as an outbreak of quite natural hilarity.
Here I must remark, if I am to be true to the facts, that my uncle exploited his connection with the highest
Church authorities to lodge a complaint against both the minister and the chaplain. The matter was taken up with
utmost correctness, proceedings were instituted on the grounds of neglect of pastoral duty, and in the first instance
the two clergymen were exonerated. Further proceedings are in preparation.
Fortunately a pensioned prelate was found in the neighborhood. This charming old gentleman agreed, with
amiable fatter-of-factness, to hold himself in readiness daily for the evening celebration.
But I am anticipating. My Uncle Franz, who was sensible enough to realize that no medical aid would be of
avail and who stubbornly refused to try exorcism, was also a good enough businessman to plan economies for the
long haul. First of all, by mid-June, the grandchildren’s expeditions were stopped because they proved too
expensive. My resourceful Cousin Johannes, who was on good terms with all branches of the business world,
discovered that Söderbaum and Company were in a position to provide fresh fir trees. For almost two years now
this firm has done noble service in sparing my relations’ nerves. At the end of six months Söderbaum and
Company substantially reduced their charges and agreed to have the period of delivery determined most precisely
by their conifer specialist Doctor Alfast, so that three days before the old tree became unpresentable a new one
would be delivered and could be decorated at leisure. As an additional precaution two dozen gnomes and three
crowning angels were kept constantly in reserve.
To this day the candles remain a sore point. They show a disturbing tendency to melt and drip down from the
tree more quickly and completely than wax, at any rate in the summer months. Every effort to preserve them by
carefully concealed refrigeration has thus far come to grief, as has a series of attempts to substitute artificial
decorations. The family remains, however, gratefully receptive toward any proposal that might result in reducing
the costs of this continuing festival.
4
Meanwhile the daily celebrations in my Uncle’s house have taken on an almost professional regularity. People
assemble under the tree or around the tree. My Aunt comes in, the candles are lighted, the gnomes begin to
hammer and the angel whispers “Peace, peace,” songs are sung, cookies are nibbled, there ia a little conversation
and then everyone retires, yawning and murmuring “Merry Christmas to you, too.” The young people turn to the
forms of diversion dictated by the season, while my good, kind Uncle Franz goes to bed when Aunt Milla does.
The smoke of the candles lingers in the room, there is the mild aroma of heated fir needles and the smell of spices.
The gnomes, slightly phosphorescent, remain motionless in the darkness, their arms raised threateningly, and the
angel can be seen in his silvery robes which are obviously phosphorescent too.
Perhaps it is superfluous to state that in our whole family circle the enjoyment of the real Christmas Eve has
suffered a considerable diminution: we can, if we like, admire a classical Christmas tree at our Uncle’s at any time
—and it often happens when we are sitting on the veranda in summertime after the toil and trouble of the day,
pouring my Uncle’s mild orange punch down our throats, that the soft tinkling of glass bells comes to us and we
can see in the twilight the gnomes hammering away like spry little devils while the angel whispers “Peace,
peace.” And it is still disconcerting to hear my Uncle in mid-summer suddenly whisper to his children:
“Please light the tree. Mother will be right out.”
Then, usually on the dot, the prelate enters, a kindly old gentleman whom we have all taken to our hearts
because he plays his role so admirably, if indeed he knows that he is playing one. But no matter: he plays it,
white-haired, smiling, with the violet band beneath his collar giving his appearance the final touch of distinction.
And it gives one an extraordinary feeling on a mild summer evening to hear the excited cry:
“The snuffer, quick, where is the snuffer?”
It has even happened during severe thunderstorms that the gnomes have been suddenly impelled to lift their
arms without the agency of heat and swing them wildly as though giving a special performance—a phenomenon
that people have tried, rather unimaginatively, to explain by the prosaic word “electricity.”
A by no means inessential aspect of this arrangement is the financial one. Even lack of cash, such
extraordinary expenses upset all calculations. For naturally, despite precautions, the breakage of gnomes, anvils,
and hammers is enormous, and the delicate mechanism that causes the angel to speak requires constant care and
attention and must now and again be replaced.
I have, incidentally, discovered its secret: the angel is connected by a cable with a microphone in the adjoining
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room, in front of whose metal snout there is a constantly rotating phonograph record which, at proper intervals,
whispers, “Peace, peace.”
All these things are the more costly because they are designed for use on only a few occasions during the year,
whereas with us they are subjected to daily wear and tear. I was astounded when my uncle told me one day that
the gnomes actually had to be replaced every three months, and that a complete set of them cost no less than 128
marks. He said he had requested an engineering friend of his to try strengthening them by a rubber covering
without spoiling the beauty of the tone. This experiment was unsuccessful. The consumption of candles, butterand-almond cookies, marzipan, the regular payments for the trees, doctor’s bills and the quarterly honorarium that
has to be given to the prelate, altogether, said my uncle, come to an average daily expense of 11 marks, not to
mention the nervous wear and tear and other disturbances of health that began to appear in the fall of the first
year. These upsets were generally ascribed, at the time, to that autumnal sensibility that is always noticeable.
The real Christmas celebration went off quite normally. Something like a sigh of relief ran through my uncle’s
family when other families could be seen gathered under Christmas trees, others too had to sing and eat butterand-almond cookies. But the relief lasted only as long as the Christmas holidays. By the middle of January my
Cousin Lucie began to suffer from a strange ailment: at the sight of Christmas trees lying on the streets and on
rubbish heaps she broke into hysterical sobs. Then she had a real attack of insanity which the family tried to
discount as a nervous breakdown. At a coffee party in a friend’s house she struck a dish out of her hostess’ hand as
the latter was smilingly offering her butter-and-almond cookies. My cousin is, to be sure, what is called a
temperamental woman: and so she struck the dish from her friend’s hand, went up to the Christmas tree, tore it
from its stand and trampled on the glass balls, the artificial mushrooms, the candles and the stars, the while
emitting a continuous roar. The assembled ladies fled, including the hostess. They let Lucie rage, and stood
waiting for the doctor in the vestibule, forced to give ear to the sound of crashing china within. Painful though it is
for me, I must report that Lucie was taken away in a straitjacket.
Sustained hypnotic treatment checked her illness, but the actual cure proceeded very slowly. Above all, release
from the evening celebration, which the doctor demanded, seemed to do her visible good; after a few days she
began to brighten. At the end of ten days the doctor could risk at least talking to her about butter-and-almond
cookies, although she stubbornly persisted in refusing to eat them. The doctor then struck on the inspired idea of
feeding her some sour pickles and offering her salads and nourishing meat dishes. That was poor Lucie’s real
salvation. She laughed once more and began to interject ironic observations into the endless therapeutic
interviews she had with her doctor.
To be sure, the vacancy caused by her absence from the evening celebration was painful to my aunt, but it was
explained to her by a circumstance that is an adequate excuse in any woman’s eyes—pregnancy.
*
But Lucie had created what is called a precedent: she had proved that although my aunt suffered when
someone was absent, she did not immediately begin to scream, and now my Cousin Johannes and his brother-inlaw Carl attempted to infringe on the severe regulations, giving sickness as excuse or business appointments or
some other quite transparent pretext.
But here my uncle remained astonishing inflexible: with iron severity he decreed that only in exceptional cases
upon presentation of acceptable evidence could very short leaves of absence be permitted. For my aunt noticed
every further dereliction at once and broke into silent but continuing tears, which gave rise to the most serious
apprehensions.
At the end of four weeks Lucie, too, returned and said she was ready to take part once more in the daily
ceremony, but her doctor had insisted that a jar of pickles and a platter of nourishing sandwiches should be held in
readiness, since her butter-and-almond trauma had proved incurable. Thus for a time, through my uncle’s
unexpected severity, all branches of escape\fn{ The text has, puzzilingly: all branches of discipline} were suppressed
Shortly after the first anniversary of the daily Christmas celebration, disquieting rumors began to circulate: my
Cousin Johannes was said to have consulted a doctor friend of his about my aunt’s life expectancy, a truly sinister
rumor which throws a disturbing light on a peaceful family’s evening gatherings. The doctor’s opinion is said to
have been crushing for Johannes. All my aunt’s vital organs, which had always been sound, were in perfect
condition; her father’s age at the time of his death had been seventy-eight, and her mother’s eighty-six. My aunt
herself is sixty-two, and so there is no reason to prophesy an early passing. Still less reason, I consider, to wish for
one. After this when my aunt fell ill in midsummer—the poor woman suffered from vomiting and diarrhea—it
was hinted that she had been poisoned, but I expressly declare here and now that this rumor was simply the
invention of evil-minded relations. The trouble was clearly shown to have been caused by an infection brought
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into the house by one of the grandchildren. Moreover, analyses that were made of my aunt’s stools showed not the
slightest trace of poison.
That same summer Johannes gave the first evidences of anti-social inclinations: he resigned from the singing
circle and gave notice in writing that he planned to take no further part in the cultivation of the ‘German song.’ It
is only fair for me to add, however, that, despite the academic distinctions he had won, he was always an
uncultivated man. For the Virhymnia the loss of his bass voice was a serious matter.
My brother-in-law Carl began secretly to consult travel agencies. The land of his dreams had to have unusual
characteristics: no fir trees must grow there and their importation must be forbidden or rendered unfeasible by a
high tariff; besides—on his wife’s account—the secret of preparing butter-and-almond cookies must be unknown
and the singing of German Christmas songs forbidden by law. Carl declared himself ready to undertake hard
physical labor.
Since then he has been able to dispense with secrecy because of a complete and very sudden change which has
taken place in my uncle. This happened at such a disagreeable level that we have really had cause to be
disconcerted. That sober citizen, of whom it could be said that he was as stubborn as he was good and kind, was
observed performing actions that are neither more nor less than immoral and will remain so as long as the world
endures. Things became known about him, testified to by witnesses, that can only be described by the word
adultery. And the most dreadful thing is that he no longer denies them, but claims for himself the right to live in
circumstances and in relationships that make special legislation seem justifiable.
Awkwardly enough, this sudden change became evident just at the time when the second hearing of the two
parish priests was called. My Uncle Franz seems to have made such a deplorable impression as a witness, as
disguised plaintiff indeed, that it must be ascribed to him alone that the second hearing turned out favorably for
the two priests. But in the meantime all this had become a matter of indifference to Uncle Fanz: his downfall is
complete, already accomplished.
He too was the first to hit upon the shocking idea of having himself represented by an actor at the evening
celebration. He had found an unemployed bon vivant, who for two weeks imitated him so admirably that not even
his wife noticed the impersonation. Nor did his children notice it either. It was one of the grandchildren who,
during a pause in the singing, suddenly shouted: “Grandpapa has on socks with rings,” and triumphantly raised
the bon vivant’s trouser leg. This scene must have been terrifying for the poor artist; the family, too, was upset and
to avoid disaster struck up a song, as they had done so often before in critical situations. After my aunt had gone
to bed, the identity of the artist was quickly established. It was the signal for almost complete collapse.
*
However one must bear in mind that a year and a half is a long time, and it was mid-summer again, the time
when participation in the play is the hardest on my relations. Listless in the heat, they nibble at sand tarts and
ginger cookies, smile vacantly while they crack dried-out nuts, listen to the indefatigable hammering of the
gnomes and wince when the rosy-cheeked angel above their heads whispers, “Peace, peace.” But they carry on
while, despite their summer clothing, sweat streams down their cheeks and necks and soaks their shirts. Or rather:
they have carried on so far.
For the moment money plays no part—almost the reverse. People are beginning to whisper that Uncle Franz
had adopted business methods, too, which can hardly be described as those of a “Christian businessman.” He is
determined not to allow any material lessening of the family fortune, a resolution that both calms and alarms us.
The unmasking of the bon vivant led to a regular mutiny, as a result of which a compromise was reached:
Uncle Franz agreed to pay the expenses of a small theatrical troupe, which would replace him, Johannes, my
brother-in-law Carl, and Lucie, and it was further understood that one of the four would always take part in person
in the evening celebration in order to keep the children in check. Up till now the prelate has not noticed this
deception, which can hardly be described as pious. Aside from my aunt and the children, he is the only original
figures still in the play.
An exact schedule has been worked out which, in the family circle, is known as the operational program, and
thanks to the provision that one of them is always present in person, the actors too are allowed certain vacations.
Meanwhile it was observed that the latter were not averse to the celebration and were glad to earn some additional
money; thus it was possible to reduce their wages, since fortunately there is no lack of unemployed actors. Carl
tells me that there is reason to hope that these “salaries” can be reduced still more, especially as the actors are
given a meal and it is well known that art becomes cheaper when food is involved.
I have already briefly mentioned Lucie’s unhappy history: now she spends almost all her time in night spots
and, on those days when she is compelled to take part in the household celebration, she is beside herself. She
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wears corduroy britches, colored pullovers, runs around in sandals and she has cut off her splendid hair in order to
wear unbecoming bangs and a coiffure that I only recently discovered was once considered modern—it is known
as a pony-tail. Although I have so far been unable to observe any overt immorality on her part, but only a kind of
exaltation, which she herself describes as existentialism, nevertheless I cannot regard this development as
desirable; I prefer quiet women, who move decorously to the rhythm of the waltz, know how to recite agreeable
verses and whose nourishment is not exclusively sour pickles and goulash seasoned with paprika. My brother-inlaw Carl’s plans to emigrate seem on the point of becoming a reality: he has found a country, not far from the
equator, which seems to answer his requirements, and Lucie is full of enthusiasm; in this country people wear
clothes not unlike hers, they love sharp spices and they dance to those rhythms without which she maintains life is
no longer possible for her. It is a little shocking that these two do not plan to obey the command, “Abide in the
land I have given you,” but on the other hand I can understand their desire to flee.
Things are worse with Johannes. Unfortunately the evil rumor has proved true; he has become a Communist.
He has broken off all relations with the family, pays no attention to anything and takes part in the evening
celebration only in the person of his double. His eyes have taken on a fanatical expression, he makes public
appearances behaving like a dervish at party meetings, neglects his practice and writes furious articles in the
appropriate journals. Strangely enough he now sees more of Franz, who is vainly trying to convert him—and vice
versa. Despite all their spiritual estrangement, they seem personally to have grown somewhat closer.
Franz I have not seen in a long time, but I have had news of him. He is said to have fallen into a profound
depression, to spend his time in dim churches, and I believe that his piety can be fairly described as exaggerated.
After the family misfortunes began he started to neglect his calling, and recently I saw on the wall of a ruined
house a faded poster saying:

Last Battle of our Veteran Lenz
against Lecoq
Lenz is Hanging up the Gloves
The date on the poster was March, and now we are well into August. Franz is said to have fallen on bad times.
I believe he finds himself in a situation which has never before occurred in our family: he is poor. Fortunately he
has remained single, and so the social consequences of his irresponsible piety harm only him. He has tried with
amazing perseverance to have a guardian appointed for Lucie’s children became he considers they are endangered
by the daily celebration. But his efforts have remained fruitless; thank God, the children of wealthy people are not
exposed to the interference of social institutions.
The one least removed from the rest of the family circle is, for all his deplorable actions, Uncle Franz. To be
sure, despite his advanced years, he has a mistress. And his business practices, too, are of a sort that we admire, to
be sure, but cannot at all approve. Recently he has appointed an unemployed stage manager to supervise the
evening celebration and see that everything runs like clockwork. Everything does in fact run like clockwork.
5
Almost two years have now gone by—a long time. And I could not resist the temptation, during one of my
evening strolls, to stop in at my uncle’s house, where no true hospitality is any longer possible, since strange
actors wander about every evening and the members of the family have devoted themselves to reprehensible
pleasures. It was a mild summer evening, and I turned into the avenue of chestnut trees I heard the verse:
The wintry woods are clad in snow …

A passing truck made the rest inaudible. Slowly and softly I approached the house and looked through a crack
in the curtains. The similarity of the actors who were present to those of my relations whom they represented was
so startling that for an instant I could not recognize which one this evening was the Superintendent, as they call
him. I could not see the gnomes but I could hear them. Their chirping tinkle has a wave length that can penetrate
any wall. The whispering of the angel was inaudible. My aunt seemed to be really happy: she was chatting with
the prelate, and it was only later that I recognized my brother-in-law as the one real person present—if that is the
right word. I recognized him by the way he rounded and pointed his lips as he blew out a match. Apparently there
371

are unchangeable individual traits. This led me to reflect that the actors, too, were obviously treated to cigars,
cigarettes and wine—in addition there was asparagus every evening. If their appetites were shameless—and what
artist’s is not?—this meant a considerable additional expense for my uncle. The children were playing with dolls
and wooden wagons in a corner of the room. They looked pale and tired. Perhaps one really ought to have some
consideration for them. I was struck by the idea that they might perhaps be replaced by wax dolls of the kind on
sees in the windows of drugstores as advertisements for powdered milk and skin lotions. It seems to me those
look quite natural.
As a matter of fact I intend to call the family’s attention to the possible effect on the children’s temperament of
this unnatural daily excitement. Although a certain amount of discipline does no harm, it seems to me that they are
being subjected to excessive demands.
I left my observation post when the people inside began to sing: “Silent Night.” I simply could not bear the
song. The air was so mild—and for an instant I had the feeling that I was watching an assembly of ghosts.
Suddenly I had a craving for sour pickles and this gave me some inkling of how very much Lucie must have
suffered.
*
I have now succeeded in having the children replaced by wax dolls. Their procurement was costly—Uncle
Franz hesitated for some time—but one really could not go on irresponsibly feeding the children on marzipan
every day and making them sing songs which in the long run might cause them psychic injury. The procurement
of the dolls proved to be useful because Carl and Lucie really emigrated and Johannes also withdrew his children
from his father’s household. I bade farewell to Carl and Lucie and the children as they stood amid large traveling
trunks. They seemed happy, if a little worried. Johannes, too, has left our town. Somewhere or other he is engaged
in reorganizing a Communist cell.
Uncle Franz is weary of life. Recently he complained to me that people are always forgetting to dust off the
dolls. His servants in particular cause him difficulties, and the actors seem inclined to be undisciplined. They
drink more than they ought, and some of them have been caught filling their pockets with cigars and cigarettes. I
advised my uncle to provide them with colored water and cardboard cigars.
The only reliable ones are my aunt and the prelate. They chat together about the good old times, giggle and
seem to enjoy themselves, interrupting their conversation only when a song is struck up.
In any event, the celebration goes on.
My cousin Franz has taken an amazing step. He has been accepted as a lay brother in a nearby monastery.
When I saw him for the first time in a cowl. I was startled: that large figure, with broken nose, thickened lips and
melancholy expression, reminded me more of a prisoner than a monk. He seemed almost to have read my
thoughts.
“Life is a prison sentence,” he said softly.
I followed him into the interview room. We conversed haltingly, and he was obviously relieved when the bell
summoned him to the chapel for prayers. I remained behind, thoughtful, as he departed: he went in a great hurry,
and his haste seemed genuine.
58.380 A Mark Piece\fn{by Rolf Schroers (1919-1981)} Neuss, North Rhine-Westphalia, Germany (M) 2
Even if he’s got three children, a hospital cashier doesn’t get a big wage; and the money handed to him over
the counter isn’t willingly given, as it would be if he were selling shiny goods or tasty sweets, but is pushed over
with a sigh. Active as he is in the hospital’s office, he knows only too well how the administration has to save,
how it pleads for public funds so as to be able to look after its patients, and that, however hard it tries, it never
gets enough money for those expensive medicines which can only be called useful and not totally indispensable.
In addition, a cashier like this faces yet other troubles. He lives with the smell of medicine and is surrounded by
men in white overalls who induce pain in order to relieve it, and who hurry along the corridors so quietly that they
seem to be afraid of waking the dead.
Igne had learnt to laugh welcomingly at her husband when he came home from the office; not loud and
raucous like someone who enjoys the sound of his own laughter, but quietly, more with her eyes than with her
mouth. She kept herself healthy, sometimes put make-up on her face, and was always fresh in the evening after a
day with her noisy, obstinate children. Moreover, she was ashamed when she took his wages from him and
divided them up in the little bags which were laid out ready and which had written on them what the money
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should be spent on.
That Sunday, the cashier, Johannes, had given her a five-mark piece. He had produced it suddenly from his
pocket, spun it in the air and said,
“Catch!”
She had caught it and had looked at him. She felt frightened and for a moment saw fear on his lips as well.
Then he laughed.
“It’s for the fair,” he whispered. “For the children. All children have money for the fair.”
“Yes,” whispered Inge.
“I sold something,” whispered Johannes, “and got five marks for it.
In fact, it had been taken out of the cash register, later on Saturday and without danger—only his wife mustn’t
know about it. She mustn’t know about the other thing either—that he was giving blood for Blood Transfusion on
Monday. He was booked for then; it was firmly fixed. He would give blood and get five marks for it. Of course,
he could have waited till Monday for the five marks, but the fair finished this Sunday and the children should
have their fair money. He would give his blood for it on Monday; if it hadn’t been for the fair he would certainly
never have thought of doing such a thing.
Inge didn’t ask what he had sold. She had too much common sense and, because of the money, she also felt the
slightly superior feeling, the defiance rising in her which sometimes changed her whole life for hours, as if she’d
suddenly been allotted a completely new house-keeping budget and were extremely rich, infinitely rich. She stood
there, her eyes closed, the silver piece in her hand, imagining what it would be like to be infinitely rich.
Her husband lay stretched on the sofa, the newspaper in his hands, when she left the house with the children.
She knew that he was proud of himself now and happy, and that that was why he hid himself away behind the
newspaper. She loved Johannes dearly, his helplessness, his half-hearted desire to enjoy himself, but above all his
helplessness. She loved him almost as a mother loves—as she loved her own children who tormented her so with
their wild ways; she loved him even when she took away his wages and divided them up in the little waiting bags.
This time, Johannes had played a trick on her, a cunning trick, which she didn’t yet see through.
*
The children were allowed wishes. They had to give something to the beggars. Then they whirled round the
merry-go-round on horses and rocking-chairs, sucked toffee-licks, and their mother had to shoot at the rifle-stand
—a wide-brimmed straw hat for each of them. And while the children found novelty after novelty on the tiny
square, and the electric organs piped out their shrill tunes, and Punch battered Judy to death, Inge suddenly grew
worried as she had been before when she took the five-mark piece and saw the frightened look on Johannes’ lips,
and she worried about the money wasted so quickly, thrown away on merry-go-rounds and shooting and lollipops.
Just think! They only ever had margarine at home and their youngest hadn’t any shoes. But when, her lips set,
Inge suppressed the nagging worries, she noticed that it wasn’t the waste which worried her but something
different, something quite indefinite and hardly noticeable which came from all the mad hurly-burly through
which her children were now romping and, in which, perhaps, her husband, too, was living out his life.
For neither children nor husband understood anything about the money they had to pay with; only she knew
about the money, and it wasn’t that but something else, too, they were consuming, a part of her own self they were
using up and throwing to the winds, giving out for the merry-go-rounds and for the little sweets.
She shook her head and wiped her forehead. For some moments, she stared at one of the men working the
boat-swings, a man with a greasy, dark vest, tanned face and coarse muscles; but she didn’t realize she was staring
at him and when, at a gesture from him, she did notice, she turned her head and went away.
She gave the children the remains of the money, dividing it carefully according to age and merit and advising
them how to use it. Then the fishmonger who sold her the cheapest Friday fillet spoke to her and she smelt the
fishy smell that hung about him.
The man talked exuberantly, rubbing his broad hands together, raising his shoulders and straightening himself
up stockily on his stocky legs. Inge heard herself laugh and answer back in a bright, confusing voice, like that of a
young girl, which went higher and higher as if doing all it could to get to the top of a scale. And while she laughed
with the man and smelt his fishy smell, listening to him and answering him, the children came back to her, emptyhanded now, the money wasted. They kept a pace away from their mother, only a step, looked busily around as if
she didn’t concern them, and put their skinny little fists deep into their pockets.
The fishmonger called them over in a blaring voice, gave the youngest a mark and said,
“Now, sonny, you go and spend that with your brothers.”
Inge saw the coin in the tiny hand which closed excitedly around it. Suddenly she was overcome with envy and
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snatched the coin from the child.
“I’ll keep it for you,” she said. “You’ll be able to save it up. You’ve wasted money already today.”
Again she heard her voice like that of another woman, and she was ashamed of herself in front of the
fishmonger, as if he could see through her envy, and ashamed of herself in front of the little child’s sulking face,
screwed up in a look of utter disappointment.
“Am I frightened?” she asked herself. “What am I frightened of?”
Quickly, as if she’d been caught doing something wrong, she gave the mark piece back. The little boy ran off
with it and the fishmonger laughed good-humoredly. Suddenly, she felt herself hating the fishmonger. Leaving
him standing where he was, she ran after the child.
He had lost the coin. He wasn’t worried about the loss and watched without interest while his mother searched
up and down the trampled grass, stooping low, fingers spread out, going round and round in circles, the organs
piping away all the time. If his mother hadn’t already disputed his right to the coin, he would certainly have cried.
As it was, he gloated a little as he watched her.
Inge did not look for very long. She knew that her search was in vain; but she was tired and worn out and she
cursed the child.
“If only you’d let me have it,” she said.
On the way home, she kept on thinking of the trampled grass where she had looked for the mark piece as if it
were lost happiness, and she heard again the crashing of the music and the children’s screams.
Then, back inside, she cursed her husband. He was a spendthrift, she said, the children would soon learn how
to throw money away if they were sent to the fair with so much. Johannes, who could not say that he still had to
pay the money back, clumsily tried to defend himself with talk of enjoying himself and of the pleasures of life;
but he soon became silent when Inge’s anger broke into heavy and, to him, incomprehensible sobbing.
58.382 The Pilgrimage\fn{by Hans Bender (1919-

)}

Muehlhausen, Thuringia, Germany (M) 4

Weakly and sleepily Hans stood in the kitchen on the table while Anna stuffed him into his trousers.
“Won’t you soon be ready so that we can drink coffee?” asked Father.
“I would have been finished long ago if he weren’t so obstinate,” said Anna and pulled the braces tight as if
she wanted to revenge herself on them for having Hans to get up while everyone was still asleep.
Hans jumped from the table. He preferred to slip into his shoes without help. They were new, yellow sandals
with holes, and they squeaked when the sole bent as one walked.
When Anna had placed the cups, the marmalade, the bread and the pot of coffee on the table and the coffee’s
aroma was tickling the nostrils, Mother came in and said,
“We drink no coffee today.” Father, who had already sat down, asked,
“Why should we not drink any?”
“Sad, if you don’t know why,” said Mother.
The reproach could even be seen on her back as she struck the long needle in front of the mirror through her
hat and into her hair. Father sipped his coffee. Anna, who was excluded from the ban because she was staying at
home, sat all the more broadly at the table and dunked scraps of bread in her cup. Mother called Anna to the
fireplace, took the lids off the pots and explained to her what she should cook at midday and in the evening.
“But by evening we shall probably be long since back,” said Mother.
*
In the yard Father started the car, the black high-wheeled Renault with the closed radiator-hood. The motor
was cold; it spluttered, stalled. Father wiped the sweat from his brow, switched it on again, and as he growled a
curse, the motor started. Mother and Hans climbed into the shaking car, Mother at the front, Hans at the back.
Father climbed in and grasped the gear-lever. Anna came out of the house and called,
“Hans has forgotten his cap!”
Slowly they drove out of the yard, turned into the street which lay quiet and empty; a village street on a June
morning before sunrise. In the valley mist floated along the waters of the stream, and behind the hill in the east the
sun soared upwards, a saw-blade of silver teeth, then the glowing ball of the sun itself, which blinds the eyes if
one does not turn them away.
With the sun awoke the villages through which they drove. Cows staggered across the street, horses trotted to
the watering place—wooden troughs into which the water fell glistening from rusty pipes. Geese and hens
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fluttered up in front of the wheels. Open vans pushed their way out of the yardgates; drowsy farm-hands sat on the
boxes and knocked the cows and horses aside.
The meadows were followed by woods. The sun filtered its light through the tips of the beeches, speckled the
car, Father, and Mother, who moved her lips in a whisper and counted the pearls of the rosary through her fingers.
“It is not really right for us to make a pilgrimage by car,” said Mother. “The other pilgrims go on foot. From
Trier, from Fulda, from Wurzburg and Cologne they come on foot. They carry crosses and banner with them,
carry sick people on biers and many pilgrims even put nails and peas in their shoes—”
“Cooked peas,” said Father, and laughed.
He whistled in front of him and pressed his foot harder on the accelerator. The kilometer needle went up to 60.
Mother said,
“But it’s nice for you to drive us there by car even if you don’t really believe in the miracle. You are doing a
good work. Perhaps later you will receive Grace for it.”
“What miracle is this?” asked Father.
“The miracle of the Holy Blood!”
And Mother told Father the story which she had already told Hans the evening before as he was going to bed:
six hundred years ago, a priest was celebrating mass, the chalice had fallen over. Instead of wine, blood poured
over the altar-cloth. The blood drew twelve red heads of the Savior with his crown of thorns on the white linen.
“Six hundred years ago?” asked Father skeptically.
“They show the linen during the time of the pilgrimages in a silver shrine. You will both see it.”
A castle stood on the hill. A flag fluttered above the tower.
“It was destroyed in the Peasants’ War,”\fn{ A reference to the disturbances which began in 1524 in the southern area of the
Black Forest and spread in 1525 through southern Germany (excepting Bavaria), Hesse, Thuringia, Saxony and Tirol. Citing Luther’s plea
for the “liberty of Christian men,” the peasants demanded the restoration of their customary rights and destroyed abbeys and manor houses.
Luther, however, attacked them in passionately worded pamphlets; the individual peasant bands were badly led; and they were easily
defeated with enormous loss of life by the armies of the various territorial princes } said Father.

Cornfields rolled uphill, downhill—the green cornfields of June with the blue and red dots of the corn flowers
and poppies.
“This is the granary of our country. You will learn that in school,” said Father.
Mother whispered the painful rosary. The car grumbled along. The roads were bumpy. Small stones pattered
against the radiator. The wake blew up the dust, a yellow, fluttering cloud, which sank down far behind on to the
fields.
Father had to stop twice because the water boiled in the radiator. When he unscrewed the tap, the hot water
splashed over his hands.
“Damn and blast!” he cursed. Curses the stars from the sky, the devils on to the streets, plague over the granary
of the country.
“Don’t curse! Please, please don’t curse,” wailed Mother. “It’s a pilgrimage!”
*
They saw the towers first of all. High above the hills lay the town, above the roofs of the houses the church.
“Jerusalem must be like that!” said Mother.
“We’ll be there in fifteen minutes if the car doesn’t play any tricks. It’s too much for the old heap.” Mother
prayed and looked overjoyed towards the town of pilgrimage.
“I’m as hungry as a bear,” said Father. “What about you, Hans?”
“Me, too.”
“Oh, you two only think of worldly things,” sighed Mother.
Yellow and white and blue and white flags hung from the windows in the town. Father stopped in front of the
“Reichsapfel Inn.” There was an exchange of words between him and Mother. But finally she said softly,
“All right, I’ll go ahead alone and you two come later.”
Quickly she went down the narrow street. In the bar parlor Father had to call three times before the service
came out of the kitchen—a waitress who had fastened a white starched apron with safety pins over her black
dress.
“It’s quiet here,” said Father.
“It’s too early yet. The pilgrims are still in the church.”
“We’re pilgrims too and we’re here,” said Father.
“Pilgrims with a car—that doesn’t count,” said the waitress.
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“Even that is hard enough in your area, it’s such a God-forsaken place and the roads aren’t even tarred.”
“Do you want something to eat?” said the waitress slightly annoyed.
“Yes, to eat and drink. Bring a plate of sausage and some wine. A lemonade for the little man. What sort do
you want?”
“A green one,” said Hans.
“A Wasldmeister then,” said the waitress, and went behind the counter where she disappeared in the open door.
Father watched the waitress go, rubbed his hands, looked at Hans and said once more,
“I’m as hungry as a bear.”
“Me, too.” The waitress brought the glasses and the bottle of lemonade. Father asked,
“Is it any good, your wine?”
“The guests praise it.”
“I am actually a connoisseur, you should know,” said Father and patted the waitress on the backside.
He talked continuously with the waitress as she laid the knives and forks. Father’s voice was different than
normal, softer, friendlier.
On the plate there were all sorts of sausage, pink Lyon, dark red ham, liver sausage, salami, black-collared
pork with white crackling. Onions and gherkins, cut into sections, were laid around the edge of the plate. Bread,
dark brown, moist pieces with a burnt crust, were piled in layers on top of one another in a little bucket like a
funeral pile.
“It tastes good! It tastes good here!” Father exulted. “Does it taste good to you?”
Hans had his mouth full. He nodded.
“It has to taste good to him, better than at home. It tastes better to me than at home, too,” Father said looking
up at the waitress.
“I hope you like it.”
“Thanks. I do already.”
Hans drank the lemonade with his bread and sausage too quickly, because Mother was not there to warn him.
Hans burped. Father and the waitress laughed together, as if they had known each other for a long time. When the
plate was empty Hans moved up and down on his chair. Fathered ordered his third glass of wine, holding as he did
the waitress by the arm. To Hans he said:
“You’re probably tired of sitting. How would it be if you went on ahead alone …”
“Yes.”
Outside Hans went down the narrow street. The high walls of the church closed it off at the end, and the organ
murmured in the distance. But Hans had forgotten his cap. He always forgot his cap. Her went back down the
narrow street and already felt ashamed at Father’s laughter.
When Hans opened the door, he saw the waitress sitting next to Father. He had laid his arm around the
waitress’ shoulder. They sat with their backs to him, and they did not hear how Hans opened the door—and closed
it again.
*
From two streets which ran into a large square in front of the church, came the pilgrims. They were singing;
they walked forward beneath banners and crosses. Priests and altar-boys led the way. A bearded man carried a
cross made of beams as thick as tree-trunks, carried it on his shoulder like Christ in the picture in Mother’s
bedroom. Girls carried wax tapers, birch twigs and meadow flowers with fragrance.
The pilgrims who came from the right, sang a different song from the pilgrims who came from the left. The
songs wafted together. The sound of the bells, which swung their casings up above in the open windows of the
tower, almost drowned the songs and the organ thundered through the church door.
Where the processions crossed, Hans got caught in the crush, too. They pressed him with them through the
doorway into the high church hall. Bundles of sunlight, consisting of many-colored sections, shot diagonally
through the darkness. The High Altar was a mountain of candles, which blazed behind the incense haze yolkyyellow. Many priests, in white and gold robes, stood on the altar steps; altar-boys, white and red, carried banners
and crosses from one side to the other, and three big altar-boys swung the censers, from which clouds, as thick as
cotton wool swabs, floated. Up above, beneath the cupola, in front of large pictures, swallows flitted from window
to window, twitted undisturbed into the song of the pilgrims and the roar of the organ, as if the vaulted roof were
the summer sky.
The pilgrims pressed towards the side altar, on which even more candles were burning than on the High Altar.
The candles bent in their own heat, and the wax dripped on to the altar-cloth and on to the blue blossoms of the
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hortensias.
In the flickering and reeking of the candles glistened the silver shrine, which framed a gilded linen cloth. The
traces of blood—as Mother had said. The heads could no longer be recognized, but it was the miraculous cloth.
The pilgrims stare upwards, so that their feet stumbled. They fell on to their knees in front of the altar and kissed
the cross which lay on the steps. A priest prayed loudly:
“Holy, most precious blood.”
“Save us,” called the pilgrims.
They all wanted to reach the altar with the blood, pressing through the narrow aisle between the pews. In one
of the pews stood Mother. Her eyes—only the white of the eyeball could be seen—looked up to the shrine, and
her lips moved in prayer. Hans was glad when he saw Mother. He slipped into the pew, placed himself next to her,
but only after a few minutes did she notice him, took his hand and whispered,
“Pray that Father receives Grace.”
Grace? Hans did not know what Grace was. He whispered the prayers he had learnt by heart as a child, which
did not seem to fit properly here. And when he had prayed twice he thought of Father and the waitress. It was sin.
Only around Mother’s shoulder was Father allowed to put his arm. Once he had heard them arguing in the
bedroom when he had woken up, in the middle of the night.
If it was Grace that Father would become nicer to Mother, then he wanted to pray for Grace. He called with is
high voice into the everlasting litany of the pilgrims.
“Save us.”
“Save us.”
*
In front of the church, in the midday light, stood Father. He held out the cap to Hans, laughed, blinked into the
sun and he tottered a little.
“Oh what you have missed!” said Mother.
“Missed nothing at all,” said Father. “I was in there, too. I got the blessing at the end.”
“At least the blessing,” said Mother.
On the square in front of the church the pilgrims now sat or lay on the grass. The women and children bit into
folded sandwiches, and the men put beer bottles on their mouths. Some had tied handkerchiefs on their heads,
others had opened umbrellas in order to sleep in the shade of their black covering.
“Hans will definitely want to see the fair,” said Father.
“There’s a fair, too?”
“Yes, pilgrims’ fair, but Mother has to eat something first.”
“I’m as hungry as a bear,” said Mother.
They laughed and went up to the Rehchsapfel where, pressed close together between the many guests, they ate
their midday meal. The waitress hurried from table to table and had no time to speak with Father. It was good so.
*
The sun lay on the awnings of the stalls. The salesmen and saleswomen stood in its yellow light behind the
shirts, jackets, gloves, socks, clogs, hats, caps. One stall was completely covered with lace. A man unwound it
from the rolls, hung himself about with lace and enticed the ladies towards him with a hoarse voice.
“Do you want some lace?” asked Father.
“No, thank you,” said Mother.
Here were stalls with rosaries, wax figures, holy pictures, statues, small monstrances and chalices. The
miraculous cloth was being sold, the twelve heads of the Savior with the crown of thorns printed clearly in red on
it.
“Do you want one of those cloths?” asked Father.
“Yes, one—no, two. We’ll take one for Anna.”
“Do you want anything else?”
A merry-go-round went round. A swing-boat swung. Children rode on gray horses with teeth bared, rocked in
swans and gondolas, held the snaffles and the brass bars, turned round and round in front of the colorful boards
with elves, dwarfs and water lilies, swung up and down between mirrors and cloths trimmed with pearls; the big
boys looped the loop overhead and shrieked across the fair as if they were calling for help.
“Do you want to rid a horse or a swing-boat?” asked Father.
“A horse—on a dapple gray,” said Hans.
Father and Mother waved whenever he flew past. The organ pipes resounded, and the wooden conductors
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jerked their arms, the bell tinkled, and the blocks braked so that horses, swans and gondolas wobbled.
“Are you dizzy?”
“Not a bit.”
Children blew into tin horns, blew into pipes, blew into paper snakes, which rolled themselves out to the
wiggling feather at the tail. A hundred sweetmeats lay piled up in pyramids on the sloping tables of the toffee
stalls.
“Do you want a ginger-bread heat or poppy-bread?” asked Father.
“A wonder bag,” said Hans.
“Nonsense—but give him one,” said Father to the girl behind the table.
“I hope you won’t be disappointed,” said Mother.
Inside were two balloons and a tin wrist watch on a rubber band. The hands were painted on the dial.
“What time is it?” asked Hans.
Father read off the time and said, “Seven o’clock—it’s five hours fast, your watch. At seven o’clock we shall
be long since home.”
*
Mother looked back at the pilgrimage town. Then the towers dipped down behind the hills.
“It was lovely, it was uplifting,” said Mother.
The sun, an orange-yellow globe, the lower half blackened like a lampion at the end of a Shrove Tuesday
night, hovered where the road ran over the horizon, as if Father was driving the car into the sun. From the
cornfields wafted warm oven air, but the shadows of the fir trees in the woods which lay across the road, were
already cold in the evening. The dampness of the mosses could be smelled and mist climbed from the fields.
“Isn’t something burning?” asked Father. All three turned up their noses, and Father drove so slowly that you
could have run alongside.
“No, it’s nothing,” said Father and pressed down the accelerator again. Mother turned around and said;
“Why don’t you put your cap on?”
“I like the wind,” said Hans.
“You will catch cold.”
“Put your cap on at once!” said Father sternly.
The castle which had been destroyed in the Peasants’ War, now lay on the other side. The journey went faster
because everything was familiar.
“Drive slowly,” said Mother. “We don’t need to hurry. I got everything ready for Anna to cook.”
“We’ll get home just in time for supper,” said Father. “Is there something good?”
“There’s fillet of veal and bean salad.”
“I hope she doesn’t burn the veal,” said Father.
The sun’s disc sank quickly, a coin which the money box swallows. In front of the clear green-blue sky the
moon has appeared, a white piece of ice, which the sun had half melted. As the car was pulling up a hill, smoke
climbed out of the slits in the radiator. Father breaked, jumped out to open the radiator-hood. A flame stabbed
upwards.
“Get out! Get out!” he cried.
Mother and Hans tumbled over one another in the ditch. Up above there were two dull bangs shortly after one
another and black smoke poured out behind. The radiator bubbled under the flames, oil and petrol dripped down
the wheels, their wet tongues licked across the road and flames leaped after them and consumed them.
“What can we do?” Mother called across to Father. He lifted his arms high, let them fall slowly.
“Nothing, nothing at all! There’s no water in the vicinity and even if there were, it would be too late. The
petrol tank has exploded.”
“O God, O God,” wailed Mother.
“We can only watch,” said Father. “Isn’t it burning nicely, Hans?”
There were yellow and blue flames. They were warm like a grass fire in autumn. Cracks ran across the
windows, then they shattered, and with the windows the first sparks sprayed on to the seats.
“The good upholstery,” said Mother.
“We’ll buy a new car,” said Father.
“How do we get home?” asked Mother. “It will soon be dark.”

378

47.249 A Heart Of Furious Fancies\fn{by Winona McClintic (c.1921?- )} Koblenz, Rhineland-Palatinate, Germany
(F) 2
It was time to go to the Old Norse class at the University. I went to the campus very often in those days when I
was adjusted to the great conspiracy. I was as contented with life as a reasonable person could expect to be. I had
to read books on which the ink was not dry, and suffer similar annoyances, but I was kept going by my knowledge
of the secret gesture.
I went downstairs and out of the house, building my singular defenses which would not outlive the day. I
passed the house where the two little children lived.
“Here comes The Lady,” they screamed, dropping the wagon and running out to the street to watch me go. It
was amazing that such little children could be taught to act so convincingly. I wished that the Director would
teach them new lines. They said the same thing every day.
The sun was warm and they had put perfume on the wind, like flower scents or newly cut grass. Birds had
been trained to sing. On some days they threw rain down on me. If they threw it down too long, I got sick; then
they laughed and dressed up like doctors or men who sell cough medicine in drugstores. They waited until I came
out of a building to throw the rain down; when I went back in, the rain stopped—they were saving it for the next
time. Sometimes they threw hail down. It all depended on how they felt.
As I turned into the main street, I could hear the excitement going on behind the buildings.
“Here She comes,” they were saying in frantic glee and haste, “here comes The Lady.”
The Director was running up and down behind the false fronts, carrying his megaphone and shouting
directions, but softly, so that I could not hear. With the precision of experts, they were able to keep at least three
blocks ahead of me with the building. As I stepped on the proper block, I could hear them mumbling their lines,
those who had speaking parts. The Director must be shouting to them:
“Act like a mob scene! Come on now! Act like a mob scene! (This will give Her a turn. Ha ha.)”
So they came down the street toward me, some talking in mock conversation, others walking past casually, but
looking at me slyly when they thought I would not see. There were prompters at each corner.
I was almost at the gate of the campus. Past here, I was not called The Lady, for the students and professors
claimed ignorance of my title. They had their little ways. Beside the gate a man looked at me intently, making
sure, before pointing a finger at me. The nail was black and broken at the tip.
“J’accuse,” he whispered, showing yellow teeth as he smiled. “J’accuse you!”\fn{I Accuse, the title of Emile Zola’s
letter printed in L’Aurore (a Paris newspaper) of January, 1898, in which he denounced both the military and civil authorites over what
became known as The Dreyfus Affair, accusing them of lying in order to cover up the treasonous behavior of certain high-ranking military
and civilian officials, and the honor of the French armed forces; of which, in time, he was proved correct }

I backed away from him. They laughed behind the buildings. A trained dog was sitting on the curb, playing
dumb. Now, he walked over to me and tried to repeat what the man had said, but he could not pronounce the
French. This was ghastly beyond belief.
“Ha ha,” the Director was saying to his assistants, “that gave Her a turn!”
I had just time to go up the steps and into the classroom. The professor was a floor above me, memorizing his
lines and gathering his props. They painted false glasses on him; I had seen the smear lines near his ears on a day
when he was late. The other students were pretending to read their notes. I sat down in the proper place and
feigned that I was one of them.
“When The Lady comes,” I muttered, “I’ll say my lines to Her.”
They had surpassed themselves on the language, inventing a middle voice and hiding words in the glossary at
the back of the book. I could not find them there, but the other students had keys and always found them.
The lecture was interesting in spite of what lay behind it. Determined not to be fooled today, I took no notes.
That way madness lies.
After class was over, I went up two flights to the English Office. They had the stairs finished by the time I got
to them. They looked substantial, but bits of plaster and wood-shavings fell from the top now and then. The steps
wobbled a little as I went up. In the English Office the paint was still not dry, but it was crowded with men
running in and out, carrying papers and bluebooks. I waited for the secretary, who was saying lines on the
telephone.
“I want to make an appointment to take the Master’s Oral next term,” I said in a loud voice.
Everyone turned and looked at me in consternation—the Director had not prepared them for this unlikely
event. The secretary responded with great stage presence and comic effect.
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“You will have to come another time,” she said slyly, “the Master is not here today.”
Everyone laughed immoderately. I could never make them give the right answers.
“Come again at one o’clock,” said the secretary, appearing to relent.
I said thank you and went down the stairs rapidly, so that they could use the lumber for the building where I ate
lunch. I was a little late, which made the waitresses angry. The coffee was bitter because it had boiled while they
waited for me.
I walked around the streets for an hour, testing the people to see if they knew their lines. I went to a cigar store
and checked the book racks, although I knew they had not printed any new ones for four months—they thought I
was reading too much. Miss Otis Regrets was still there in its lurid cover, but I refused to buy it.
“I regret, too,” I whispered. “Ich regret alles.”
I looked at them quickly, but they preferred to ignore the comment. I tried to confuse them by buying a candy
bar. This one was real but still warm from the oven. I had almost caught them at it.
I walked back to the campus. Students were coming out of classes. We had a good Director, who could handle
so many characters in one scene. When I went back to the English Office, everyone was waiting. All through their
usual lunch hour, writers had been busy, deleting and rewriting. The temper showed in the dialogue for the rest of
the day.
The secretary said curtly that I should see the professor who was acting head of the department for this term. I
went into the inner office and closed the door. The walls shook a little, for this was scenery which was seldom
used. The head of the department put his cards on the table almost immediately.
“What are you doing at this school?” he asked sneeringly.
“I am working for the Ph.D. in English with linguistic emphasis,” I answered bravely. I could no other. The
professor cut the Gordian knot with a contemptuous flick of his hand.
“Do you think you are able to grasp philology?” he asked. It was a trap.
“Certainly,” I replied, but my doubts came over me. He stood up and tore his hair.
“You are a fraud!” he screamed. “What do you know about the dative case?”
I replied with dignity.
“Everything,” I said. The trap snapped shut.
“What about Grimm’s Law?” shouted the professor in a frenzy. “What about Boyle’s Law?”
“I break them all!” I answered in ringing tones. He saw it was useless to browbeat me. His tone changed and
became gentle, soothing.
“You don’t really want to be a philologist,” he murmured hypnotically, “a Lady Philologist? No man wants to
pinch a Lady Philologist.”
I set my jaw, determining to go pinchless to the grave. Now he became frank, confiding. In this mood he was
the most dangerous of all. The Director knew his men and of what high histrionics they were capable.
“My dear young Lady,” said the professor, “subterfuge is useless. We have been on to you from the start. You
are a fraud. A fraud in Old English, a fraud in Old Irish, a fraud in Old Norse, a fraud in Gothic, frauds in German,
Latin, French, and Old French!”
“You forgot Spanish,” I said weakly.
“You have reached new heights of fraudery in Spanish,” he added. “You have set a new low in frauddom.
Remember, we know all about you.”
“All?” I asked, but hope was fading fast.
“All!” the professor said with finality. I could hear a low chuckle on the other side of the wall. The big scene
had come off successfully and the Director was satisfied. I tried once more, putting forth feeble wings to soar into
realms of deduction where Verner and Holtzmann sported in the Urgermanisch dawn.
“I can read all those languages,” I said.
“Bah!” The head of the department was swollen with victory.
“What about inchoate verbs, rhotacism, Verscharfung, omphalic succession, West Germanic consonant
gemination, Kinsey’s law of cause and effect?”
I was silent; I had no answer to that.
“What shall I do?” I spoke with Russian somberness and resignation.
“Well, now, let’s see.” He shuffled around in the drawers of the desk. “We seem to have destroyed your
photostatic records, by accident, of course. You will have to start in again from the beginning.”
“Freshman English?” I moaned in horror.
“No, just as a graduate student.” The professor was following strict orders. “But any more nonsense about
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degrees and we will sentence you to courses in Shakespeare, term after term, year after year. He wrote plays, you
know, or someone of the same name did, who lived at about that time, we think.”
It was time to go. I thanked him for letting me waste his time. He turned back to his desk and I decided that
now was the moment I must strike a blow for reality. Fortunately, I had my wee penknife and a pair of white
cotton gloves in my shoulder-strap bag. Gently, without his noticing, I inserted the thin blade into his back. I had
been right all the time; just as I had suspected—no blood. The false cadaver was heavy for me, but I pushed and
pulled, careful not to bump the knife. I wanted the Director to see it as soon as he came, that he might know who
had committed this—ha, ha—crime. I got the corpse behind the desk, where it could not be seen from the door. I
had my hand on the knob when the prompter on the other side of the wall said the exit lines.
“Good-by,” he said in a gruff but friendly voice, “I hope I have helped you.”
“Very much,” I said, going out. “Thank you, Mr. Swilliger, sir, professor, your honor.”
The scenery shook a little as I closed the door. In the outer office everyone was still running about with
bluebooks and papers.
“What courses are given in summer session?” I spoke like a Hemingway character.
“We have a Shakespeare course by a man from Harvard.” The secretary had not had to look it up in her little
notebook. They always had the facts coordinated.
“I’ll come back,” I said.
In the corridor they had a large dog running past. I crouched against the wall to let him by, but he stopped and
put his head on my shoulder. What an insult!
It was difficult getting past the crowds on Wheeler steps; the Director liked mass effects in the sunlight. I went
into the library and read books of modern criticism. These books had been designed by experts to torment me.
Tiring of the game, I hid five or six of the books behind the Serbian Drama section—this would give the prop man
a run for his money. I laughed thinly; I was fifteen pounds underweight.
On the street, as I walked home, I saw mobs of students, all buying a special edition of the newspaper and
clucking at the mock headlines. They were saying “Rhubarb, rhubarb” until I came close. Then, they said lines
like “No one knows” and “POLICE BAFFLED!” I ignored the rabble; I did not care any more. There were fewer
pedestrians as I came nearer home, and on the last block there was no one but a cat. He looked at me with
knowledge in his round, yellow eyes. Kitty stood up, black and huge, smiling behind his whiskers.
“Non!” came the whispered cat-voice, denying me for the first time. He denied me twice more, and the beast
walked away, waving his black tail. This was a crisis for which I was not prepared. I shuddered to myself,
shattered beyond renewal, the last barriers fallen. I would have to make the secret gesture.
I sat down on the curb, hoping that the paint would not leave stains on my skirt, struggling with singular
defenses. I began to feel calm, for no reason. It was a beautiful world they had created, an illusion of beauty and
reality, but they must forsake it. Until now, I had been forced to follow their rules and dialogue. I could not outwit
them by saying the wrong lines or committing eccentricities. Far better to put them out of their misery! I went up
the steps of my house, looking back down the street for the last time. The cherry trees were in bloom, if you could
call it that.
Upstairs in my bedroom I prepared for the final annihilation.
It saddened me to think of no future. The prospect of a lonely old age stretched before me like the streets of a
dead city: no Director, no prompters, no players strutting their brief hours with their brief candles and brief cases
—only deserted sets, sagging at the corners with rain-streaked paint, colors faded by the sun. I shed a brief tear for
the cat, who was feeling insecure and asking the Director if his French accent sounded authentic. It is difficult for
a cat to learn French. I should have said something gracious like “Bonjour, pussycat,” or “Have you been in this
country long?” The cat and the head of the department would console each other with weak tea and the promise of
wittier lines on coming days. But that would be in a different drama, for it was time for me to take action. When
one is The Lady, one must accept the responsibility.
Standing before the window which framed the hills, I performed the secret gesture which destroyed the actors,
the life behind the scenery, and the ill-made props which had made my days a burden to me.
Now there was no one in the world but The Lady, solitary in the sky, grass, and sea beyond the collapsing
town. At last the voices had died away into the silence, whereof I am commander.
58.386 The Dandelion\fn{by Wolfgang Borchert (1921-1947)} Hamburg, Hamburg State, Germany (M) 6
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The\fn{There are two lines of the poetry of Dylan Thomas (1914-1953) quoted at the beginning of this story: When I was young and
easy under the apple boughs | About the lilting house and happy as the grass was green } door shut behind me.\fn{In 1943, Wolfgang
Borchert was put in solitary confinement for nine months for parodying Paul Joseph Goebbels (1897-1945, the Nazi Minister of
Propaganda) in a barrack-room skit} That often happens, a door being shut behind you, an done can think of times when
it gets locked as well. Front doors of houses, now, they get locked and then you’re either in or out. Front doors
have something special about them: they have the last word, they close the subject and you’re sold and delivered.
And now this particular door is pushed shut behind me, yes, pushed, and it’s so thick that you couldn’t slam it. An
ugly door, marked with a number, 432. That’s the special thing about this door: it’s got a number, and it’s covered
with sheet-iron, which makes it very proud and unapproachable. This door will entertain no proposition, and
passionately uttered prayers will move it not at all.
And now I’ve been left alone with a person, not only left alone but locked up with the one person I’m, most
afraid of—myself.
Do you know what it’s like to be left to yourself, left alone with yourself, exposed to yourself? It doesn’t really
need to be frightening, that I can’t say, but still, one of the headiest adventures this world can offer is: meeting
oneself. Meeting myself as I did in cell number 432, naked, helpless, nothing to fix one’s thoughts on but one’s
own self, no characteristics left, no distractions, nothing left to do at all. That is the worst dishonor, having
genuinely nothing left to do, no bottle to drink from or to smash, no towel to hang up, no knife to cut one’s way
out or to slice through an artery, no pen to write with: having really nothing—but oneself.
That is damned little in an empty space with four bare walls. It’s less than a spider’s got: she can spin a
scaffold out of her backside and risk her life on it—she can take the risk between falling and being caught. What
thread will catch us if we fall?
What thread will catch us? Do we catch ourselves; or does God catch us? God—is that the force which makes
trees grow and birds fly—is God life? Then he doers catch us sometimes—if we want him to.
When the sun took its finger off the iron bars across the window and night crawled out of the corners,
something stepped towards me from the shadows, and I thought it was God. Had someone opened the door?
Wasn’t I alone any more? I felt there was something there, something that was breathing and growing. The cell
was getting too small—I felt that the walls must stand aside before this Thing that was there and which I called
God.
You there, number 432, little man, don’t drink too much of the night, you’re drunk on night! Your fear is with
you in your cell, that is all, fear and night. Fear is a monster anyway, and night can play the ghost and terrify us
when she has us alone.
Then the moon rolled across the roofs and lit up the walls. You brainless ape, the walls are as narrow as ever,
and the cell is as empty as an orange-peel. God, whom they call Good, is not there. And what was there, what was
speaking, was in yourself. Perhaps it was a god, made of you—it was you, that’s what it was. You must be God
too. Spiders and mackerel are God. God is life, that is all. But that is so much that it can’t be God any more. And
there’s nothing else. But this Nothing often overpowers us.
The cell door was as shut as a nut—as if it had never been open, and would never open by itself, it would have
to be cracked. The door was as shut as that. And when I was left alone with myself I leaped into bottomless space.
But then the spider shouted at me like a sergeant: shouted Weakling! The wind had torn the spider’s web and she
got busy as an ant and span another and caught my nine-stone-twelve\fn{ 134 pounds (1 stone = 14 pounds).} in her
breath-fine web. And I thanked her for it, but she took no notice at all.
And so I slowly got used to Me. One can get so light-hearted about being accepted by other people and then
hardly be able to bear the thought of oneself. But little by little I found Me really quite entertaining, quite pleasant
company, and by day or night I kept discovering the strangest things about myself.
But wait, over this long period I was also losing my grasp on everything, on life, on the world. The days
dripped off me rapidly and regularly. I could feel the real world draining out of me and me filling up with Myself.
I was, I felt, moving further and further away from this world which I had only just stepped into.
The walls were so cold and dead that I felt sick with despair and hopelessness. Of course, you can shout your
head off for a few days: but you soon get tired of that if no one answers. Or you can beat the walls, and the door,
for a few hours: but when they don’t open your knuckles soon get sore, and the small area of pain is the only
pleasure you have in this desert.
But nothing on earth is really final, nothing, as the imaginary door has opened, and many more like it, and each
door is pushing a timid man with a bristly chin out into a long queue and into a courtyard with green grass in the
middle and gray walls round the edge.
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And then the barking exploded round us and at us—hoarse barking from blue dogs with leather straps round
their bellies. They kept us moving and were always on the move themselves, and barked us bow-legged with fear.
But when we had enough fear in us and had settled down a bit, we realized they were men, men in washed-out
blue uniforms.
We went round in a circle. Once your eyes had got used to the first shattering sight of the sky, you blinked and
realized that there were many others besides yourself, seventy or eighty perhaps, trotting along unconnectedly.
And always round in a circle to the wooden-clogged rhythm, clumsy, frightened, and still for half an hour
happier than you were at any other time. If the barking dog-faced blue uniforms hadn’t been there you could have
jogged along for all eternity, no past, no future, just the pleasure of the present, breathing, seeing, walking.
So at first it was like that. Almost a holiday, a little bit of happiness. But in the long run, when you’ve been
letting yourself enjoy it for months, your sense of enjoyment begins to wander. The little bit of happiness isn’t
enough any more, one is fed up with it, and the world that we’ve been handed over to dribbles into our glass in
muddy drops. And then the day comes when trotting round and round in a circle is torture, and you feel a fool
under the high heaven, and the man in front of you and the man behind you are no longer your brothers and
comrades in suffering but wandering corpses who are only there to disgust you. You’re slatted in between them,
you’re a slat without a face of its own in an endless slatted fence, and your neighboring slats can really make you
feel sick, they can do that better than anything else. That comes from months of going round in circles between
gray walls until you’ve been barked soft in the head by those washed-out blue uniforms.
The man in front of me had been dead for a long time. Or else he’s escaped from a waxworks show, some
demon had grinned as it wound him up and made him behave like a real person. And he’d certainly been dead for
quite a while. Oh yes. You see, his bald patch—he has a bald patch wreathed with clusters of dirty gray hair—his
bald patch hasn’t got the greasy shine of a living bald patch, a shine to play the looking-glass to rain or sun
however dull. No, this bald patch has no shine at all, it’s as unshiny as a piece of cloth. If this thing, I can’t call it
a person, this imitation man in from of me didn’t move you could take its bald patch for a wig, a dead wig. And
not even a wig belong to a man of letters, or a great drunkard: at best it might belong to a salesman in a
stationer’s, or a clown in a circus. But it’s tough, that wig, out of sheer malice it won’t go away—because it
knows about me, the man behind, it knows I hate it.
Yes, I hate it. Why should the Wig—I’ll call the whole man the Wig, it’s easier—why should the Wig trot in
front of me and be alive, when baby sparrows who don’t even know what flying is, fall from the gutters and die?
And I hate the Wig because it’s a coward, what a coward it is. It can feel I hate it while it trots in front of me, the
stupid thing, round and round, round and round again between the gray walls, and they can’t have any feeling for
us either, or else they’d creep secretly away one night and stand round the palace that our Ministers live in.
I’ve been wondering quite a while now why the Wig is in prison at all. Whatever can it have done, the
cowardly thing, it hasn’t even the guts to turn round and look at me while I torment it. And I torment it all the
time, I keep treading on its heels, intentionally of course, and making sinister noises as if I were coughing my
lungs up and spitting four-ounce gobs at its back. When I do that it shudders as though it were hurt, but it just
doesn’t dare turn round and look at the person who’s hurting it, no, it couldn’t do that, it hasn’t got the guts. It just
gives a stiff-necked fraction of a turn towards me, but never dares to make it 180 degrees so that our four eyes
meet.
Whatever did it do? Did it embezzle something, or even steal it? Or try a bit of the dirty old man stuff? Yes, I
suppose it might have. Just for once some hump-backed Cupid jerked it out of its timidity into straight idiotic
randiness, and now there it is trotting in front of me, smug with pleasure and still startled that it had ever dared to
do anything.
But do you know, I believe it trembles secretly now, because it knows I’m behind it, and I’m going to kill it.
Oh yes, I could easily kill it and I could think of ways of doing it that wouldn’t show at all. I’d only have to stick
my leg out: the Wig’s legs are much too spindly, it would go head over heels and probably knock its head in, and
the breath would escape from it with a puff-noise like a bicycle puncture. Its head would split open in the middle
like white-and-yellow wax, and the few drops of red ink that came out would look absurdly artificial, like
raspberry-juice on the blue silk shirt of an actor who’s been stabbed to death.
That was how I hated the Wig, someone whose face I’d never seen, whose voice I’d never heard, whom I only
knew by his stuffy moth-ball smell. The Wig must have had a gentle, tired voice without a shred of feeling in it, as
feeble as its milky-white fingers. And it must have had bulging eyes like a calf and a thick flabby lower lip always
ready to eat chocolates, a proper lecher’s face, no personality at all, and about as much guts as a stationary
salesman with soft midwife hands that often do nothing all day but sell an exercise book and stroke the coppers
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off the counter.
No, not another word about the Wig! I hate it to such a degree that I might easily clamber into a fit of rage and
expose myself unduly. Stop. Enough. I’ll never mention it again, never!
But when you want to shut up about a thing and there it goes, shambling along on its knock knees in front of
you, on and on to a tune like a barrel-organ tragedy, you can’t get rid of it. It’s like a tickle on your back that you
can’t reach, it keeps urging you to think about it and feel it and hate it.
I do feel I must kill the Wig. But I feel afraid that it would play me up after it was dead. It would suddenly let
out a vulgar laugh to remind me that it used to be a clown in a circus and then wallow up out of its own blood and
stand there, looking a bit embarrassed perhaps, as though it hadn’t been able to hold its blood. Like other people
who can’t hold their urine. And it would blunder head first through the prison circus, treating the warders like
jumping jackasses and driving them demented, and then in a flurry of artificial fright leaping on to the wall and
sticking out its floorcloth tongue at us and then vanishing for ever.
It is quite unthinkable to imagine all the things that might happen if each of us suddenly realized what he is.
Don’t imagine that my hatred for the Wig, for the man in front, is empty and unmotivated. It is perfectly
possible to get into situations when you’re so running over with hate, bursting your banks and flooded away by it,
that you can hardly find your way back to yourself afterwards. Hatred has turned you into a desert.
I know it is hard to listen to me and to feel as I feel. But you shouldn’t just listen as you might if someone was
reading Gottfried Keller\fn{German novelist (1819-1890)} or Dickens\fn{Charles John Dickens (1812-1870), English novelist }
to you. You should walk with me in that narrow circle between those relentless walls. And you shouldn’t imagine
it and walk beside me, you should do it properly and walk behind me. You should be the Man Behind. And then
you’d see how quickly you would learn to hate me, because when you shamble round with us (I say “us,” we’ve
all got this one thing in common) in our knock-kneed circle, the love drains out of you and you get so empty that
the hatred foams up in you like champagne. And you let it foam, just to stop that terrible empty feeling. And your
empty heart and empty belly won’t move you to any great deeds of brotherly love, believe me!
And so you’ll have all the goodness emptied out of you and you’ll trundle along behind me and for months
you’ll be stuck with me and only me and my narrow shoulders and the flabby back of my neck and my baggy
trousers which ought, according to the rules of anatomy, to have more stuffing in them. But chiefly you’ll have to
look at my legs. All Men Behind look at the legs of the Man In Front and have to submit to the way he walks and
copy it, strange and uncomfortable as it is. Oh yes, and the hate will tear your hair like a jealous woman when you
notice that I can’t walk.
No, I can’t, it isn’t walking at all. There really are people who don’t walk, they move in a jumble of styles
which never amount to a rhythm. I’m one of those. And that is why you’ll hate me with the same senseless and
deeply motivated hatred that I feel for the Wig because I am the man behind It. When you’ve just got used to my
wobbling, careless walk you’ll get a jolt: suddenly I’ll begin to march in a firm decisive manner, and you’ll hardly
have time to take in my new style of walking before I relapse a few paces further on into a gutless untidy shamble.
Oh no, you’ll get no joy or friendship out of the sight of me. You’ll just have to hate me. All Men Behind hate
their Man In Front.
Things might get very different if the Men In Front would only look round from time to time and make contact
with their Men Behind. But all the Men Behind are like that, they only look at their Man In Front and hate him.
And they disown their Man Behind, so he feels he is a Man In Front. That is the way it is in our circle between the
gray walls, and it may be much the same in other places. Perhaps everywhere.
I really ought to have killed the Wig. Once it really got my blood to boiling point. That was the time I made my
discovery. Nothing very much. Just something quite small that I discovered.
Have I already said that every morning we spent half an hour going round a grubby little green patch of grass?
In the middle of the ring in our strange circus there was a pale gathering of blades of grass, and each blade was
pale and had no face. They were like us, running round in an unbearable slatted fence. And as I looked for
something living, something with color in it, I ran my eye casually and accidentally, not very hopefully, over the
few small blades of grass. When they noticed me looking they couldn’t help shrinking together and nodding their
heads at me. And there among them my wandering eye fell on a barely perceptible yellow dot standing like a tiny
geisha in a great green meadow. It was such a shock to make this discovery that I though everyone must have
seen it, and my eyes became glued to this yellow thing, whatever it was, until I wrenched them away and stared
with my great attention at the Main In Front’s wooden clogs. But it was the same as when you’re talking to
someone and you just have to keep staring at the pimple on his nose and making him feel awkward: my eyes kept
longing for that little yellow dot. I got a bit closer to it as I went past and walked as casually as I could, and saw
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what it was. It was a flower and it was yellow, a dandelion, a little yellow dandelion.
It was growing about half a yard to the left of our path, that circular track where we did homage every morning
to the fresh air. Fear took me by the throat as I imagined that one of the blue jobs was slanting his goggle eyeballs
towards the object of my eyes’ caress, but conditioned as our watch-dogs were to react with furious barking to
individual movement by any slat in the fence, not one of them had shared my discovery. The small dandelion was
still my property, all mine.
It was all my joy, that flower, but only for a few days, until the certainty came to me that it ought to be mine,
and mine alone. Each day at the end of our circular trundle I had to jerk myself away, and I’d have given my day’s
bread ration, and that meant something, to have the flower in my possession. I was so filled with desire to have
some living thing in my cell that that flower, that shy small dandelion, soon became worth as much as a person, a
secret mistress, someone I could no longer live without, up there between the four dead walls.
And then the business with the Wig happened. I began very craftily. Every time I passed my flower I walked
nice and casually a foot’s breadth off the path on to the grass. We’ve all got a good dose of herd instinct in us, and
this is what I’d counted on. And I hadn’t been mistaken. My Man Behind, and his Man Behind, and his, and his,
all shambled faithfully after me, and in four days I had the footpath so close to my dandelion that I could have put
my hand on it. If I’d bent down. My operation did in fact cause a score or so of the pale blades of grass to die a
dusty death beneath the soles of our wooden clogs, but what are a few squashed blades of grass when you’re out
to pick a flower.
I was getting near to the fulfillment of my desire. I rehearsed a few times, making my left-hand sock slip down
and stooping with a cross face and evident absence of guilty intent to hitch it up again. No one though anything of
it. Right. Tomorrow.
You don’t need to laugh at this. Next day when I walked into the courtyard my heart was banging away and my
hands were moist and twitching. It seemed such an incredible thing after months of solitary deprivation to have
the chance of a mistress walking unannounced into one’s cell.
We had nearly finished our daily stint of monotonous wooden-soled clip-clop. The last round but one was
coming, and then I would go into action. But suddenly the Wig did it, the dirtiest, most treacherous thing you
could imagine.
We’d just turned into the last round but one. The blue jobs held their giant key-rings and rattled them
importantly, and I was getting near to the scene of my intended crime, from which my flower was watching me
with anxious eyes. I may well have never been so excited before or since. Twenty paces to go. Fifteen paces to go,
ten, five …
Then it happened, the monstrous thing happened. Suddenly the Wig jerked its skinny arms into the air as
though it were striking up a tarantella, gracefully hoisted its right leg as high as its navel and did a backwards half
turn on its left foot. I’ll never understand where it got the courage. It flashed its gloating face at me as though it
knew everything, rolled its silly eyes until the whites began to glitter: then it collapsed, like a dropped marionette.
So it was a fact after all—it must have been a clown in a circus, since everyone burst out laughing.
But the blue uniforms barked out and the laughter was wiped clean away as though it had never been there.
And one of the blue jobs stepped up to the thing lying on the ground and spoke as ordinarily as if he’d said, it’s
raining, and said, he’s dead.
To be honest with myself there’s something more I have to admit. As soon as I was face to face with the man I
called the Wig and felt that he’d been defeated, not by me but by life itself, instantly the hatred ran off me, like a
wave running off a beach, and there was nothing left but a feeling of emptiness. A slat had been broken out of the
fence, death had come whistling by and missed me by a hair. When things are like that you suddenly get busy
being kind to people. And looking back, I still concede the Wig his victory over me: I suppose it was a victory
after all.
Next morning I had a new Man In Front who drove the Wig straight out of my mind. He had a hypocritical
look about him, like a theological student, but I’d think he’d been given a leave-pass from Hell just to put a spoke
in my flower-picking operation.
He had a horrible cheeky way of making himself obvious. Everybody laughed at him, even the washed-out
blue dog-faces couldn’t suppress a human grin, and that was something very strange to see. Every inch a
government official, these screws were, but the rough-hewn dignified look on their professional military faces
was all bent and twisted. They didn’t want to laugh, by God they didn’t, but they had to. You know that
condescending feeling you get when you’re angry with someone and both your faces are masks of unforgiving
hatred, and then something funny happens that forces you both to laugh, you don’t want to laugh, by God you
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don’t, but your faces have to give in at last and stretch sideways as though you were eating a sour apple. And
that’s what happened to the blue jobs, and it was the only human thing we ever saw them do. Oh yes, he was a
one, that theological student. He was smart enough to be weak in the head, but his head was never weak enough
to spoil his smartness.
There were seventy-seven of us in that circus ring, and we had a pack of twelve creatures in uniform with
revolvers to bark at us. Some of them may have been on the job barking away for twenty years or more, as their
mouths had been processing many thousands of patients in the course of years and had become very dog-like.
Still, getting nearer to the animal kingdom had subtracted nothing from their opinion of themselves. You could
have taken any one of them just as he was and used him as a model for a statue called L’Etat c’est Moi.
The theology student—later I heard he was really a fitter by trade and had a fatal accident working on a
church, God took care of his own kind—was either mad, or smart enough to show a deep respect for the blue dogfaces. And deep respect is hardly the word. He took the blue jobs’ dignity and puffed it up into a super-sized
balloon that they themselves hadn’t a notion of, and grin as they might at his idiotic behavior, they still swelled
with secret pride, and strained their leather belly-bands.
Every time the theology type went past one of the watch-dogs straddling their power over us and baring their
teeth to snarl whenever they got a chance, every time, he’d do a proper polite-looking bow and say in a sweet
sincere voice “Merry Christmas, Sergeant” so nicely that even a God couldn’t have been angry with him, let alone
the stuck-up windbags in their uniforms. Do you know, he bowed so humbly every time that he looked as if he
was dodging a clip over the ear-hole.
And now the Devil had put this comic theologian into the ring as my Man In Front, and his craziness shone out
of him so brightly and took up so much of my time that I almost forgot my new little love, my dandelion. I hardly
had the time to spare her a tender glance as I was taken up with a terrible battle, nerve against nerve, and dripping
cold sweat out of every pore. Every time the Theologian made his little bow and dripped his Merry Christmas
Sergeant off his tongue like hone, I had to brace all my muscles not to copy what he was doing. I felt so
dreadfully tempted that several times I had already smiled a welcome at the blue pillars of the State and only
managed at the very last moment to keep myself from bowing and to hold my tongue.
Every day we went round and round that courtyard for roughly half an hour, that was twenty times round per
day, with twelve uniforms standing outside our moving circle. So the Theologian bowed at least two hundred and
forty times a day, and therefore, two hundred and forty times a day I had to concentrate to bursting point to stop
myself going round the bend. When I’d done it for three days I knew I’d be sure to get extenuating circumstances.
This chap was more than I could cope with.
I was all in when I got back to my cell, and all night long I dreamed I was walking along an endless rank of
blue uniforms, and they all looked like Bismark.\fn{ Otto von Bismarck (1815-1898), first chancellor (1871-1890) of the
German Empire} All night long I bowed low to millions of washed-out blue Bismarcks and gave each of them a
Merry Christmas Sergeant.
Next day I worked out how to make the others overtake me and give me a new Man In Front. I lost a clog,
made a hash of getting it on again and shambled back between the slats. God be thanked, at last the sun had risen.
Or rather, it had gone behind a cloud: my new Man In Front was such a hell of a height that my five-foot-eleven
melted into his shadow. So there is such a thing as Providence after all, you’ve just go to help it along with your
wooden clog. The new chap’s great limbs thrashed about aimlessly and the strange thing was that he moved
forward at all in spite of certainly not knowing what his arms and legs were doing. But I came to love the beggar,
yes, I actually prayed that he wouldn’t up and fall down dead like the Wig or go dotty and start bowing to people I
prayed him a long life and excellent mental health. I felt so safe in his shadow that I let my glances linger longer
than usual on my little dandelion and never feared I’d be betrayed. This was a Man In Front straight from Heaven,
and I even forgave him his horrible nasal voice, I actually held him back from calling him names like the Oboe or
the Cuttlefish or the Praying Mantis. Now I only had eyes for my flower, I didn’t mind the Man In Front any
more, he could be as long or as dumb as he liked.
That day was just like any other except that the prisoner from cell number 432 used the half-hour to acquire a
galloping pulse, and his eyes filled with artificial innocence and badly-concealed anxiety.
We turned into the last round but one, and once again the great key-rings came to life and the slatted fence
dozed along through the thin rays of sunshine, it might have been behind an endless railing.
But what’s this? One of the slats wasn’t dozing at all. It was wide awake and so excited that it changed step
every few yards. Didn’t anyone notice? Not a soul, and suddenly slat number 432 was bending double and
fumbling with his slipped-down sock and flashed a hand sideways at a small frightened flower and grabbed her
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and picked her: and along went the old routine as seventy-seven slats clattered into the last round.
Funny, isn’t it? Sophisticated young citizen of gramophone-record and space age stands deeply contrite below
high-up window in cell number 432 and with his lonely hands displays a small yellow flower to the narrow shaft
of light. A common dandelion, very common. And then this chap, who used to have gunpowder and perfume and
petrol and gin and lipstick to smell, and hasn’t had a thing to sniff at for months except his plank bed and dust and
the sweat of fear, then he lifts this dandelion to his famished nostrils and breathes the soul from her tiny yellow
body into himself so hungrily that all he is is just a nose.
And something opens inside him and pours out like light into the cramped space, something he had never
known before, an incomparable tenderness and warmth and submissiveness towards the flower seeps through him
and fills his whole being.
He couldn’t bear the cell any more and shut his eyes and thought in wonder: You smell of earth, you smell of
the sun and the sea and honey, you darling scrap of life. And he felt the flower’s chaste coolness, like his father’s
voice, which he’d never paid much attention to and which was a comfort now, all the comfort you get from a quiet
man. And he felt it like a dark-haired woman’s pale shoulder.
Tenderly he bore the little creature in his arms like a mistress, took her to his tin mug, cooled her tired body in
the water. It took him minutes, sitting down very, very slowly, face to face with his darling flower.
He felt so free and happy that all his worries slipped from him like old clothes, all his worries, the prison, the
loneliness, the longing for love, the helpless pain of his twenty-two years, all this and present and future too, and
the world, and Christianity—even that fell away and left him.
He was a brown man from Bali, a savage of a savage race who feared the sea and the lightning and trees, and
worshiped them, and treated coconuts and codfish and humming-birds with respect and wonder, and ate them, and
didn’t understand them. He’d never felt so free or so ready to accept goodness as when he whispered to his flower
… want to be like you …
All night long his fortunate hands clasped the trusty tin of his drinking-mug and as he slept he could feel Her
piling earth on him, dark rich earth, and he took to the earth and became like Her, and flowers grew out of him,
anemones, columbines, dandelions: tiny scraps, but glowing suns.
50.47 Encirclement\fn{by Ingeborg Drewitz (1923-1986)} Berlin, Germany (F) 3
I could describe the room, or rather, the living quarters: sink, draining board, window sill, the curtains with
their brown stains from the streaming windows, behind them the wet black trunk of the pear tree, branches
hanging like lyres, bowing behind the upper panes of the square window; in the corner the clothes’ stand, peeling
white paint; next to it the brass bedstead, flannel sheets, scuffed and scruffy; the slops bucket, dirty marks on its
lid; the front door with a gray woollen blanket stretched over it to keep out the cold and the draught between the
door and the downtrodden doorstep; cupboard, table, everything in a state of neglect, swollen wood, and the
cooker in the corner, the stovepipe, a dark red glow, the heat haze below the low ceiling—
I could describe the garden, cabbage stalks, winter cabbage, bolted cabbages, pale sunflower stalks, untended
beds; and the pear tree, big, old, the coming summers will not see much fruit on it, a few woody pears, but it will
darken the window and in autumn scatter leaves which will quickly turn patchy.
I ought to mention the wooden hut, the buckets, tin bowls, rakes, the empty jamjars, the hank of gardening
twine and the broom, the heap of coal briquettes, the woodpile, the bundles of old newspapers and, beside the hut,
the pit with its bottles, schnapps bottles, wine bottles, beer bottles; the pit is three feet square. How deep it is can
only be guessed.
I could describe the surroundings. Plot after plot, fence after fence, the whole area of the Wilhelmsruhe
allotments; clean-cut strawberry beds, remnants of straw beneath last year’s dark green leaves; the squares of
loosened earth under the trees, hedges clipped, cabins colorfully painted, wooden cabins, many of them with
extensions in whitewashed stone; compost heaps, raked paths, garden gnomes, bird baths, winter calm. But in the
local tavern there is music on Sundays, cars park on the gravel on which in summer there are chairs and tables,
and children come from the allotments to get beer for father, who is just giving things the once-over in his garden,
his hut, his cabin.
I could describe the footpath, the trodden pathway alongside the railway embankments which links the
suburban stations, trodden out perhaps by the feet of railway linesmen long ago, who can tell? An unplanned,
unmapped path running along past the backs of allotments and storage dumps, changing course behind the
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firebreak in the patch of woodland just about halfway between the stations, winding past dumped mattresses,
hotplates, bowls, pots and decrepit car radiators until it leaves the wood by a pond, green-yellow with algae in
summer, black from the rotting ooze on its bottom in winter, to follow the embankment again.
I should not forget to mention the sounds of the signals, the click of the points, the quiet, perhaps only
imagined humming of the wires, or the singing of the rails announcing the coming of a train, rare enough on this
suburban line where the trains run every half-hour, so that a person going along the path from station to station is
generally overtaken or met by no more than one train.
I should also make the point that the rainsoaked grass and undergrowth slap against your shins and drench your
stockings or trouser-legs, that the dry grass and undergrowth scratch and in summer stick whitely to you, and that
however hard-trodden the path may be you almost never see another person between the stations. Not that the
beginning and the end are in any way hidden; the path starts in front of the station where the buses turn and comes
out in front of the next station, right beside the beer garden, or vice versa. And there are no stories about the path.
Nobody has ever been murdered there or met his death in any other way; it is too narrow for lovers and the
ground there is too open to the people behind the windows of the suburban trains. There is not even a story about
the pond, not even a legend connected with it, not a will-o’-the- whisp, not a water sprite, not one restless spirit is
thought to exist beyond its reedy marge. And in the woodland—pines—there are no wild animals apart from
rabbits. An indifferent path. And yet full of butterflies in summer beneath the wide, expansive blue; in autumn,
when crop gathering is going on in the neighbouring allotments, a path full of the scents of childhood, apples,
potato plants; and only in winter, when snow has not fallen and the clouds are hanging low, a path which fails to
comfort.
I could now describe somebody walking along the path, not too quickly because of its unmade-up state, not too
slowly because it is no path for an afternoon’s stroll; how he sinks into reverie, and why he is taking the path
since, after all, two hundred and fifty yards from the embankment the suburbs are linked by a road along which
runs a footpath laid out with benches, waste bins and a strip of asphalt for children’s scooters and tricycles.
How he sinks into reverie. But how can you describe it? The way he walks, perhaps, his shoulders slightly
bowed, his forehead low, his hands behind his back or in his trouser, coat or jacket pockets, or even cautiously
outspread, afraid of stumbling. And whether he stops and stands now and then, looks round or simply follows the
path.
What he is thinking about, what he is remembering, what he is expecting, what he is hoping for—these cannot
be described. Although from a person’s movements you can deduce delight or worry, sadness or anticipation, and,
from their violence or restraint, the character of your subject. And I should mention here how the door of the
suburban station swung, so violently had it been pushed by a man who had then, with a few steps crossed the
buses’ turning circle and left it behind him, had started down the path alongside the embankment and had already
disappeared behind fences and elder bushes before I had fully grasped that it was a stranger who had got off the
train, but one who knew his way around, so surely had he made for the path which no maps gave. I was sitting
behind my typewriter on the first floor of the old villa which had the bus stop in front of it. Whenever a train
comes in I always looked up involuntarily, count the people who get off it, including those who are going to travel
on by bus, women with shopping bags during the day, men with briefcases in the evenings, at lunchtimes the older
schoolchildren who have to travel two stations up the line to school. I know them all by sight. I did not know the
man.
And when I came across his picture in the newspaper something like a week later, I realized it was the picture
of the man to whom I had not given another thought, who had never been in my mind since that afternoon, and
suddenly I was sure that in the half-minute between the station door swinging shut and his disappearance behind
the jumble of branches of the elder bushes which, for us locals (and guests) represents the beginning of the path, I
had had a premonition about it all.
Of course, it was a mental short circuit, an emotional leap, like so many of our reactions. Because if someone
chooses with such obvious haste a path which everyone knows leads to the next suburban station, which he could
have got to in a couple of minutes on the train, when, in other words, he makes no effort to cover his tracks, he
might perhaps be thinking of suicide, but not of murder. All the same, there is some truth in the emotional leap:
the shock that a man who walks by a few yards away on a rainy November day, looking just like anyone else, is
already touched by fate. The shock of how little we know about each other and with what natural ease we have
come to accept the fact.
The face in the paper was not unpleasant. More so was the picture of the woman whom—so the paper said—
her neighbors had called a cheery old hen. More so the picture of the cabin, which was shown outside and inside.
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With it the question which will have been thought up by the caption writer: how could anyone do violence to such
poverty?
An ordinary case of murder, the kind you see in the papers almost every day. The fact that it had affected me
because it had happened nearby, because I had seen the murderer before the deed, is one of those reactions which
has not yet been quite destroyed in us. I went and had a look at the allotments the following Sunday, the plot was
no longer barricaded off. A neighbour who was covering up his roses opened the cabin door for me. She has no
one to leave anything to, he said. The next person to take over this plot will set fire to this stinking cabin and put
up a new one. That would be a good thing for the rest of us too! He did not want to say any more. A cheery old
hen. I had already read that in the paper. That might have been all there was to it.
I tried to describe what there was to describe, an effort which brought me no nearer to what had happened—
quite the reverse—took me further away from it, because it made not one motivation for the murder credible.
Curiosity and shock are not long lived. Over. A story that is not a story. We have to protect ourselves from
murderers. Not an intelligent murder. Not an intelligent murderer. Not a hint of Raskolnikov,\fn{ The student murderer
of Crime and Punishment (1866), a novel by the Russian author Fyodor Mikhaylovich Dostoyevsky (1821-1881) } not a class murder,
not a political murder, simply a stupid action, perhaps under the influence of alcohol, bearing in mind the pile of
bottles in the rubbish pit next to the hut. A pity, but such a lot of things are a pity. Done with. Over.
But the phrase: a cheery old hen. It is not a saying like: the good cockerel puts on no fat. But it has the same
animal vigor. Anyone who has observed hens knows that, pecking away unheedingly, they take no notice of the
frisking, flirting cockerel, that the one he mounts balks while the others scatter, but that the chosen hen puffs
herself up afterwards without being able to attract the attention of the others as they peck away, spitefully
indifferent. And so a cheery old hen is a contradiction in terms, made even more blatant by the word “old.” It hints
at something contrary to nature, yet at the same time in the word “hen” it endeavors to express something
cluckish, nest warmth. A phrase which, if you think about it, opens up perspectives on the murder, makes you
think about the man on the narrow path alongside the railway embankment on that greasy November day. Was he
looking for a nest? Security? Did he know who she was? What she was like? And was afraid of calling on her and
that was why he got out a station too soon and still chose the path and must have known where it went or he
would not have chosen it so decisively, because he could do nothing else, had nowhere to go?
According to the police report it was neither murder with intent to rob nor a sexual murder. The dead woman
had been lying strangled in her bed in her underwear. On the kitchen table were the five hundred and twenty-five
marks which she had taken out of the post office the day before.
What would a young man want with a woman like her? Did he know that she could be cheery? Did he feel
confident because she was old? And why was she lying there in her underclothes? In black underclothes, one
reporter had written.
Questions. Hardly questions directed at me. I was sitting behind the window at my typewriter. A glance
outside, a little break when a train comes in. I have rented a flat out here to write a book in peace. That afternoon
in November I did not write another word. I waited. Not for anything specific. It occurred to me that the stranger
had had nothing in his hands, not a case, not a plastic bag. I remembered the hollows alongside the path, hollows
strewn with needles beneath the pines into which you can creep if you do not want to wake up again. It occurred
to me that—no, nothing special—a lot of people find it soothing, striding out in the rain. You should let them be.
You should let them walk by themselves. It is no help to them to have someone walking along beside them. And
someone like that had perhaps walked it out of himself, seen lights in the windows, the next suburb. Had been
soaked, wanted to warm himself up, had an address, wanted a quick drink, wanted to get back into life again, had
stopped understanding himself, his weariness with life, wanted to call on someone, just drop in, because the day
had to come to an end, because everything would look different in the morning—
Who he is, how he gets into such a state, is not hard to surmise. After all, that is what we concern ourselves
with, those of us who write books; tell what people do to people, spin out life histories, hunt out hopes, spot the
regularities, conditioned by background, the hard life of the orphan and the semi-orphan, people from large
families, the uneducated, the subtle malice that consumer society produces, the neuroses and anxieties of the ratrace, the gradient of love and hate between the sexes, the multiple varieties of loneliness—
A dark path, a bright window behind a pear tree. The smell of autumn. Images we have met with in fairy tales
where old women, hungry for life, dispense warmth behind cheerfully inviting windows, nourish the hungry,
entertain them, hold them captive, for their own nourishment.
And there the man’s face, eyelessly almost, turned in on itself, the swinging station door behind him, twenty
paces to the wickerwork of the elder bushes and fence ahead of him.
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Later, during the trial, the man stated that the dirty old woman had tried to seduce him and he had felt a
revulsion, as if she had been a witch. He did not say why he had called on her. A man, married. His wife back to
her parents with their child. Taunted as a boy at school because he was skinny. Beaten by his stepfather, his
mother standing helplessly watching. But it could have been otherwise. He said he had had the old woman’s
address because he had called on her as a traveling salesman. And that she had been nice. Had bought something
and laughed. And had had coffee and a piece of cake for him. Sometime in summer, when he was still in a
position to send money to his wife and child.
The sentence: Life. Defence counsel suggests filing an appeal, speaks of a case of intimidation. But the man
refuses.
I can describe the room, the living quarters in the cabin, which her neighbor showed me. The door it was said,
had been leaning to when the postman had tried to deliver a circular two days later.
I can describe the garden, the cabbage stalks, the pale sunflower stalks, the wooden hut and the pit with its
empty bottles, the untended beds. Or the Wilhelmsruhe allotments, a refuge for people who cannot settle down in
a city, who need the smell of the earth and a cheap place to live—after all, they call them green slums.
Where the man went, the evening, the three days before his arrest (unresisting) are things I cannot describe. He
said no more than three sentences about them. Traveled back on the next train. Went into his empty flat. Waited.
I cannot describe the man’s thoughts, feelings, memories, I can only imagine them, correlating them with his
life history. Early childhood beside the Oder. His mother worked in a market garden, took a man, who was not his
father, with her when she fled as a refugee. Goods van under fire. Refugee camp. Later he was the eldest, had
nappies to wash, and the bloodsoaked linen to steep after her confinements. In his last year at school he ran away,
managed somehow, waiter, dispatch assistant, unskilled laborer, Foreign Legionary. Marseilles, Algeria. What it
was like when you had to shoot someone. The whitewashed wall, gleaming, spurts of blood, how slowly they
dropped. What it was like when women were hunted down. What it was like when babies lay beside the road, flies
on their little faces.
He returned to the Rhine when his time was up. Waiter on a Rhine pleasure steamer. The people there sang.
Were they happy? He met a girl. She made fun of him because he did not want to touch her. Her parents owned an
ironmongers. Wedding and the birth of the child. The fate of dozens. The fate of hundreds. The ironmongers was
doing well. He did the deliveries for his father-in-law. He did not belong.
He went to Berlin. And when the wallpaper was up in the flat he brought his wife and child. But the flat looked
out onto a yard. And on the Rhine people sang: Why is the Rhine so Beautiful? The seven mountains of the
Siebengebirge bowed politely, Americans took snapshots of the Lorelei Rock.
Her father had his ironmongers there. Every day his wife went on about it, told the child about it, a girl. When
he came home they would always have their heads together. He would throw his money onto the table. Did not
know where to go. Did not know where he belonged. Till she packed her things and went off with their daughter.
Why is the Rhine so beautiful? He went on working. Traveling salesman in household articles. Until they sacked
him. Because in his job a person needed to smile.
But what’s the point, you can imagine a lot about life like that!
I sit at my typewriter in front of the window of the old villa in the rural suburb. When the train comes in from
the city, every half-hour, I look out onto the round square, the turning circle for the bus. Nobody gets off here
from the train in the other direction. In summer I walk up the path alongside the railway embankment. And there,
at the point where it meets the next suburb’s station yard, past the beer garden to the Wilhelmsruhe allotments.
The cabin has been demolished and replaced by one of stone. The beds are laid out tidily. Straw under the
strawberries, runners carefully arranged after the fruiting. I often walk along the path which appears in none of the
maps, more often than before, stop in front of the allotment fence. The neighbor, the one with the roses, knows
who I am. We have not got rats any more, he says.
I would have to have eyes which can see more than our eyes do, ears that can hear more than our ears,
fingertips with a bat’s sense of touch—to see, hear, understand: cheery old hen. But: we have not got rats any
more. Words for revulsion.
And the man who had put up his fight—who was it he had put his fight up against?
After a life like that—
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Self-consciously he browsed among the normalcy of the neat little trays and shelves laid out in military rows
with old-fashioned school and household and office supplies (in pleasant contrast to the unabashed souvenir shops
along the rest of the street) while Nagahashi, the proprietor, stood in the dimmest corner of his store, nearly
forgetting how to breathe.
The Occupation\fn{Of Japan; it lasted from the formal surrender (September 2, 1945) until 1952, when full sovereignty was
restored to the country} then was two weeks old, and this was Nagahashi’s first direct encounter with one of the tall,
impatient, wealthy, strangely shy young men America had sent into his country.
George, looking up now from a tray of little painted wooden dolls, motioned at Nagahashi indistinctly and kept
his hand extended till a cigarette had timidly been taken out of his offered pack.
Nagahashi lit the match for both, and they stood face to face solemnly puffing, till, restless in the
unaccustomed atmosphere of boundless gratitude which threatened to envelop him, George plunged his :hand up
to the wrist into a pocket of his combat jacket and, after sifting a variety of unseen objects through his fingers,
fished out an untouched pack of cigarettes and pressed it into Nagahashi’s hand.
And Nagahashi, unwilling to break the harmonious silence, pointed around his store expansively, to show he
wanted George to pick out something in return.
George turned and started to examine the shelves and counters now critically and with a sudden rise of
disappointment. His gift had been turned into an object of trade, and George had no intention, now or any other
time, to get the worst of a bargain. His search had nearly come full circle before he saw the colorful display of
postage stamps under the glass roof of the counter. He whistled admiringly.
Nagahashi reached under the counter for an oblong wooden box. He raised the lid on which a hugely plumed
red bird was carved and splashed his fingers through the brightly colored pile inside. He drew out three, four, five,
six horizontal stamps which George had never seen before and prodded them across the counter, hopefully
studying George’s face for his reaction.
“Presento,” he said.
“Oh gee, thanks,” George said, and looked at them, and put them in his pocket. “Let’s see some of the others.”
He pointed at the box Nagahashi was about to put away.
Nagahashi’s briefly anxious look was interrupted by the rasp of the sliding door. A thin young man dressed
shabbily in the black silver-buttoned uniform of a student entered from the street, and Nagahashi returned his bow
before giving his attention to George once again with a smile which was only a trifle less eager than before.
“How many more stamps can I get for this?” George asked. He had put a Tropical Hershey bar on the counter.
Nagahashi touched it with his fingertips.
“Chocoretto?”
“That’s it. Chocolate. Chocoretto.”
Nagahashi spoke to the student, and then told George, “Mistah Kaneko,” by way of introduction. Kaneko
stepped closer timidly, so that George could not help but notice him.
“Mr. Nagahashi says he will be very pleased to have this chocolate for his daughter.” His teeth opened in an
uncertain smile when he saw George’s look of elaborate amazement.
“Where’d you learn to talk so good?” George said, not unkindly.
“Please?”
“Where. Did. You. Learn. English?” George said.
“Medical school. I am a medical student.”
“Oh, you’re gonna be a doctor.” Kaneko remained quiet for a moment, as if not trusting himself to speak.
“Is that what you want to be?” George asked. Softly, his eyes downcast, Kaneko said:
“I would like to be a good citizen of the world, of the human society.” His voice trailed off in embarrassment.
“Tell him I want to give him Hershey bar for more stamps,” George said.
“Hersheybar?”
“Chocoretto.” George picked it up and put it back down.
Kaneko translated, and Nagahashi nodded and trailed his fingernails across the glass, to sweep a crisp little pile
of uncanceled Japanese stamps at George, though with a less enthusiastic hand than before. George scattered the
pile with a flip of his finger, then pressed his thumb upon the surface of each stamp to lift it, removed it with two
fingers of his other hand, glanced at it with polite appreciation and consigned it to his pocket. Kaneko brushed
past his arm to point at the design on one of them, the figure of a soldier, his rifle raised exultantly above his head.
“This for Singapore victory,” Kaneko said, and looked a little boastful and a little frightened.
“Got any for Okinawa victory?” George asked him. Kaneko managed a painful smile.
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“Oh, Okinawa no victory for Japanese. Victory for American.”
“You’re telling me?” George said happily. “I was there.” George pointed at his shoulder patch, and Kaneko and
Nagahashi studied it politely.
“I was on Okinawa,” George repeated to Nagahashi, pointing at his chest.
“Okinawa,” Nagahashi said, his eyes downcast.
“Me. Rifleman.” George raised his arms in a gesture of aiming and firing a rifle.
“Boing.” His eyebrows narrowed as he saw Nagahashi avert his face. Was this guy being rude to him? Kaneko
moved his face closer to George’s ear.
“Mr. Nagahashi’s son,” he said softly. “On Okinawa also.”
“Oh, I see,” George said in an awkward whisper. “Well, maybe he’s still alive.”
“Not alive.”
“Gee, that’s kind of a tough break,” George said sincerely. “I hope it wasn’t me that killed him. I don’t think it
was me, though.”
He leaned over the counter to concentrate on the stamps once again. Mr. Nagahashi tried to withdraw the box,
but George now rested his hand upon it lightly.
“More,” he gestured. And to Kaneko he said,
“Tell him, more.” Kaneko, smiling guiltily, translated the answer.
“Mr. Nagahashi says. Please forgive me. This is not post office.”
For a moment George looked angrily from one to the other to see whether they were laughing at him. But both
their faces showed only blank anxious politeness, and finally George reassured them by laughing.
“That’s right,” he said. “It’s not a post office, is it?”
Kaneko and Nagahashi grinned with relief. Nagahashi had not yet taken the Hershey bar off the counter.
“Here,” George said. “Take it. For your daughter.” Kaneko translated.
“Ask him what his daughter’s name is.”
“Hatsuko.” Kaneko pronounced the name with reverence.
“Hatsuko. That’s a very pretty name. I wish I could meet her,” George said vaguely.
Kaneko passed on the information, and Nagahashi nodded with equal vagueness. George dipped into his
pocket and came up with a package of chewing gum. He slid it across the counter.
“Here, this is for Hatsuko. too.”
Nagahashi placed the gum gently beside the chocolate. He pointed at it.
“Hatsuko,” he said, and now all three were smiling harmoniously. With sudden impulse, George said:
“Ask him if he needs any food. Food for Hatsuko.”
“Mr. Nagahashi has the honor to ask you if you will visit him at his home,” Kaneko translated a moment later,
sounding highly impressed.
“You mean right now?”
“Whenever it is your convenience,” Kaneko said after a moment’s consultation.
“I don’t care,” George said agreeably. “Any time, I guess.”
At seven o’clock the following evening, George was slumped in the driver’s seat of a jeep in front of his
battalion headquarters, glancing through a worn-out copy of a comic book, whose cover showed the destruction of
an apelike buck-toothed little soldier with thick eyeglasses and a dripping sword. Kaneko was almost precisely on
time. He approached very quietly, looked over George’s shoulder in fascination for a moment, and said:
“Good evening.”
“Hi,” George said, and some of his enthusiasm seemed to have worn off since the day before.
“So where are we going?”—challenging Kaneko for reassurance that it would be worthwhile. A soldier ambled
over to them from headquarters building.
“You goin’ out?” George’s nod conveyed as little encouragement as possible.
“With him?”
“So what?” George said defensively.
“What’s he got lined up for you?”
“Why don’t you ask him?”
“Hey,” the soldier said loudly and distinctly. “She got a friend?”
“My friend, he needs a friend,” George explained to Kaneko.
“Friend, perhaps no,” Kaneko said and smiled doubtfully.
“See that?” George told the other soldier. “He don’t want you along.”
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“Tell him if he gets smart with me, I’ll bang his buck teeth down his throat,” the soldier said without a trace of
menace, and flashed a shy rural smile at Kaneko.
“He ain’t getting’ smart with you,” George said happily. “He just told you she got no friend.” Kaneko listened
without expression.
“You just better keep your eyes open, boy,” the soldier said. “You don’t want to get no knife in your back.
You’ll get a purple heart for harrycarry.”\fn{ A reference to hara-kiri (Japanese for “belly-cutting”), the Japanese practice of
ceremonial suicide by disembowelment; abolished in 1868, it was used by many Japanese soldiers and officers after World War II as a
method of atoning for what the suicide deemed to be the ignominy involved in personal defeat or capture, or lapse of personal honor; and
as a term, it is still used to signify any suicide performed for the sake of personal honor .} He slouched off, laughing to himself.

“Come on, boy,” George said to Kaneko. “Let’s not keep the man waiting.”
At the low lacquered table in the downstairs room of Nagahashi’s house, Kaneko and the host sat upright,
while George shifted his weight experimentally into various kinds of reclining position. The wife of Nagahashi
knelt by the door, her eyes alertly on her husband’s face. Warm saki in slimnecked vases stood before each man,
flanked by gaily painted little cups in red and gold, whose shape was like the blunt half of an eggshell.
George made a conscientious effort to taste each dish set before him. Most of them left his mouth tingling with
a sour or fishy taste, which he then tried to burn away with slurps out of his little cup.
For their dessert Kaneko, with a half-malicious grin, urged him to try a dish into which he and Nagahashi
reached greedily with outstretched fingers, popping candy-like little brown shapes into their mouths and
crunching them between their teeth.
“Locusts,” Kaneko explained cheerfully, and George’s hand remained arrested in mid-air.
“Baked in oil. Many vitamins!”
George was able only to glare at him humorlessly, and for some minutes sulked and dawdled over his fourth
cup, or his fifth; he was no longer counting. But then remembering what he had brought them, he unwrapped his
package, silencing the room at once with the delightful clatter of three cans of hash, a can of meat-and-vegetable
stew, one partial K-ration, three trim little bars of tropical chocolate and some loose sticks of gum in olive-drab
wrappers.
Nagahashi’s wife, her reticence dissolving for a moment, moved forward to regard the display with wide-open
eyes.
“Food,” George said. “For Hatsuko.”
“Hatsuko,” Nagahashi’s wife said, and nodded understandingly.
“Where is she? Ask ’em where she is. I want her to see what I brought her.” Kaneko translated with visible
embarrassment, and then told George what Nagahashi’s wife had said.
“Hatsuko will come into the room after the meal.”
“What’s the matter with right now?” George asked. There was some cross-conversation in Japanese, and then
Kaneko said placatingly:
“She will perform Japanese tea ceremony after meal.”
“Back home I never used to drink tea,” George reminisced, fingering his little cup. “I don’t mind drinking tea,
but my mother, she always made coffee.”
“Ko-he,” Nagahashi said. Kaneko nodded, and then listened.
“Mr. Nagahashi is deeply sorry,” Kaneko said. “No coffee.”
“What did I say?” George said loudly, and for a moment he was extremely annoyed at Kaneko. “Did I say I
wanted coffee? Why do you tell them things I didn’t even say?” Nagahashi spoke again.
“In other house he had much coffee,” Kaneko told George.
“What happened to coffee in other house?” George asked, instantly curious, appeased, and unawarely aping
Kaneko’s speech.
“Be ni-ju-ku,” Nagahashi said, as if he had understood the question. With his hand and mouth he gave an
expert imitation of the falling of a bomb.
“B twenty-nine,”\fn{A type of American bombing plane, no longer used for many years} Kaneko said.
Nagahashi looked at George with an apologetic smile, as if expressing the hope that George would not think
he was blaming him personally.
“Boom!” his wife rumbled suddenly, and with her hands she made a comical motion of everything flying up in
the air. Her body rocked back under the impact.
Nagahashi gave her an angry look, and instantly her posture stiffened, and her face resumed its porcelain
blankness.
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“Gee, that’s too bad,” George said. “Tell ’em I’m not a flyer. I was in the infantry. Always on the ground. On
Okinawa.”
“Okinawa,” she repeated softly, and a desolate look came into her face for a moment.
“No, I guess you better not tell ’em that, either,” George said.
Later he lay sprawled upon his elbow, feeling too tired to consider the indignity of this position. The last two
times he had refilled his cup, the overflow had made a little pool in front of him, and now he idly trailed his finger
through it, drawing a star upon the lacquered surface of the table. Behind one of the panels he heard a movement
suddenly, and raised his head and cried out:
“What was that? Who’s out there?”
Upon a sharp command from Nagahashi, the door slid open, and a girl with downcast eyes entered the room
upon her knees. She wore a gaily colored kimono, but her hair was waved and loosely brushed in Western style.
“Hatsuko,” her mother said in introduction, and Kaneko added, “the daughter.”
Hatsuko bowed low, and George, half rising, attempted to return the bow. Hatsuko prepared to sit beside her
mother, keeping her eyes fumly fixed on the floor.
“Why don’t she come to the table?” George asked.
“She is ashamed,” Kaneko said fondly, with a tolerant grin at George.
“What’s she got to be ashamed of?” George said. His tongue felt dry and heavy, and he was startled at the
drawling fluency of his words. “She’s a good-looking kid. Tell her I said she’s beautiful.”
Kaneko looked at her raptly, forgetting to listen to George.
“Tell her in America the girls aren’t bashful like that.” There was an interchange of conversation between
Kaneko and Hatsuko, and then Kaneko turned to George almost triumphantly:
“She says, in Japan it is different.”
But then, with her mother’s permission, she came forward and hunched over the cans with a delighted little
shriek. Clutching a stick of gum in her hand, she looked at George, bowed many times, and said:
“Sank you, sank you.” When she had quieted down, George absently reached for her hand and kept it.
“When are you planning to return to your native country?” Kaneko asked brightly, after having studied the
casual joining of their hands for several painful moments. “You must miss it very much, I suppose.” George
turned around as if he were not sure he had heard right.
“When am I planning …” But Kaneko already had another translation to make.
“Miss Hatsuko says when you are in America, you will forget us.” He sounded a little ashamed of her banality.
George smiled.
“Ask her if she’d like to go with me.” With an apologetic look at her parents, Kaneko translated, and listened
to Hatsuko’s cheerful answer.
“Miss Hatsuko says you are a very kind and handsome man.” Kaneko was not able to say it without giggling a
little.
“Tell her all Americans are kind and handsome.” George refilled his cup with the remainder of the bottle and
drank it empty with a noisy and appreciative shiver. He reached into his pocket for his wallet and took out a
picture to show to Hatsuko.
“American girl,” he said.
He found it surprisingly difficult to recognize the face in the picture. Hatsuko looked at the photo with a titter
of fascination. George outlined a suggestive hourglass shape with his hands.
“American girl,” he repeated. Then his hands outlined the shape of a potato sack, and he said:
“Japanese girl.” Kaneko translated it, and relayed her mother’s remark back to George.
“Japanese girl in war has not proper food for development of the body.” George pointed sternly at Hatsuko’s
chest.
“No figure.” Kaneko, a little defiantly, told George a moment later:
“Hatsuko says, Japanese boys like girl that way.”
“Tell her now she has to please American boys.” Kaneko looked at him stubbornly, without translating.
“Ask her if she’d like to go for a ride in a jeep,” George said; and without waiting for the translation, he went
through a pantomime explaining his question to Hatsuko.
“Jeepu,” she said, delighted. “That’s it. Jeepu.”
The Nagahashis looked at each other for a moment. George was making noises like a jeep, and Hatsuko
laughed heartily, without restraint. Nagahashi leaned forward with a suggestion for Kaneko.
“Mr. Nagahashi has asked me to say that he would like to do something for Americans,” Kaneko told George.
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“He’s got my full permission,” George said.
“He would like to make souvenir for them.” George gave Nagahashi a sincere and benevolent nod.
“Well, gee, that’s really swell of him.” Nagahashi spoke.
“He will print a booklet for Americans,” Kaneko translated.
“A booklet?” George looked a little disappointed.
“To make better understanding between American and Japanese.”
“Oh well, that’s a good idea.” And to Nagahashi he repeated loudly:
“Very good.”
“He asked if you will have the honor to look at it. For correctness of English usage.” Nagahashi’s wife had
brought a large envelope from the cupboard. She passed it to Kaneko, who tried to hand it to George.
“You mean right now?” George asked. He took the envelope without enthusiasm and dumped its contents on
the table. It contained typed pages, notes, proofs, dummies and sketches. George picked up one of the typewritten
pages, squinted at it and thrust it at Kaneko.
“How about you reading it out loud to me?” Having waited for an assenting nod from Nagahashi, Kaneko held
up the paper in front of his eyes.
“It begins with a thirty-one-syllable Japanese poem. Written by Mr. Nagahashi. Please excuse my translation.”
“Sure.”
Even though be different in place
As America, England, Japan,
But be same in heart
In the whole habitable globe.

“I guess in English you can’t make it rhyme,” George said. “But it’s pretty good.”
Kaneko turned to another page and began to read.
One day I took a walk in the neighborhood of the house, and found there the Star-Spangled flag floating brightly in
the autumn sky.

George looked at him uncomfortably.
And so my head, which had been learning the very mystic and heavenly history of Japan, thought that it could not have
been so. Japan had indeed been in the Middle Ages before U.S. Army came to us.

“The U.S. Army,” George said.
Kaneko made the correction with a pencil.
George’s attention returned to Hatsuko. Once again, he made the hourglass gesture with his hands, and Hatsuko, giggling happily, contorted her body, in a comical attempt to meet his specifications.
I think they lead Japan to modern times

Kaneko read on. The Nagahashis sat motionless. Only their eyes were alive with disapproval.
I am very glad,

Kaneko read,
that I am able to tell you from my deep emotion about these troops. Through the wrong propaganda that led us into the
miserable defeat, we had been forced to believe that the American troops are all frivolous without any traditions, and
prefer always to live a life of “easy-going.” It is not so. They gave us a ray of sunlight in our dark miserable lives.

“Very good,” George said sincerely. “Japan should have had more people like Mr. Nagahashi. Then we
wouldn’t have had a war.”
Kaneko translated, and the Nagahashis nodded their heartfelt assent.
The tyrannical autocracy consisted of two agents,
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Kaneko began on another page. George made one last attempt to focus his mind on the flow of words, and then,
with the comforting feeling that he was being imposed upon unfairly, he leaned back on his elbow, and pointed up
at Hatsuko.
“You. Me. Love?” He made a kissing sound.
Hatsuko shook her head in earnest denial. Her mother’s eyes had begun to narrow unhappily. And Kaneko’s
words flowed on, grimly and monotonously.
efforts to oppress the right opinions and the liberty of the people, and to negate rationalism completely.

George fished a conversational manual out of one of his pockets. He was aware resentfully that it had turned
out to be a pretty dull evening.
“Can you read this print?” he asked Hatsuko, without being particularly interested in her answer.
She looked into the booklet, nodded and smiled.
“Romagi.”
“Watakushi wa anata wo aishite imasu,” George read laboriously. He pushed the book to her for her reply,
pointing out the place with his finger.
“I rove you,” she said.
… that is to say, one is Fascism of the military clique and the bureaucracy, and the other is a chain of the ambitious
plutocracies of industry …

“I can not rive without you,” Hatsuko read on the next line, enjoying herself enormously.
“You can’t, eh?” George said fondly, and reached for her neck, but missed.
Nagahashi’s eyes were firmly upon Kaneko, as if to prevent him even from pausing for breath.
… has finally thrown our fatherland into the bottomless pit of desolation and starvation.

Kaneko looked up for a moment, and when his eyes returned to the paper, each word was like a heartfelt sigh.
What a long life of gloom and darkness these years have been.

He heard a delighted squeal from Hatsuko, and lowered the manuscript. Helplessly, he looked at Nagahashi,
who, with a grim nod of his head, ordered him to continue.
But at present,

Kaneko read on,
according to the instructions of the Potsdam declaration, the first step of the establishment of democratic liberty has
apparently started.

“I ferr in rove wit you at first sight,” Hatsuko stuttered earnestly.
. . . and the new foetal movement is beginning upon all sides of administration, economy and culture, which are
hoisting high the Flag of Democracy.

And he concluded, angrily and rapidly:
It is being born what is to be born, and it is being destroyed what is to be destroyed.

Kaneko put down the paper from which he had been reading and glared at George.
“Koibito to watashi wo yondc kudasai,” George recited.
“Carr me sweetheart.”
Her mother looked at Nagahashi helplessly, and he, looking straight ahead of him, refused to meet her glance.
“Another kiss before you go,” Hatsuko read innocently.
Kaneko, in his first open display of emotion all evening, clapped his hand against his forehead, as if to say,
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what the hell is going on here? And then he became tense. George had risen to his knees, and drawn Hatsuko to
him with both arms. He was smiling broadly, to show that it was all in playfulness, but Hatsuko’s giggles had
turned into a shrill frightened cry.
Her mother, suddenly, was on her feet. She walked around the table, resolutely, and stepped between George
and Hatsuko with a serving bottle of saki extended before her. With instinctive politeness, George made way for
her; and as she refilled his cup, he sank back down on his pillow, and for a moment he was unable to look into
anyone’s face.
Hatsuko was still breathing heavily. But when she saw the contrition in George’s posture, she smiled coyly. For
a few unhappy moments, George had an overpowering feeling that he had what they would call “lost face.” Then
he emptied the saki cup which stood before him. Shyly and crookedly, he looked up at the Nagahashis and felt
more foolish still.
“Tell ’em I apologize,” he said to Kaneko. “Tell ’em I’m ashamed of myself.” Kaneko’s translation drew an
instantly forgiving smile from everyone.
“Me. No good. Bad man,” George said, and for the benefit of Hatsuko, he punched himself in the jaw. There
was strained laughter, broken by Kaneko’s translation and Hatsuko’s reply.
“Hatsuko says you are not a bad man. You are a good man,” Kaneko said. “You brought us food.”
“Tell her I’m gonna take her to America.”
“She says you are very kind,” Kaneko told George a moment later, but he said it rather mechanically.
“Tell her I’m gonna take her for a ride in my jeep, jeepu.” Hatsuko shook her head.
“Ask her why she’s shaking her head.” But Kaneko was speaking to Nagahashi.
“Tonight, no,” Kaneko said finally. “Her parents will be angry, perhaps.”
“I told you to ask her,”
“She will not go if her parents are angry.”
“I told you to ask her,” There was a brief, timid reply from Hatsuko.
“She can not go with you, perhaps,” Kaneko said, “because—” George rose to his feet unsteadily.
“Don’t tell me. I know. Because her parents are angry. Well, you can tell them for me that I think they have a
lot of nerve to be angry.” Nagahashi’s face was turned upon George in a look of suppressed pain.
“Here I come into their home, and I bring them food, and I try to be a friend to them, and …”
He had forgotten what he was going to say. He glowered at Nagahashi, and then with sudden inspiration, he
said:
“Ask ’em how their soldiers woulda acted if tizeyda won the war.”
Kaneko looked from George to Nagahashi unhappily and undecidedly. He smiled with relief when Nagahashi’s
wife spoke.
“Mrs. Nagahashi would like to ask you,” Kaneko said smoothly, “for what article of Japanese fine art do you
find most interest?”
“What?”
“She wishes to make you present of Japanese goods.”
“How come?” George said, but his voice had softened considerably.
“For your family in America, as a fine and lovely memory.” George was touched.
“Well, gee, anything. What have they got?”
The Nagahashis put their heads together for a whispered consultation. There was a moment of sharp, quiet
disagreement, and then Nagahashi stared down at his hands, sullenly and bitterly.
Nagahashi’s wife went to the cupboard and withdrew a long object in a silken bag, which had been lying well
hidden under a pile of blankets. She held the object vertically and undid some cords at the top. The bag dropped
along the curve of a tall sword in a jet-black sheath of lacquered wood.
George’s heart began to pound as if it were a woman who had suddenly exposed herself before him.
“Can I see it?” he whispered. His hands had gone weak under its weight.
“Boy, what a beauty.”
He fondled the sword, holding it close to his eyes, playfully rattling the blade in and out of its wooden sheath
and studying the intricate workmanship of the hilt with an assumption of expertness.
“That’s a samurai, isn’t it?” Nagahashi sat hunched over rigidly, looking at nothing.
“Three hundred years old,” Kaneko said. “Made by master craftsman. Today, no more craftsmen like that. Very
rare.”
“Ask them where they got it.”
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“It has been in the family for many generations. From father to son. Now, no more son.”
“Say,” George whispered, “do you think they might sell it?”
“No one sells this.”
“Go on, ask ’em. It don’t hurt to ask. I’ll bring ’em food, cigarettes, anything they want.”
“No one. Even when starving. Priceless treasure. Always stays in family.” George began to fumble in his
wallet.
“I’ll give ’em five hundred yen. In cash. Right now. It’s all I got.”
“Oh no. Not for sale.” Kaneko’s smile was empty with distress.
“Ask ’em if they know all weapons are supposed to be turned in,” George said brightly. “Tell ’em they can get
in trouble.” Nagahashi’s eyes remained pointedly averted from the sword.
“If they sold it to me, I wouldn’t tell anyone where I got it,” George said. “They could trust me.”
Nagahashi’s wife reached across the table and took the sword out of George’s reluctant hand. Then, with a bow
and a formal motion, she handed it back to him. There was a thin, twisted smile on her lips, as if she were about to
break into tears. Kaneko looked at her, numb with shock. George’s hands closed with a startled grip. Nagahashi
was speaking to Kaneko, wearily at first, then, when Kaneko appeared not to be listening, with sharpness. Kaneko
tugged at George’s elbow.
“Mr. Nagahashi wants to give you this valuable souvenir as a present of his everlasting friendship, and with
hope for friendship between American and Japanese people.” Kaneko’s voice sounded as if it were bleeding.
“For a present?” George’s voice had risen to a startling pitch, and he looked down at the sword in his tightened
fingers with loving, proprietary eyes. For a moment, he forgot everyone else in the room..
“Oh no,” George said, mostly to himself. “What’s the idea? For nothing? How come? Just like that?”
Almost helplessly, he looked at Nagahashi’s wife, and she bowed to him firmly, completing the gesture. In a
moment, all his attention was wrapped around the sword again.
“Gee whiz. What a war souvenir this is gonna make.” He held it up horizontally, as if to see how it would look
over an imaginary mantelpiece.
“Heck, I could say I took if off a general. This could be a general’s, couldn’t it?” He looked around the room.
“Where’s Hatsuko?”
“She was very tired,” Kaneko explained hastily and fearfully. “Not feel well. She has gone asleep.” For a
moment he lapsed nervously into broken English.
“How come all of a sudden?” George began, and he looked down at the sword in his hand with sudden
understanding. His face was naked, and he seemed truly hurt. For a long time, no one looked directly at anyone
else.
“Well,” George said finally, and tried to get some briskness into his voice. “I guess it’s pretty late, isn’t it? I
guess I better get going.”
“Not very late, perhaps,” Kaneko said softly.
“Yes,” George said. “Very late.”
Outside, in the foyer, they stood behind him sadly, as he sat on the platform and buckled on his combat boots.
The sword in its silken bag lay on the ground, behind his heels. George rose abruptly, made an about-face, and
held out his hands to the Nagahashis.
“Really nice to have met you folks,” he said. “It’s been a very enjoyable evening.”
He turned and left the house. Kaneko bent down slowly and picked up the sword. But Nagahashi seized it from
him and ran into the street.
“Mistah George,” he shouted.
After a while he returned into the house, and awkwardly handed the sword to his wife.
58.400 Above The Rooftops\fn{by Gerhard Zwerenz (1925- )} Gablenz, Saxony, Germany (M) 2
The final period of time, before I had to leave Leipzig, I occupied an attic on the fourth floor of a gloomy
tenement in Observatory Street. It was not an old house, I estimated about a hundred years at the most, but it had
been kept completely in the unfriendly style of the district: angular and bare, with gloomy stairways in which
dampness drove dirty saltpeter toadstools across the walls. The yard was three paces broad and six paces long;
sand was bordered by a burnt-out building whose empty window openings and beams hanging down obliquely,
further emphasized the impression of inhospitality.
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It was a house without the romance of age, but with its defects and anxieties, a living machine without light
and air, crammed to the eaves with the smell of the cellar. It was a house under sentence of death: in the town hall
you could even view the plan on which could be seen how Observatory Street would sometime later be
constituted and in which year our house would be demolished. If I thought of the impending death of this building
with regret then it was because I occupied an attic in it. From up here, from the balcony, a strange picture offered
itself. The houses were pushed close together, a disorderly herd of dull animals who raised their backs to the sky,
and in between stood the outstretched arm of the church-towers, as if they were pointing out a goal.
Up here amongst the rooftops once lived a different life than down on the lower floors. Only on overcast days
did the shadow life of the backyards and stairways creep up to us. Mostly, however, we tenants of the upper floors
were a privileged class. We possessed light and air aplenty. With my hand I could reach from my balcony window
out into the gutter, where islands of earth had gathered in which grasses and dandelions eagerly grew. Green and
yellow patches extended in this way across the roofs as if it were a matter of founding a garden above the city, for
the sake of the swallows and attic dwellers.
When the sun shone, I laid an ironing board from the table to the window and dragged myself on to it, clad
only in swimming trunks. There I blinked out across the shimmering city of roofs, observed the swallows, and
conversed with my landlady’s cat who was the real mistress of the roofs and liked to pay me a visit.
Visit? I also had other visits. To the Fair came this and that person from distant towns and regions grown
foreign. Men whom I had once met, years ago, for years at a time, women whom I had once known well, years
ago, and they breathed really heavily when they had climbed the stairs and were sitting in the room: ah, so this is
how you live—do you remember? When we were together, that time? And when they were gone, I stood at my
balcony window and saw how the night crept out of the earth and fell down from the sky and laid itself over the
roof. That time? Yes, that time.
And along the safe path of the gutter came the cat. It belonged to my landlady and was called simply cat. I was
amazed at first, for it is surprising when a living thing responds to its generic name.
I admit, when my visitors had left me, I experienced almost a feeling of relief. There was no more of that
which once had been. I lived in my loftiness, in the view of the roofs, in the society of swallows, a cat and a blind
woman.
At the beginning, when I had only just moved in three days, my legs began to itch. It must have been in June,
the sun was shining and then the cat-fleas probably increased. It was along time before I knew it. On warm days I
went without stockings, and I ascertained that the small dark animals stayed mostly on my lower shins. I
examined the cat; without doubt, the animal was full of fleas.
I had no experience with animals. As the city man that I was, it was here that I made my first acquaintance
with cat-fleas, and I had also never possessed a cat. The first thought which came to me was that my landlady was
blind and could not see the animal fleas. This thought occupied me a great deal. In many ways life with blind
people is easier than with those who can see; in other respects, however, it is infinitely more difficult. Very
cautiously I brought forth my observations, but when she understood a wave of red blood shot through her broad
face, and I, ashamed, lowered my eyes.
I discovered that human beings only very seldom suffer from animal fleas. It could well be caused by the
strange composition of my blood, said my landlady, she herself had never yet felt anything. A powder was now
bought and the cat was dusted over with it. Unfortunately the powder did not help. The chemist advised me to rub
the floor with petroleum. This gradually drove away the animal fleas; even the cat seemed to feel better.
With my landlady I had now got on good terms. Previously we had only exchanged a few insignificant words,
now, after the conversation about fleas, we made friends with one another, a relationship arose to which I owe my
freedom.
For the time being, however, it began with small things. With writing paper for example. How often had I run
from shop to shop and finally brought home only poor paper saturated with wood. My landlady, on the other
hand, was able to procure sheets of the best quality. It seemed her white empty eyeballs touched even the gruffest
merchant and enticed the paper out from under the counter.
Since I was writing a great deal at this time and thus used sheet upon sheet, my landlady soon called me the
paper-eater, whereupon I called her the flea-mother. In this way we got on well. Paper-eater and flea-mother, so
we lived a life away from the disorders of these years and high above the streets and bombed sites of Leipzig, in a
rooftop paradise; and since the flea-mother had even been born in the Seepiepe and had spent all those years here,
I learnt a multitude of curious stories about thieves and receivers, jemmies\fn{ Dandies} and prostitutes, landlords
and policemen. I could have written a thick volume—the history of the district and its residents.
399

What occupied me and amazed me most of all in the mean time was the flea-mother herself. She was a really
robust and coarse woman of almost fifty years, her voice was hoarse, shrill in the upper register, her milk white
eyeballs protruded somewhat, as if they despaired of their incapacity, as if they wanted to approach the invisible
objects, grasp, embrace, recognize them. I still have the picture clearly before me; the flea-mother as she strides
through the narrow alleys of the Seepiepe, powerful and broad in a somewhat neglected, creased dresses, the
yellow arm-band on her sleeve,\fn{ Apparently a band of cloth identifying a person as blind; not to be confused with the six-pointed
yellow star identifying one as a Jew in Nazi Germany (which in any case was required to be sewn onto the clothing, and was of course
abolished with the defeat of Nazi Germany) } fastened on with two safety pins, in her right hand a walking stick, with

which the world is felt out. A blind woman, as can now and then be seen on the city streets. But was she really
blind? Completely without the light of day? There were says when I doubted it, for example, when the cat fell
headlong.
I was sitting at my typewriter, when the wailing forced its way up from the yard. It sounded at first like a child.
The flea-mother rushed from the kitchen next door and pounded down the stairs. I learned what had happened.
The cat had jumped onto the kitchen table, lured by a quarter pound of sausage. As the flea-mother came in the
door, the cat in fear jumped away from the sausage to the window ledge, measured the jump wrongly, shot out
over the short piece of roof into the depths. Strangely enough this fall—down four floors, stone pavement below
—had not bothered the cat further. It limped for a few days and had split open is nose, but this was not much. I
would not have thought it possible; even more, however, was I amazed how accurately my landlady explained the
occurrence to me; how can a blind woman know things so exactly? The details? The flea-mother surely could not
have observed how the cat aimed its jump from the table and missed the window ledge.
I suspected the woman was not completely blind. Once, in surprise, I lighted a match and held it close in front
of the flea-mother’s eyes. But they remained cold and answerless, the naked eyeballs trembled and wandered
questioningly back and forth under the lids, recognition they did not betray. I thought there must be another
explanation. Was it not said of blind people, the loss of sight reinforced the other senses, refined and over-refined
them? Were not, only as an example, deaf people and deaf mutes known who leaned their backs against musical
instruments, pianos, grand pianos, harpsichords and in this way perceived the sound vibrations equally well?
One evening the flea-mother knocked hesitantly at my door. It was one of those late autumn evenings, which
from day to day begin earlier and bear in them the disappointment of the year coming to an end. When I called
come-in, the flea-mother stuck her head through the narrow opening in the door and whispered,
“It smells of gas!”
As much as I tried, I wandered through the room, in the corridors, out on to the stairs, I smelled nothing. In
order to pacify the woman, I said,
“Perhaps someone down below has lit the gas-cooker. The Michels on the second floor—it often smells of gas
there.”
The flea-mother shook her head obstinately. Next morning in the neighboring house the door to a flat had to be
opened by force and a gassed corpse was found.
The answer to such happenings is, of course, given by each in the manner agreeable to him. You could ascribe
to the flea-mother a special power of presentiment. You could, however, also say, she really smelled the gas, right
through the fire-proof walls, on the basis of her especially refined sense of smell.
But I want to report how the flea-mother climbed on to the roof.
The roof of our house did not run sharply up to the ridge. The sloping part only went up to about the height of
the built-on balcony, then began an angular horizontal area, on which you could move about and which you
reached through the lancet arch. I had never noticed any of this, and even in the night when the police arrested the
gang up there, I slept until late in the morning. Sixteen fellows the police had seized off our roof, and I was not a
little astonished when I learned the gang had been using the roof for months as a safe meeting place, and there thy
had agreed on their expeditions of theft and divided up the loot. For months the fellows had climbed up and down
the stairs in our house doors, cellar doors, trap doors. None had noticed this, only the flea-mother, a blind woman,
had caught on to the tricks of the gang, had hidden herself for several nights on the roof and eavesdropped on the
fellows.
To me the flea-mother admitted later, she really had not wanted to call the police. In our Seepiepe, she said, it
is not customary to go to the police. The boys should rather steal schanps and cigarettes, than put on uniforms and
boots and go off and shoot other people.
Thus argued my landlady, and even if she had fetched the police, then it was because she had had to learn how
the gang had gone over from theft to robbery with violence. That was a bit too much for the flea-mother.
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I was quite taken aback when my landlady related all this to me, but I could not quite suppress a skeptical
grunt, for the flea-mother laid her broad palms on my cheeks, as if she wanted to feel a disbelieving smile, and
she cried,
“You don’t believe it?”
And already she was at the window, pulled herself up and out, and since I now had to follow her, we climbed
together on to the roof, whereby I was greatly ashamed because I was not free of dizziness, while the blind
woman climbed up so surely in front of me.
Having reached the top I saw only then what civic monuments the master-builders had erected. A maze of
chimneys and tiles, of patchwork and roof-ridges, here they sank down and there they ran up, were walled up
beside and inside one another, twisted, cut off, put back on again later, torn down and added on once more anew.
The blind woman explained to me where the gang had hung out, she showed me also her own hiding place, and I
looked at everything in astonishment and still skeptical and did not want to suspect how I would soon need all
this. I only wanted to write a small story about it, about the Seepiepe, about the flea-mother, about the strange
world up here. That is what I wanted, but what is all that, our will, our intention, our planning for tomorrow? How
little we really know what will happen tomorrow.
And so my little attic idyll found its end, perhaps simply because it runs contrary to justice, when someone
places himself above the rooftops, almost in the sky, so that he does not partake of the anxieties of the city, the
fate of the inhabitants. Perhaps then it is forbidden for someone merely to write down his little stories while men
have to suffer their history, for was it not one of those painful epochs in which we lived, a kind of interval, an
intermediate space, a time which is set between two times; for example, after great declines and before great
errors, a time in which the powerful ones of the earth form their power into new violence?
It was one evening, the flea-mother knocked at my door and when I opened it, I looked into a face gray with
fear, from which all cunning had faded. Even as much as I questioned her, I did not discover what the woman
wanted. But her inexplicable unrest transferred itself to me. In the night I could not sleep, and when the bell began
ringing violently, I fled through the window. Arriving at the rooftop hiding place, I heard voices behind me,
hoarsely excited male voices and the loud protestations of the flea-mother. All night long I stayed quiet in my
hiding place. In the gray light of morning the blind woman brought to me in my hiding lace everything I needed
for my journey across the country.\fn{He was fleeing from the Communist authorities; the author, a former member of the People’s
Police after release from a prisoner of war camp in the Soviet Union, studied philosophy under Ernst Bloch in Leipzig, joined an antiCommunist group in East Germany, and fled to West Germany in 1957 .} Before I set out, the flea-mother pressed my hand: By

the devil, I wish you luck! she growled and spat three times <on> my shoulder. Do you know what this is:
gratitude?
1.231 The Works Councilor\fn{by Max von der Grun (1926-2005)} Bayreuth, Bavaria, Germany (M) 2
The people in the town knew of the accident even before the first miners from the night shift went home about
seven o’clock in the morning. It was almost on the stroke of three o’clock at night that on the fifth level, in the
fifth section east, in ‘Sunshine’ seam, the roof fell in along the length of twenty props. The mine had bottled up
eight men, five could be rescued after three hours, injured, but otherwise in good health. The rescue work for the
other three men lasted hours. At last, about eleven o’clock midday, they were also found—dead.
Not much more had happened. An accident—five survivors, three dead; so once more it had turned out all
right. In the town during the evening hours only those who were directly affected or dazed by the accident still
spoke about it. Radio and television included in their regional programs a report of the accident. Why get so
excited about three workers whom the mine has killed. Every day so much change in the world, whole countries
are convulsed, towns brought to collapse, rivers overflow their banks, mountains spew forth fire and sulfur; why
get excited then about three men who were nothing more than sacrifices of their occupation. In the Rhur one gets
accustomed to such reports, they belong, like the dust, to daily life.
Twelve o’clock.
The dead came through the shaft towards the daylight, in the office the Works Management and the Works
Council was gathered to discuss in turn the salient question as to who should inform the families. This is always a
path which both employers as well as friends of those to be pitied seek to avoid; after all nobody wants to
experience the first outburst of grief and then stand there without consolation, like a criminal planting horror in a
previously cheerful home.
For two calls the messengers were quickly found, for the third one none volunteered for a long time. All those
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present shrank back from this visit, for two sons of this family had remained in the pit in three years, and the last,
a minor of twenty-one years, now lay in the mortuary behind the washing shed. Into the paralyzing silence Works
Councilor Brinkhoff suddenly said:
“I will go!”
He said it firmly, even if with a husky voice, and he looked attentively into the mask-like faces of his
colleagues to see whether perhaps at the last moment there was not someone who would relieve him of this walk.
But the seven faces betrayed only relief, because someone had been found and he did not, as so often in the past
years, have to be decided by casting lots.
Cowardly crew, he thought, loud mouth when it’s not important, but tail between their legs when they have to
find words. No matter, I have volunteered after all, but on no account must I miss the football match\fn{ Soccer
match is meant. References are made to various soccer positions throughout this story: center-forward, winger, outside left } this
afternoon on television.
The Haugk family whom Brinkhoff had to go and see lived on the edge of the town on one of the many
housing estates. Father Haugk, for the past decade an invalid because of dust-affected lungs, was working in his
front garden. Brinkhoff noticed how old Haugk now and then let fall the rake, straightened up, shaded his eyes
and looked down the street; the street up which Brinkhoff had come. The Works Councilor stopped at the garden
gate.
“Good day, William! Don’t work so hard, leave something over for the other days, too.”
“Nice weather today. Was high time though.” Brinkhoff said it slowly and indifferently.
My God, the old chap has it good, thought Brinkhoff. He’s his own boss, can do or not do just what he likes.
On no account must I miss the football match.
“Oh,” said Haugk, it’s you, Fred. G’day to you too. Yes, the weeds keep on growing, so you’ve got to do a
little in the garden every day at least, if you want to separate the flowers from the weeds.”
*
I must on no account miss the football match, thought Brinkhoff. I wonder if Uwe’s playing?\fn{ A note reads:
Uwe Seeler, a famous German international center-forward. Center-forward on a soccer team is to be understood, which in the world
outside the United States is called “football,” the players loosely called “footballers.” }

“Are you waiting for someone?” asked Brinkhoff.
“Waiting? Yes, my boy is not here yet, he’s on the night shift, and now it’s almost two o’clock. Probably doing
a double shift again, the silly fellow. D’you know he has such a sweet girl now, he definitely wants to buy a
motor-bike. Well, you know how it is nowadays, the young people want to get out, they have no interest any more
in the gardens. But always this overtime, he doesn’t need it, I give him something from my pension, too.”
“Oh yes,” said Brinkhoff and thought of the football match on television which would begin in an hour.
“But the young people want to put their head through the wall of course,” said old Haugk, and was somewhat
annoyed as he said it.
“What make does he want to get for himself?” asked the Works Councilor. Motorcycle, he thought, what
nonsense. Why buys a motor-cycle nowadays. Four wheels are four wheels, and a roof overhead is a roof
overhead. I wonder if Uwe is playing today?
“Don’t ask me, Fred, I’ve no idea about those things. It’s supposed to be Italian. I tell you, the last few
evenings he and the girl just sat and looked at catalogues and brochures. At the back, where the stable used to be,
he’s extended into a garage for himself, fine, I tell you. He has even papered it, with wallpaper that’s always left
over from decorating. It’s got a bit patchy, the garage, but otherwise quite nice. What ideas the young have today.”
Haugk smiled with satisfaction. If we go on chattering like this, I’ll miss the international match yet, thought
Brinkhoff, but he said:
“Oh yes, when does he want to get the contraption actually? Is it expensive?”
“Next week,” he said. “I’m looking forward to it, too. He’ll take me to pigeon and poultry exhibitions then all
the time. But you mustn’t say ‘contraption.’ In fact, he says his machine is the quietest on the market. It’s
measured in phones, or something like that it’s called.”
My God, thought Brinkhoff, how can he live in such oblivion, everyone round about him knows it, none has
told him, of all people it had to be me, I had to volunteer even. What a mess. I wonder if Uwe is playing today?
“What are you doing actually in our area?” Old Haugk asked suddenly. “Do you want to buy pigeons?”\fn{ Racing pigeons are meant; for some it is a sport, with local, national, international meets, standards, etc., etc .}
Brinkhoff looked at his watch. If it goes on like this, he thought, I shall miss the football game yet.
“Are you on holiday?” asked old Haugk again.
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“No, William, I had them in March already, had to fix up my house. So then, I simply took my holidays.”
“Of course, Fred, then you can at least stay on top of your work, I always did it that way too. But now I have
time, lots of time …”
Yes, thought Brinkhoff, it would be nice to be an invalid.
“… I tell you, all the things you can do the live-long day. No more rushing, nobody driving you on, no get on
with it! No more faster, no more the sentence: just don’t pretend to be tired. But now you are finished, the lungs
don’t quite play along. I tell you, I’m afraid again already when it gets foggy, it always chokes me then. There’s
not much more of the pension. We are washed out and worn out when we reach old age. But what do you want to
do, that’s the way it is.”
“We are just workers,” said Brinkhoff, and thought to himself that not always those who do the driving are
guilty, but also those who let themselves be driven. I hope I don’t miss the international match.
“Niggemeier is selling his whole loft, he’s moving into the town center. You know, his wife has inherited her
uncle’s house, they’re moving in. But he can’t keep pigeons there. You can get pigeons cheap, he has some good
flies, won a lot of prizes even. He’s not a cut-throat either, Niggemier.”
“What’s he asking then for his pigeons?” asked Brinkhoff. If I go on chattering like this I’ll miss the football
match yet.
“If you want, I’ll speak to him sometime for you Or we’ll go there now, he only lives a few houses further on.
That is, if you want to and have the time …”
“No, William,” said Brinkhoff hastily, “in fact I have to take one of those walks again, you know.”
“For God’s sake, Fred, has something happened at the pit?”
Old Haugk looked at Brinkhoff from down below. My God, thought Brinkhoff, so unsuspecting, when a
hundred people all around know that his son is among the dead. How cowardly the pack of neighbors can be, no
one has told him.
I wonder if Uwe is playing?
“Yes, William, ‘Sunshine’ seam, in the fifth section east. You know your way about there from earlier.”
“What? ‘Sunshine?’ Fifth east? Oh yes, ‘Sunshine,’ always had a poor rock. In my time … every week a fall, it
was as if bewitched, you could build as safely as you like, something always came down. And the damned seam
wasn’t closed either, because it had the best and cheapest coal. What does it matter about a few dead or a few
injured. The main thing is lots of coal and cheap, the main thing is the coal is right. It was always like that and it
will stay like that too. We can’t change anything. It’s good that I have nothing more to do with that gang.”
Haugk watched a pair of buzzards.
“Lovely,” he said, “I’ve been watching them for several days now. Must be fantastically interesting to bring
about a marriage proposal up there.”
“But, just a minute, the old man cried suddenly. What did you say? Fifth east? Fifth level? But … but … that’s
where my boy is too. Say! Fred! What has really happened?”
His boy was a brilliant outside left. If he had got into the right hands, who knows, perhaps ready for the
Federal League. Now I could be sitting in front of the television screen, if I had not volunteered.
“There were eight beneath the fall, William,” the Works Councilor said heavily and watched with interest the
circles made by the buzzards. “Like two wingers,” he said, inaudible to Haugk.
“Yes, there were eight beneath the fall, we were able to pull out five right away, three were caught. Yes, you
know.”
Old Haugk lit his pipe. He had no tobacco in the bowl of the pipe, but he lit match after match until so many
matches were lying at his feet that they looked like a Mikado game thrown down. Again Haugk looked down the
street up which Brinkhoff had come.
“So there were caught, you say, three. Three! Fred! Why three? Oh yes, that’s why my boy is not here yet,
that’s why. Oh yes, so that’s how it is.” And after a period of paralyzing silence he laughed as if he had heard the
best joke of the year.
“So that’s how it is, Fred. You were coming to me right from the start. And I, the fool that I am, thought you
wanted to buy pigeons from Niggemeier, now that he’s selling his whole loft.
The pair of buzzards was still making its circles. Old Haugk, however, looked at the matches lying burnt at his
feet.
“Oh yes,” he said again, “‘Sunshine’ always had poor rock, it was as brittle as Madeira cake.”
Has he understood now? The game is going to start now too. I wonder if Uwe is playing?
“So three were caught, you say … but why three … why not two … or one … or none at all.” And suddenly he
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shouted:
“Why none at all? Why? Fred! Why? Because the gentlemen do not wish to comprehend that a man is worth
more than a ton of coal? Eh! Is that it? Is that it?”
My God, how right the old man is, thought Brinkhoff, how right. But what are we supposed to do against it?
Are we supposed to do away with work?
Haugk looked at the house out of which his wife came and looked down the street, without paying any
attention to the two men at the garden gate. In the street the first miners from the early shift could already be seen,
in a great hurry. Many were trotting.
They’ll all get to their television screens early enough, thought Brinkhoff.
“But Fred, how should I tell my wife? How then? How?” the old man asked in despair.
“What, William, what?”
“Many thanks for coming, Fred. But how should I tell my wife then? How then? How?”
“I shall go in to her,” said Brinkhoff.
Am I mad then? My God, how can I do it, he’ll perhaps even demand that I inform all the relatives. Now the
game has begun.
Old Haugk took a pair of scissors and walked over to a delphinium bush as high as a man.
Brinkhoff waited until the woman had gone into the house, then he lagged behind. In the hallway it smelled of
baked fish, and he heard how the woman was pushing pots and pans to and fro.
58.408 A Loss Of Faith\fn{by Ruth Prawer Jhabvala (1927-
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Ram Kumar could not remember his father who had been a printer and had died of a sudden fever, leaving his
wife and five small children to be supported by his brother, a postal inspector. The impression that Ram Kumar’s
mother gave of her husband was, on the one hand, that of a man all tenderness and generosity and, on the other, of
one very much like his brother the postal inspector—that is to say, a man who was often drunk on raw liquor, was
careless of his family and beat his wife. In her moments of depression—which were frequent, for her life among
her sisters-in-law and mother-in-law was not easy—she favored the first impression:
“Ah,” she would say, “if my children’s father were still alive, it would be different for me.”
And then she would suggest how her husband in his lifetime had cared for her, brought special foods for her
when she was pregnant, given her and the children warm things to wear in the winter, and on festival days had
taken them to see fairs and processions. But when things were not going too badly for her, she gave a different
picture. Then she spoke with a kind of bitter satisfaction of the way all men were the same, all given to drink,
selfishness and wife-beating; and she compressed her lips and nodded her head up and down, suggesting that, if
called upon, she could tell many a tale from her own experience of married life to illustrate this truth.
Her eldest child—not Ram Kumar, who was the third—was fortunately a boy, and all her hope was in him.
Vijay was a strong, healthy, daring boy, and she could hardly wait for him to grow up and earn money and take
her and her other children away to live with him. But when he finally did grow up, he turned out to be too fond of
strolling through the bazaars, going to the cinema and having fun with his friends to give much of his attention to
the jobs that were found for him; so that within two years he had run through fourteen such jobs—all of the nature
of office messenger or contractor’s errand boy—and it became clear even to his mother that he would not
hurriedly earn a lot of money.
After these two years, he disappeared and was not heard of for another two; at the end of which time he came
back and said he had been to Calcutta, where he had earned a lot of money and had been about to send for them
when a thief had come in the night and stolen it all from under his bed. He was now in no hurry to look for
another job, but stayed around in his uncle’s home during the day and went out towards evening to enjoy life with
his numerous acquaintances.
At first he went out quite often with his uncle and the two came back late in the night, very drunk and very
friendly. But the friendship did not last long, and soon the uncle came to be tired of feeding a large, strong,
healthy nephew who made no attempts to find another job. Quarrels between them became more and more
frequent: watched by women cowering against the wall and clutching their hair, the two of them flung bitter
words against one another; until one day the nephew ended another such quarrel by smashing his fist into his
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uncle’s face and, stepping over the prostrate body, disappeared out of the house.
When he next reappeared, he was wearing a beautiful suit of smuggled silk and a big ring on his little finger
and was working in some rather shady capacity for a big business magnate. But though he now really seemed to
be earning a lot of money, he made no attempts to take away his mother and his younger brother and sisters. Nor
did he come to see them very often or, when he did, speak much of his affairs; so that it was only by devious
routes that they finally discovered him to be spending much of his time and most of his money on a very beautiful
young Muslim lady, who employed her abilities at singing and dancing to entertain at certain kinds of parties. His
mother took this news as she had taken all her other afflictions: with tears, with resignation, with pleas to God to
lighten her lot.
*
Meanwhile Ram Kumar too was growing up, and his mother tried to turn her hopes to him. But, unlike his
brother, he was not very promising. Where Vijay was broad and strong and good-looking, Ram Kumar was small
and weak, with a pinched face to go with his pinched body.
And he was always afraid. At the little charity school he attended he was afraid both of the master and of the
other boys. He worked feverishly so that the master should have nothing with which to reproach him, and he
hunched himself up to an even smaller size in the hope that the boys would not notice him. He was so successful
that nobody, neither master nor boys, ever did notice him, and he remained unknown, unbefriended and—which
was what he had aimed for—unmoleseted.
At home he tried the same tactics, though less successfully. The whole family lived together in one room and
one verandah. There were Ram Kumar, his mother and his two sisters—his elder sister had been married to a
policeman in Saharanpur, and Vijay, of course, was no longer living with them—the postal inspector uncle with
his wife and children, as well as one widowed Aunt and a grandmother.
Their room was in a row of six quarter built on one side of a courtyard which had on its other side the
workshop of a dry-cleaner and the office with cyclostyle\fn{ A reproducing device for making copies of written documents
from stencil plate} of an Urdu weekly of limited circulation. On summer nights all the families slept outside in the
courtyard, but summer days were hot and long and the room small, and even Ram Kumar could not always escape
notice. He suffered especially from his thin, hard, old grandmother and the widowed aunt, who looked just as old
as the grandmother. They were often angry with him and beat him and abused him, while he cowered in a corner
and wept into his hands.
There was no one who could protect him against them. His mother could not even put in a good word for him
because, if she had done so, they would have begun to beat and abuse her too. As it was, they did this often
enough. They pinched her and pulled her hair and poked her with sharp cooking-irons.
“Evil eye,” they called her, “killer of your husband, bringer of death.”
She had to accept everything, for it was true she was a widow and guilty of the sin of outliving her husband.
Ram Kumar had to watch the beatings meted out to his mother as she had to watch his; but it did not bring him
any closer to her. On the contrary, he even resented her because she was weak and could not protect him. So when
she tried to comfort him after his beatings, petting and stroking and whispering to him, he sat there passive and
unmoved with his face closed and the tear-marks on his cheeks; and when she whispered into his ear, “When you
are grown-up and are earning a lot of money, you will take me away to live with you,” he did not reply, and even
tightened his lips, for though he had, in his wilder moments, hopes of going away himself, he never entertained
the idea of taking her with him.
He liked to sit on the opposite side of their courtyard, in the poky little office of the old man who wrote,
cyclostyled and distributed the Urdu weekly. The old man sat on the floor with a tiny desk in front of him and
lingered lovingly with a quill pen over the flowering Urdu script in which he wrote his paper. Ram Kumar was not
interested in what he was writing, but liked the peace and order of the little room—the smell of black ink and the
gentle sucking noise the old man made between his teeth as he wrote. Very few visitors ever came to disturb him;
but it was through one such visitor, a relative of the old man’s, that Ram Kumar got a job.
It happened that the relative sat talking to the old man about this and that—a sick sister, a journey to Lucknow
—and mentioned in passing that a boy was wanted to help in the shop in which he was employed. The old man
jerked his head back to where Ram Kumar sat quietly behind the cyclostyle and said,
“Take him.”
Ram Kumar was startled: he was used to the old man taking any notice of him. But that “Take him” came at a
right time. He had left school, his uncle was trying to find him a job, his grandmother and aunt abused him for
being idle So he went gratefully to the shop.
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*
He loved it from the first. It was a draper and outfitter’s shop, but not an ordinary shop, not one of the little
booths in the city bazaars which was the only kind of shop he and his like ever visited. This was in the fashionable
shopping center of New Delhi,\fn{The Indian capital} where the rich went, and it was a big shop with a door to go in
by and two glass windows in which were displayed samples of all the beautiful things sold inside. There were two
counters inside, and behind the counters stood the assistants, serving the customers. Ram Kumar watched them
with eager eyes, he darted forward to be of assistance to them in taking the goods from the shelves, his lips moved
with theirs as they offered the customers all there was at their disposal. It did not take him long to know more
about stock and prices than any other employee in the shop; for though he was only the general boy, hired to go
out on errands, wrap parcels and tidy up counters, he had soon learnt so much that the others began to rely on him,
and it was he who was asked,
“Ram Kumar, has the new voile come in yet?”
“Ram Kumar, is there a baby vest, size 2?”
“Ram Kumar, how much for Hind Mill sheets, single-bed size?”
After about a year, they began to allow him to change the goods in the windows. He spent sweet hours
displaying newly arrived stock, not with taste but with love; reverently he laid out or hung up materials, blankets,
ladies’ underwear and children’s clothing. Inside the shop, on the edge of one of the counters, stood a pale wax
doll, two feet high and rather peeling, with a mouse-tooth smile, one hand with a finger missing outstretched, its
feet painted with white socks and black ankle-strap shoes. Once a week, Ram Kumar changed its clothes, making
it display now a pink satin frock with lace trimmings, now a boy’s sailor suit or a hand-embroidered skirt with cap
to match. He loved the doll and loved dressing it, but there was no element of play in the way he handled it; this
was work for him, something important and deadly earnest.
He did not spend much time at home any more. He left early in the morning, carrying the little parcel off food
which his mother had cooked for him at dawn, and he returned late in the night, so tired that he could only eat his
supper and roll up in his corner to sleep. He slept well, and was not easily disturbed. Only sometimes, when the
noise in the room rose to a pitch, he woke up and opened startled eyes to scenes which, though he had seen them
all his life, were still scenes of horror to him. His uncle might be reeling round the room, drunk, bedraggled,
desperate, shouting: “Let me be! Let me live!” tearing his hair and then knocking his head against the wall and
whimpering in anguish. Hands clutched at him, his wife, his sister, his mother; shrill tearful voices implored him
to lie down and sleep, till suddenly he broke loose and roared like a madman, “They are eating me up!” in a voice
of pain and despair.
The women reeled back and it was always at that point that he began to beat his wife. He struck out at her
wildly, staggering and falling like a wounded animal, sometimes hitting and sometimes missing, while she
screamed on one long high-pitched note and dodged him fairly successfully.
“I will kill her!” he shouted, hitting out with both arms and tears streaming down his face.
“Kill them all!” he sobbed.
Ram Kumar, woken up from his sleep, clutched his tattered blanket to his chest and stared with horrified eyes
at the drunken man and the screaming women, the little flame in the kerosene lamp flickering and dying for want
of oil, and the grandmother on her knees praying with uplifted hands to God to save them all.
But in the shop it was different. Here there were comfortably well-to-do customers, courteous assistants, and
the proprietor who sat all day at a table in a corner of the shop. Ram Kumar had a great respect for the proprietor.
He admired the way he sat poring over business letters and accounts while remaining alert to everything that went
on in the shop, every now and again rapping out an order or rising himself to help satisfy a difficult customer. He
was a morose man, with a clean blue shave and rimless spectacles, who never talked much and suffered from a
bad stomach. If he had any personal feelings, he never showed them in the shop: an inefficient assistant was got
rid of, however piteously he might plead poverty and promise reform, salaries were docked with ruthless
impartiality for a damage to stock and unpunctuality. But he showed the same impartiality in recognizing merit.
Ram Kumar found himself step by step promoted, first to assistant salesman, then to salesman, then to deputy
head salesman and finally, after seven years, when he was twenty-two years old, to head salesman and staff
manager.
He was earning good money now. His status in the family increased and, with his, his mother’s. Nobody beat
her now, nobody called her “evil eye”; she was no longer the widow of her husband but the mother of her son and,
as such, worthy of respect. She held her head high, bought a new sari and gave sharp answers. But she was not
yet satisfied. She still wanted, as she had wanted ever since her widowhood, to be taken away by her son and set
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up in a home of her own. Every night she urged this on him, in cajoling whispers; every night he made no reply
but turned over in his corner and went to sleep. He wanted a different domestic life, but he was always too tired,
after his day at the shop, to formulate thoughts of getting it. But one day she told him she had heard of a place
they could have at low rent, and after that he began to think about it. And with his mother nagging him and
pleading constantly, it was easier to give way than to hold out. So they moved, he and his mother and his two
younger sisters, to a ground-floor room in a tenement, and he became head of a family.
Here he had his first taste of domestic bliss. It was good to come home, late in the evening, to the quiet room
which the women kept scrupulously clean, and to eat the food they had prepared for him with such love and care.
They treated him, their sole support, with high respect and he, in return, took his responsibility towards them very
seriously. His senior position in the shop had already given him an air of authority, a certain dignity of bearing,
which he could now afford to take home with him. He had also borrowed his employer’s somewhat sour
expression of face, and his principles were strict.
Not that he was very sure of any principles; but he knew how life should not be and deduced from that how
perhaps it should. He was sure it should not be as he had known it in his uncle’s house—disorderly, dirty and
violent; and in opposition he set up an ideal of quiet and orderliness, of meekness and domestic piety. To this he
wished his women to adhere. He liked to think of them quietly following their household duties, taking in some
sewing work and keeping themselves modestly to themselves.
This last was perhaps the most important, for the tenement was full of people who led the sort of lives he
wanted to get away from. On the top floor was a Muslim insurance clerk whose two wives were forever
quarrelling and abusing one another, and underneath them a crippled astrologer, who augmented his income by
selling love potions and whose dissatisfied clients frequently reported him to the police. Next to Ram Kumar on
the ground floor lived a traveler\fn{ A traveling salesman} in rugs and carpets, whose wife and daughter, left often
alone, did not conduct themselves with the decorum Ram Kumar could have wished for in his neighbors. They
stood out in the street and laughed and joked, the mother as well as her daughter, showing off their big breasts and
healthy cheeks. It was this family that Ram Kumar feared most, for they made overtures of friendliness and the
girl was the same age as his sisters. He found it necessary to instruct his mother to avoid all contact with them,
which she agreed to do, denouncing them with some fervor for loose morals and shameless conduct.
In appearance Ram Kumar remained as he had been as a child—small, weak and wholly unremarkable. Yet he
was getting the habit of authority: at home there was no one but he who counted,\fn{ Even today, the population of India
is reckoned at only 52% literate} in the shop he was next only to the proprietor. He became exacting, tight with money
and slightly bad-tempered. His mother forbade everything to his sisters in his name—“Your brother will be
angry”—and every evening, just before his homecoming, she as well as the two girls began to fidget about the
room, tidying everything up more than was necessary. And Ram Kumar looked round, pursed his lips and thrust
out his thin stomach, and felt himself master of the house.
*
Except when his brother was there.
Vijay came to see them sometimes, and his presence had what Ram Kumar felt to be a deplorable effect on the
household. For Vijay, with his silk suit, his big ring, his oiled and scented hair, at once upset that prim orderliness
which Ram Kumar had imposed. The mother and sisters became flushed and excited, they hovered around Vijay,
listened to his stories, tittered and fussed and were restrained only by the presence of Ram Kumar, at whom they
threw frequent guilty glances.
Vijay himself hardly noticed his brother. As far as he was concerned, Ram Kumar’s status had not changed
from the time he had been the puny and insignificant younger brother who kept out of everyone’s way.
Sometimes, in face of this contempt, Ram Kumar felt like asserting himself: after all, it was he who was now the
head of the family and kept the mother and sisters, not Vijay who did nothing for them. Yet most of the time he
was glad not to be noticed by Vijay; for he was still afraid of him.
There was to him something alien and terrible about his elder brother. He was not sure quite what work he did
for the big business magnate who kept him in his retinue, but he sensed that it was something rather shady of
which no one ever spoke. And that to him characterized Vijay’s life altogether—it was something of which one
could not speak and should not even think about. Where did he live, and with whom?
A shudder passed through Ram Kumar when he thought of this. He could never forget the young Muslim lady
they had been told about, who sang and danced. The tunes Vijay hummed he had perhaps first heard from her, the
liquor of which he smelt he had drunk with her, the ring he wore had been given by her, when he smiled like that
and smoothed his hair he was thinking of her. And all this he brought with him into their room, it was behind his
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eyes and voice as he joked with the mother and sisters, and Ram Kumar could do nothing and say nothing and
wait only for him to be gone again.
Sometimes Vijay did not go so quickly. It seemed there were periods when he was out of work or had
temporarily quarreled with his employers or simply did not feel like working, and then he hung around his
brother’s home, unwashed and disheveled, sleeping with abandon, going out at nights to drink with his friends.
Ram Kumar suspected that during these periods his mother supplied him with funds out of her housekeeping
money, but he dared not ask and pretended not to notice.
He pretended also not to notice the suppressed excitement which shone in the faces of the mother and her
daughters, as if they were having a much better time than they wished him to know. But he did not wish to know
and was even afraid of knowing. He went to the shop and lost himself in work. There was comfort in dressing the
doll in a different outfit and hovering tender fingers over a newly-arrived stock of silk underwear.
Once, on coming home, he found the wife and daughter of the traveler in rugs and carpets in the room. They
all seemed to be on the friendliest terms together. Ram Kumar’s mother and his sisters looked shocked when he
came in, but Vijay and the visitors went on talking and laughing undisturbed. Their laughter was loud and
improper, and the girl flung back her head from a strong, healthy throat and let Vijay look down into her bosom.
Ram Kumar retired into a corner and ate his food, while his mother whispered to him,
“What could we do? They came to visit.”
He did not answer. When she lied, his mother’s face bore a prim, innocent expression. He hated her and hated
his sisters and hated the home he had made. The traveler’s daughter looked at him over her shoulder; she looked
sly and laughing, and her little gold earrings shook against her plump cheek. He knew she was laughing at him
and he felt ashamed for not being like Vijay. Yet he was angry too, because it was he who supported the family
and paid the rent of the room in which they sat enjoying themselves, not Vijay.
After that, he often thought about the neighbors. He thought about the plump, shameless girl and felt indignant.
He also felt it was time for him to marry off his sisters. His mother had been telling him so for some time:
“Find someone for my girls,” she told him in the urgent whisper she always used when she wanted something;
“It is time they were off your hands.” Then she looked coy, gazing at him with her head on one side and too sweet
a smile on her lips:
“And after that is finished, we can start thinking of you.” She tried to stroke his face but he turned it away. He
was not ready to think of his own marriage yet.
But he set earnestly and methodically about doing something for his sisters. He studied the matrimonial
advertisement columns in the newspapers, inserted an advertisement of his own and, after some correspondence,
settled things to everyone’s satisfaction. For their dowries he had to borrow from a moneylender at the usual rate
of interest, but he knew that with his salary he would have little difficulty in repaying this by monthly
installments. He was pleased with himself, so was his mother. Her hints about his own marriage became more
frequent, and he was more ready to listen to her.
*
He often saw the wife of the traveler in carpets nowadays, and her daughter. They always seemed to be outside
their room when he passed in the mornings and in the evenings. The mother was very obsequious to him, she
smiled humbly and inquired after his health, while the daughter hovered behind her, her head covered by her sari
with a becoming, if uncharacteristic air of modesty. Ram Kumar never looked at her, but when he passed her, he
could not help thinking of the way she had glanced at him over her shoulder than night when he had seen her in
his room, and her earring shaking against her round, glowing cheek.
His mother began frequently mentioning these neighbors to him; at first hesitantly, but when she saw that he
was inclined to listen, more fully and boldly. He had been, she said, mistaken about them. They were decent,
respectable people, and the girl a jewel of a girl—modest and skilled in household duties; and moreover, the
father, traveling around in a hired horse-drawn carriage with his rugs and carpets rolled up at the back, earned
good money, he would be able to give a fine dowry with his only daughter.
Ram Kumar listened and felt flattered. It was he who was being persuaded to take this plump pretty girl, he
who was wanted for her husband, not someone else, not Vijay. Every night his mother talked to him, every
morning and night hew saw the girl and her mother waiting for him outside their door. His face remained sour and
perhaps he even exaggerated his frown of ill-humor, to hide the strange feelings that were growing inside him.
These surprised him, for he had not known that one could have such feelings.
*
He did not have them for long after he married her. She soon stopped smiling for him, and his mother soon
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stopped finding any virtue in her. Every day the two women quarreled, and the girl’s mother would rush in and
take her daughter’s part. When Ram Kumar came home, his mother at once began complaining to him against his
wife, who, tossing her head and keeping a menacing silence, glowered at him as if she dared him to say anything
to her. And he never did dare; instead he got angry with his mother, and told her not to worry him with her
women’s quarrels.
He was afraid of his wife in the same way as he was afraid of Vijay. He knew that his high position in the shop
and the important frown he wore on his face did not impress her. When he came to her with his passion, she
pushed him away as one would push away a troublesome little animal; and even when she let him come to her,
she remained aloof and impatient, so that afterwards he was ashamed and turned from her with an embarrassed
look on his face.
He could refuse her nothing, not because he loved her any more but because of this fear he had of her. When
she wanted money, he had to give it, though it was always painful for him to part with money. Sometimes he
dared to protest—“I have given money for the household”—but it was never any use; in the end he had to fumble
in his pocket, feeling unhappy and defeated, while she stood there with one hand on her hip and the other
insolently outstretched; and his mother, whom he had always kept very short, looked on with hungry, angry eyes.
When Vijay came, Ram Kumar’s wife was quite different. Then all her contempt and nonchalance dropped
from her; she smiled again as she had smiled before she was married, dimples appeared in her fat cheeks and her
sari was allowed to slip from her bosom. And Vijay looked at her with a knowing air, which made her laugh more
and put up a hand to caress her hair and turn herself casually to show off her hips. Ram Kumar was in the shop all
day and it was easy for him there not to think about them. When he was home, he frowned in his usual way and
pretended to notice nothing. He did not talk to anyone, and only his mother tried to talk with him.
It was difficult to know how his mother felt about the situation. At times she looked at Vijay with pride and
gentle, wistful, motherly sighs; and at others at Ram Kumar with what was perhaps pity. She tried to talk to Ram
Kumar sometimes; and strangely enough, always about his father, the long-dead printer.
“What a man,” she would say; and she sighed and smiled and wiped at a tear. She may have been talking about
him in his gentle family-man aspect; yet it seemed more likely—from her tone of womanly respect and the way
she looked, pityingly and comparingly, at Ram Kumar—that she was referring to him in his role of swaggering
drunkard and lusty wife-beater.
2
What Ram Kumar still liked best in the shop, after all these years, was serving the customers. He stood waiting
behind the counter, with just the right mixture of dignity and obsequiousness, his hands folded in repose at chestlevel and inclining his body in a brisk, neat bow. He brought out the requisite goods almost before his customer
had finished asking for them, and spread them with respectful triumph on the counter. He did not have to say
“This is the best you can buy anywhere”; his quiet pride, his attitude of caressing reverence towards his goods,
made that clear enough.
But at the least sign of hesitation on the part of the customer, he was ready to push aside the first item and
startle with something even more suitable. He reached up, reached down, swooped here and darted there to bring
out more stock, snapped his fingers in the air for one of the assistants to whom he delivered terse and almost silent
commands, and all this so unobtrusively, and as it were with his left hand, that his customer never for one moment
felt released from his ardent attention. Sometimes, in the most respectful manner possible, he put forward a
question-mark of discreet suggestion and if this met with a favorable response, began gently to guide his
customer’s desires. His patience and solicitude never slackened, and he remained all-absorbed till the last moment
when he handed back change and cash-memo and bowed his customer off the premises with the same selfimmolating grace, his hands folded, his eyes lowered, with which he had welcomed him. He felt himself alive and
significant with the customers. Here he was the salesman, perfect in his role, whom no one could ignore or
despise or challenge in authority.
His wife had children whom he could not care for as much as he might have done if he had been sure that they
were his. Yet he provided for them, clothed them and sent them to school. He provided for everybody. His uncle,
the postal inspector, died, and while his widow and smaller children went into the care of a grown-up son, the
grandmother and aunt, tough old roots who lived for ever, were\fn{ The text has: went} sent to Ram Kumar.
Vijay was now often not working. He lay around in Ram Kumar’s home and quarreled with Ram Kumar’s
wife. He had become bloated and morose. Though he still went on his drinking bouts at night, he could not carry
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his liquor so well and often, when he came home, he could be heard to retch and moan right up till morning. He
was mostly in a depressed mood nowadays. He sat against the wall, with his knees drawn up and his head
lowered, wiping his hands in his tousle of dank hair, and grew philosophical.
“All the good things in life,” he would say, “are like shaky teeth in the mouth, which will drop out and leave
us.”
Gold ring, silk suit, Muslim lady—all had gone. He was a tired, aging man and mostly out of work. It seemed
the business magnate had withdrawn his protection, and Vijay now only got work here and there from old
associates. Whatever he earned, he spent, and then he wheedled Ram Kumar’s wife who abused him but finally
got him what he wanted from her husband. Money began to be very short in the house. Ram Kumar found he
often had to turn to moneylenders, and the debts mounted and so did the interest on them. Sometimes he could not
keep up with the monthly repayments and then the moneylenders came to the house and had to be cajoled.
*
His relations with the proprietor of the shop had never changed, in all the years he had worked there. The
proprietor sat, sour and impersonal, behind his table, doing his accounts and keeping an eye on what was going on
in the shop. Ram Kumar as head assistant was his right-hand man but by no means his confidant. They had no
private relationship at all. Ram Kumar had shyly revealed his marriage and, later, the birth of his wife’s first son,
but both these items of news and been received too non-committally for him even to venture to impart any other.
He respected his employer’s complete lack of interest in the lives of his employees. He understood there was a
barrier as between a king and his subjects, or a guru and his disciples, and that it was right to maintain that barrier.
Yet he felt closer to the proprietor than to anyone else in the world. They shared one overriding passion—their
passion for the shop—and this to Ram Kumar seemed like a deep source of orderliness and virtue, of Goodness
and Truth.
And yet, as he got older and things at home became more hopeless, he began to want something further from
the proprietor. He felt sometimes, as they were checking stock together or counting the day’s takings, that there
were other things he wished to talk about besides the business in hand. He was not sure quite what those other
things might be, and yet he felt an urge to start talking from the heart; to say, perhaps, “Sir, my wife has always
been unfaithful to me,” or “Sir, I have my mother, my grandmother, my aunt, my brother to support.”
And, still more, he wanted to ask questions. There was a new why in his life that he wanted to put to someone.
He could not understand how things had come to this pass: he had always worked so hard; had wanted to keep
everything decent and orderly and different from what it had been in his uncle’s house. Yet, in spite of his efforts,
the same disorder there had been in his uncle’s house, the same sense of too much and too violent a humanity, had
come to swallow his own life. He felt as if everything were closing in on him—the Muslim wives fighting
upstairs, the crippled astrologer and, in his own room, the monstrous shapes of his mother, his wife, his
grandmother, the shrill voices, the quarrels, dirt and poverty and moneylenders who had to be cajoled. He
remembered how his uncle had clutched at his head and screamed: “They are eating me up!” and that was how he
was feeling himself, devoured and eaten.
He did not know any way in which to tell this to the proprietor, so that there was nothing for\fn{ The text has:
from} him to do but push back his rising heart and continue checking stock. And afterwards, when the shop closed
at night, he wandered round by himself, his lips moving slightly as he talked in imagination to the proprietor,
explaining himself fully and without reservation. Often, when he got home, his wife at once began to ask him for
money; and when he had to refuse her, for it frequently happened nowadays that he really had nothing, she was
angry and shouted at him, while his mother listened with tightdrawn lips. Once he tried to defend himself, he
waved trembling hands in the air and cried,
“But what can I do?”
That drove her to such fury that she began to look around for something to strike him with; and she would
undoubtedly have found something, if Vijay had not at this point intervened. He turned to Ram Kumar and said,
“Why don’t you ask for more money in your shop.”
But that suggestion shocked Ram Kumar; he had got to the top of the salary-scale, and the salary-scale was to
him like a law of God or Nature, incontrovertible. Vijay laughed at him and his wife shouted,
“What is it to him if we all starve!” Vijay mocked,
“He belongs to his shop, not to us.” But after a time he stopped mocking, and his face assumed the bitter
expression which nowadays was the most characteristic of him. He said,
“Yes, all your life you have slaved for the shop, and where are you now?” Ram Kumar’s wife said,
“The fool, his own family is nothing to him—”
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“Keep quiet,” Vijay said, without even turning round to her; she looked sullen, but said nothing further.
“Look at both of us,” said Vijay to his brother. “You have worked all your life and I—” here he stopped and
laughed, with an echo of his old free laughter in which there was also some surprise and admiration at all the
things he had done in his life.
“And now we are both here,” he said.
Ram Kumar listened to him, which was not something he had often done before; but now, for the first time, he
felt almost a kind of response to what his brother was saying. After that, he listened more frequently when Vijay
sat on the floor in his bitter moods, running his hands through his hair and muttering against the world.
“The world sucks the juice out of us and then spits us out like an empty shriveled skin,” said Vijay.
And Ram Kumar pretended to be minding his own business, as usual, but inwardly he nodded. It was so, he
knew now; he had always worked and hoped hard, but had got nothing. His attitude towards the shop and the
proprietor changed, and he began to doubt whether they really represented all goodness and virtue, as he had so
unquestioningly believed all these years. He still worked as hard as ever and received customers with the same
grace and ceremony; but now he went about these things stiffly and hollowly and without joy, like a man who has
lost his faith.
One day Vijay, when returning from one of his drinking bouts, was knocked down by a motorcycle-rickshaw.
He was brought to a hospital where it took him three days to die. They covered him with a red cloth and carried
him on a plank down to the Jumna. The pall bearers were Ram Kumar and several cousins and brothers-in-law.
Behind them walked other male relatives and friends. Everyone chanted:
“God, God, you are Truth!” Ram Kumar chanted too, but he did not believe it; he did not believe there was any
God or any Truth or anything at all.
Since Vijay had no sons, it was Ram Kumar who had to feed the fire of his brother’s pyre. He ladled in
clarified butter and heard its sizzle and saw the flames shoot up; and it was not long before it was finished and
they could go home again. At home the women were mourning. They wailed and screamed and knocked
themselves against the floor and walls to hurt themselves. Ram Kumar’s wife clutched at her own throat as if she
wished to strangle herself and screaming to her dead and burnt brother-in-law:
“Stand up just once more!”
The mother hit her fist against her forehead and chanted about the feelings she had when she was carrying
Vijay, and about his childhood and beautiful manhood. The grandmother, who was very old now and not sure who
was dead, stamped her feeble feet and wrung her hands to Heaven. Even very distant relatives, who had hardly
known Vijay, showed extravagant grief. It was what was done at every death—what must have been done, though
Ram Kumar could not remember it, at his own father’s death, what had been done at his uncle the postal
inspector’s, and what no doubt would be done at his own death, by these women who went on forever.
There was no spark in him to kindle him into a rebel. And yet, as he smiled and bowed to customers, he asked
himself sometimes, why am I doing this, and he looked at the proprietor—sitting at his table, blue-shaved, with
rimless spectacles, growing every year richer and more sour—and strange feelings rose in his heart. Meanwhile at
home money became tighter and tighter. His mother developed some disease, which made her feet and hands
swell up. She had to be taken to doctors, and the doctors had to be paid money, which Ram Kumar did not know
how to come by. Once she said to him,
“If I could die, son, things would be easier for you.”
She could no longer walk and sat all day on a piece of matting, looking down in astonishment at her purple,
swollen hands that lay in her lap like dead animals. At last Ram Kumar asked for a rise in salary. The salary-scale
had, like everything else, ceased to be sacred to him, so it was no longer impossible for him to ask; but he
expected to be refused, which he was.
His one act of rebellion was quite unpremeditated and came as a surprise even to himself. He was dressing the
doll, changing its attire from a silk-blouse and velvet shorts to a blue-dressing-gown with braidings, when he
dropped it. He never quite knew whether he had done it on purpose. He remembered thinking, just before the fatal
accident, that the doll’s mouse-tooth grin was rather stupid; he also remembered the surge of pleasure when it
went hurtling, with some violence, down from the counter. Everyone in the shop gasped and came crowding
round; the proprietor rose from his table.
They all stood and looked at the broken fragments and from them at Ram Kumar, who kept his eyes lowered
and said nothing. He would not apologize, would not say he did not know how it could have happened. He was
almost enjoying this little unexpected moment, though he would no doubt have enjoyed it more if he had not
known that the cost of a new doll would be taken, month by month, out of his salary.
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58.417 Complaints About My Methods Are Mounting Up\fn{by Martin Walser (1927Constance, Baden-Würtemberg, Germany (M) 2

)} Wasserburg,

nr. Lake

The courage it takes to be a bank robber, to force your way into the main hall across a shining stone floor in
broad daylight, was the courage I lacked when my teachers urged me to choose a career. I would have quite liked
to become a forest warden; but even for this, it seemed to me, you needed a bank robber’s courage. For almost all
careers, when you consider them closely, you need the kind of courage shown by one who forces his way intro the
main hall, holds everybody up with a loaded, or more often than not unloaded, pistol until he had got what he
wants, and who can then still summon up a smile, back away, and suddenly disappear.
In the end, I decided to become a hall porter. And I became a hall porter in a toy factory. I can imagine that this
career makes many of my colleagues haughty—that they run around even after hours with impassive looks on
their faces, scattering gestures of refusal around them.
I did not get like this, although I did my best to do my day’s work pretty well without mercy. I felt at home
behind my glass window from the very start. It was explained to me just once how the buttons worked which I
operated to open the doors entrusted me, and I understood it all immediately. I had scarcely finished reading it
before I knew the interval telephone list by heart. Admittedly, I was a little shy with the first callers: I was afraid
of questions I could not answer; I was still not sure if, at any given moment, I would be able to express the
information in a way that a caller might expect of me. How very easy it is, all things considered, for a hall porter
to be a failure! The most distinguished type of gentlemen come into the factory, and the hall porter does not know
whether his superiors may want to receive this one or that. And everybody in the factory thinks himself as\fn{ The
text has: in} the hall porter’s superior. The hall porter has no colleagues, he has only superiors. And he has got to
please all of them.
Now, you might think that the hall porter has only to reach for the telephone, ring through to the offices, and
ask if Mr. So-and-So is welcome or not. But the people in the offices are so sensitive that they can often be put in
a terribly nervous state by a telephone inquiry: then they bawl the hall porter out through the mouthpiece so that it
is all he can do to control himself and not burst into tears. He must not do that, for the simple reason that there in
front of him, head against the window-pane and attention fixed on him, stands the caller to whom he has to give
an answer at once. This answer, moreover, must betray nothing of the scream to which the highly strung and
highly paid gentleman in the office has just given vent into the hall porter’s ears; on the contrary, it is the hall
porter’s job to translate that nervous gentleman’s outburst immediately into an apologetic smile, a polite gesture
which so consoles the caller that the next moment, as he goes out of the door, he has already forgotten that he has
had a refusal.
Besides all this, in order to keep the angry voice from the office reaching the caller’s ears by muffling it, I
often have to bend my head, while holding the receiver, right back into the lining of my coat which hangs behind
me; for there is a directive from the very highest authority, in fact from the owner himself, that no caller, whoever
it may be, should be treated roughly. Although this management directive applies to everyone, it is the hall porter
who, after all <is> said and done, has to put it into practice. I have always done this with pleasure, because I
approve more of this order than of any of the others in the firm.
I have, therefore, got accustomed to reaching for the telephone as little as possible. Instead, I examine the
callers myself and decide if their request to speak to the chief buyer, the head clerk, the design manager, the
canteen manageress, or even to one of the directors or the personnel manager, is justified.
Possibly at first I sent some people away too quickly. But I have gradually acquired the ability to question so
well—unobtrusively, not a bit like a detective or common snooper, but casually, in the course of a conversation
which is quite invigorating for both participants but at the same time thoroughly informative—that by the end of
it, I am so accurately informed as to the importance of his visit for our firm that I can take the decision as to
whether or not to refuse the caller with a perfectly clear conscience. If I do refuse a caller, as I must the majority, I
know how to convince him in the course of the conversation that it would be quite pointless for him to speak with
the gentleman in our firm to whom he had asked to be announced.
I have acquired so much knowledge in all our specialties that I can, with absolute confidence, tell a traveler
who wants to speak to our chief buyer about supplying tin plate, whether his offer has a chance of success or not.
Similarly, I have learnt to satisfy protesting retailers who want to speak with the sales manager, or small-holders
who want to supply our canteen, or anemic looking inventors who, in packs of three or four, want to ambush the
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manager of the design department to palm off their useless toy inventions on him. I can even restrain the worst
excesses of determined-looking writers and painters who want to revenge themselves on our publicity manager
for all his letters of rejection, although it is precisely the inventors and artists—to give the small-holders and
travelers their due—who are the hardest to convince by reasonable argument.
So at the entrance I represent—this is no other way I can put it—all the company’s leading personnel, and the
ever more swiftly rising profits are to be attributed not least to the fact that I protect the leading figures of our firm
for they are the most vulnerable, from bothersome callers. Unfortunately, this is completely ignored by these very
gentlemen. First and foremost, they do not understand that I need time to convince each caller, conclusively and
without any rudeness, for the uselessness of his visit. The long and wearisome conversations I have to undertake
with stubborn callers through my window leads to the forming, as early as half an hour before opening time, of a
queue outside it which grows minute by minute.
Whether one of those waiting was once ill-mannered enough to use the assembled crowd as a camouflage and
to slip in announced, or whether one of the firm’s senior partners wanted to leave quickly and lost a fraction of
time because of the waiting queue, whatever it was, complaints about my methods of handling callers are
mounting up. And I have to listen to people telling me I work too slowly, too clumsily and not scientifically
enough. All these reproaches and complaints are so shortsighted and show so little knowledge of my job, that I
can really hardly defend myself. I would just like to see what would happen if I was rude to and short with callers.
True, the reception hall would then always be empty; but the telephone in the managers’ offices would not stop
ringing with complaints, the firm’s name would suffer, and profits would sink. The management’s directive not to
give offence to any caller is not sent out without reason.
Naturally, I cannot go running along to the managing director to ask him to tell people who complain about me
to hold their tongues. He would simply tell me on the one hand that I must carry out my orders, but on the other
that I must manage, at the same time, to cope with the situation. But, if I am to deal with them quickly, how am I
to convince callers politely that no one in the firm can see them? You can convince someone in one sentence that
he has won the first prize in the lottery; but to get it properly across to someone that his intention, or his
advertising copy, or his tin plate, or his vegetables, are out of the question as far as a particular firm is concerned,
and to get it across to him in such a way that he leaves the building singing that firm’s praises—I should like to;
see one of my critics do that in two minutes. But what am I to do?
The queue of people outside my window grows daily and, because I now know the danger it holds for me, it
makes me nervous and unsure of myself; my words no longer flow as they used to; I sweat, stammer, am slower
than before, no longer reach the heights of conciliation that I always used to; some of the callers have even sworn
at me, slammed the door and rushed out furious. What am I to do! It is outside my control.
It is time I confessed why I am recording in such detail the course my career took. In fact, it is to justify
myself, if only somewhere, to get some understanding, at least outside the firm, because tomorrow I have been
asked to go and see the personnel manager. At first I thought it was merely a question of a reminder, of a sort of
warning. I do not think so any longer. Yesterday, in the queue outside my window, there was somebody, a roughlooking, thin-lipped fellow, who ordered me to announce him to the managing director, saying that he had been
asked for. I asked him, my finger already hovering over the telephone dial, what it was that he wanted to see the
managing director about. He was applying for the hall porter job advertised, he said.
I dialed the personnel department number, right first time, and announced him, though immediately after doing
so the index finger I had dialed with felt as though it was dropping off.
The man entered the building and returned cheerfully after half an hour. He even went so far as to whistle. I
watched him go, full of admiration. His is the sort of courage you have to have, I thought. Anyway, courage is
what it takes. There I had been, all the time a little ashamed because I had only become a hall porter. Now I
understood that you need a bank robber’s courage even for that.
Precisely that courage which I am still vainly searching for in myself.
58.417 A Lingering Death\fn{by Silvia Tennenbaum (1928-

)}

Frankfurt-am-Main, Hesse, Germany (F) 7

1
Her first blackout came on quite naturally. It was like a cloud passing across the sun. It was a cloud passing
across the sun, she thought, and did not find it at all unusual. Clouds frequently pass across the sun. But this time,
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after the cloud had gone on and the sun shone again, Amalie found herself on the floor. She had been standing
beside the armchair, watering the plants in front of the long French windows and then the cloud came and she was
on the floor, water from the watering can all over the carpet.
Amalie was too startled to think there was anything wrong. She got up and fetched a dishtowl to dry the carpet
and set the long spouted brass watering can back on its saucer. She did not, however, think about continuing to
water the plants. She sat down on the couch and thought that she ought to read Rilke\fn{ Ranier Maria Rilke (18751926), Czech-born Austro-German poet and novelist } again. Had she been thinking of him before the cloud passed? (She
now remembered it, quite resolutely, as a cloud.) It had been many years since she read Rilke.
Amalie saw that there was a run in her stocking and some blood on her knee. The telephone rang but she
would not answer, it was imperative that she try to reconstruct what happened before she spoke to anyone. It
would be impossible to explain the cloud unless she was certain of her own interpretation. Another person might
see it differently, might read it as an omen.
Amalie felt her heart beating. The light of winter danced into her living room on yellow-gray drops. She had
chosen the apartment for its light. In the morning it flooded her bedroom and in the afternoon it moved into the
living room on long, graceful beams. There were plants at all the windows and paintings on every wall. Amalie
liked the pictures as much now as she had in her youth. They never seemed emptied of life; she could always
rephrase her perception of them. The apartment was spacious, the furniture good. Amalie had lived in a number of
cities in her time, she had finally chosen to settle in this one (it was her birthplace) because it was benign and
gray. Cities began for her directly outside her window; her comfortable apartment was the center of her life and
was rendered most carefully. Amalie felt that arrangement mattered and details were important. She knew exactly
what shelf the Rilke was on, and had monograms stitched on her linens.
The city was cool and often slick with rain. The sky retained the gray cast of the rain clouds on the nicest of
days and spread it like a dingy sheet above the squat stone houses (many of them painted pale gray) and the river,
but the distant rolling hills were always raked by sunlight. Everything in the city had changed in the years Amalie
had been away and nothing had changed. The streets were buzzing with vacant-eyed strangers and oddly colored
cars, but the numbers and destinations of the trolley cars were just as Amalie remembered them. The town council
enacted laws regulating the height of buildings and the thickness of masonry; an old-age home stood on the Fuseli
estate where once the deer had grazed. It was named after a poet who had lived to be ninety-six. The city was a
reasonable place, the river had not flooded since 1736. One never saw beggars or whores. After dark the streets
were empty and the great white street lights illumined a desert of gray boxes; in spring the scent of lilacs stole
over the courtyard walls.
Amalie noticed that the phone had stopped ringing. She belched and saw that there was now also a pink bruise
on her elbow. The great clouds in the sky moved slowly, dragged down by the weight of their gray bellies. When
they rolled over the sun the afternoon became dreary, but it remained the color of day. Amalie felt diminished, as
though she had walked through an unfamiliar alley and seen something not meant for her eyes. A couple engaged
in an obscene act. She sat on the couch for a long time. Her thoughts would fasten on one thing or another until
fear brought them back into the room.
Amalie waited for a pain that never came and then she bent over to rearrange the dried gourds she thought
once more of Rilke. It grew dark slowly. At one moment the light inside was exactly the color of the light outside,
then the sky paled and the room closed in on the emerging darkness. It became necessary to turn on a lamp even
though it was not yet night. The blackness, Amalie saw, had been behind her own eyes—a moment of death.
The paintings on the opposite wall were illumined from above by the chandelier and from below by the lamp
on the table. Amalie could not remember having turned on the light a minute after she had pressed the switch. It
was difficult to follow a single thought to its conclusion. Amalie sometimes went back to the beginning and found
that there was no end.
The rhythm of the paintings had changed in the light. They looked like ikons and there was still a yellow glow
on the rim of the sky. The Beckmann\fn{Max Beckmann (1884-1950), German expressionist painter and printmaker } was
Amalie’s largest picture; she owned several drawings by Saul Steinberg, whom she had also known, two early
Chagalls\fn{Marc Chagall (1887-1985), Russian-born French painter and designer } and three Klees. Klee\fn{ Paul Klee (18791940), Swiss painter, watercolorist, and etcher } had died the year she had gone hiking in the Alps near Zermatt. She had
met Kandinsky\fn{Wassily Kandinsky (1866-1944), Russian painter} in Weimar.
Amalie saw her life as a series of connections to history. She often thought her reminiscences had value and
tried to write them down. But when she read back what she had written, the words she had used conveyed only a
small and obscure portion of the event. It was different with her letters. Observations made in the heat of vision
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did not break apart as easily as her reconstituted memories. Her friends and relations were amused by her lively
transcriptions of what took place at the next table or in the railway station.
She hoped Evelyn had kept her letters as promised. Evelyn, the daughter of her oldest friend, was also her
godchild. Amalie felt closer to her than to any of her blood relatives. Evelyn was a professor of art history and
traveled to Italy every summer. Her Italian was impeccable. Her papers were models of scholarship. Amalie did
not like her friend’s cluttered apartment and rarely went there. It had a lovely view of the river but was depressing
in all other aspects. Evelyn never arranged her belongings, she simply stacked them up or set them in a row
against the wall.
On Wednesday evenings Amalie and Evelyn met for dinner at a local Italian restaurant. They always shared the
large antipasto. “I made my will today,” Amalie said one evening, right after they had ordered. “You’ll get all my
paintings and furniture.” (This had been about ten years before.) “I want you to keep it all intact. Throw your own
stuff out, it’s junk anyway.” Evelyn was flattered and pleased. The gift carried with it a desire for a small
monument and was in keeping with Amalie’s only talent: to create order out of chaos. Amalie quarreled with most
people. She liked to rearrange people’s furniture and as a result quarreled with most of her friends, but Evelyn
was, at heart, lethargic and selfish. She never responded to criticism.
Amalie spent a considerable portion of her time shopping; she enjoyed the act of unwrapping a package and
put away its contents with proud care. She saved string and paper; she had a long list of people to whom she sent
gifts and birthday greetings. Amalie had outlived many of her friends and frequently visited the cemetery. Here
only surviving brother lived across the river in an eighteenth-century house whose garden grew wild to the
water’s edge, but they met only on New Year’s Day and for dinner on his birthday.
Amalie had not noticed her life slowly shrinking around her until the afternoon of the cloud. Then, sitting very
still on the sofa, watching as everything around her grew indistinct in the fading light, she traced her movements
for the past several years and found that her days no longer followed the sequences of old. There were places she
no longer visited, foods she no longer tasted, choices she no longer made or made only after foolish deliberations.
Her very language had dried up, she used fewer words and those she did use had a worn sound to them.
Amalie felt herself oozing into the soft cushions of the couch, she was happy that the view from that place was
pleasant. When she heard the doorbell ring she would not get up; she had made no plans to entertain a visitor; her
mind was cleared of small talk. She sensed that only a spontaneous gesture would allow her to rises. How she had
laughed with Max Beckmann and Quappi! Their photos stood on her desk, inscribed in German. In one of its
drawers, tied with grosgrain ribbon, were packets of letters, all of them written by hand. They included a number
of gossipy letters from Nolde’s\fn{ Emil Nolde (1867-1956), German expressionist painter} wife; Amalie had bought several
of his watercolors.
When the chimes of the Church of St. Anthony of Padua struck six, Amalie got up (without thinking about it)
and poured herself a sherry. She felt much better, everything was fine again and she smiled broadly when she
passed the mirror in the hall. There was nothing the matter after all. The bruise did remain for a while but the
cloud was put in its place (the only surrealist painting Amalie owned was a Magritte)\fn{ René François Ghislain
Magritte (1898-1967), Belgian surrealist painter } and referred to once or twice, but not in such a way as to encourage a
response.
2
It happened again a month later, just as she finished brushing her teeth at bedtime. Amalie saw the lightbulb
flicker and go out as she reached for the lavender hand towel. The pain on her forehead reached her consciousness
first, then the fact that she was sitting awkwardly on the floor. Amalie got up and looked in the mirror; there was a
purple bruise on her cheek. She thought, absurdly, that she must wear a veil. Amalie went to bed and tried to read
Rilke’s Letters to a Young Poet, but it was difficult for her to keep in mind what she had read. She went over the
same sentence again and again, until it made sense and then quickly destroyed it with the memory of her drained
old face. Perhaps Rilke had been a mistake. It was a Saturday night and she took a novel by Colette\fn{ Sidonie
Gabrielle Claudine Colette (1873-1954), French novelist } from the night table and read that until very late, she felt the need
to keep a light burning and not chance the dreams of sleep. She kept fingering the bruise and the pain warded off
irrelevant speculation. It was 4:00 A.M. before Amalie fell asleep. Outside, an inch or two of snow had fallen and
the city turned dark. Snowflakes tumbled through the light from the street lamps.
The bruise was still painful in the morning and had grown larger. Amalie remembered Colette’s story with
pleasure but she was tired and stiff. She thought she ought to have a big breakfast but there were no eggs and the
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rolls were stale. On Sunday it was impossible to buy fresh rolls. Snow was no longer falling, yet the sky remained
overcast. After breakfast (Amalie buttered two stale rolls and toasted them in the oven) she made some telephone
calls to see how other were faring in the snow. Her conversations were abrupt, as though she were only checking
to see who was left in the devastated city.
“The roads are already cleared,” said Evelyn.
Amalie tried to drive away the buzzing worry with chatter. She wondered what the black cloudbursts signified,
and thought that “cloudburst” sounded very well, divorced from water. She said “black cloudburst” in the middle
of her conversation with her oldest friend.
“What?” said Dora, who was not easily startled.
“My mind took a sudden turn,” Amalie told her and Dora was satisfied. Amalie had lived alone so long she
knew how to dole out her allotment of fear; there was no one to catch her cheating or to let on, by some wayward
startled glance, what horrors she saw.
Some years before, she had had an operation to remove a cancerous growth. She had known of its existence for
some time and taught herself not to probe it. (The initial discovery had been her only shock.) Not until the
swelling seemed about to break open like a rotten fruit did Amalie go to the doctor. It was one thing not to hold
her life very dear, she thought, quiet another to mess with the putrefaction of death. The operation had been
relatively easy to take. All visible signs of malignancy were removed, the wound soon healed, the scar grew
white.
Amalie continued on her daily rounds in her VW.\fn{ Volkswagen, a commonplace abbreviation} She did errands for
neighbors and visited the old-age home named for a poet. On Sundays she drove up the river to drink hot
chocolate and eat buttery croissants at an inn whose terrace was in the shade of a giant oak tree. The gray city
welcomed her back in the misty light of early evening (Mark Tobey\fn{ American abstract painter (1890-1976)} had once
told her it was his favorite hour) when she would sometimes stroll to the Roman Catholic church to watch an
Italian wedding. In order to maintain her distance, Amalie always took a back seat and never knelt.
The days when she had talked with artists seemed very distant now. Amalie had been good at flattery. She had
been pretty as well, though without faith in her beauty—the family had taken no notice of it in days when it might
have mattered. All her life, looking into a succession of mirrors, Amalie saw a startled spinster; she played out the
role whenever one of the artists drew her to him for a kiss. She remembered sitting with groups of young
bohemians in the cafés and posing with them for photographs she never got to see. She always stood to the side,
without smiling. None of the artists later remembered who she was.
Amalie drifted out of their circle and found companions, most of them women, who made her less selfconscious. In subsequent years she came to know artists whose reputations had already been made; the paintings
on her walls dated from that period. She traveled a great deal and became more querulous; she refused to explain
who she was and paid close attention to appearances and signs of good breeding. She became a simplified person,
laced into one comprehensible whole with leather gloves to match her shoes. She stopped buying paintings when
her walls could take no more; the new art appalled her. She sent out peals of laughter when she saw it in the
museum and Evelyn could not explain its logic to her, hard as she tried.
3
The black cloud came upon Amalie a third time, without warning and outside her apartment. Amalie was
standing in line at the bank and the next thing she knew a soundless earthquake had folded the room down upon
her. Amalie tried to keep her eyes open but the ceiling blanked them out and when she looked again, there were
people bending over her.
“I’m all right,” she said. The faces were puffed like those of spectators peering over a balustrade.
“We are calling an ambulance,” said the guard.
“No!” said Amalie, as firmly as she could, from the floor. The guard was an African and spoke in a high voice.
His lips swelled with blood.
“Please don’t bother,” said Amalie, “just let me sit for a minute and I’ll be fine.” One leg was folded under her,
she thought she was a piece of sculpture and wondered if the floor was dirty. Her hat was just beyond the reach of
her fingers. A young woman (probably a secretary on her lunch hour) picked it up and reached for the (far-flung)
handbag at the same time.
“Leave it!” Amalie cried.
She was helped into a leather chair in a vice-president’s office. The guard had picked up her bag; Amalie
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realized she would have to tip him later. The vice-president seemed to know her and spoke to her in a smooth, low
voice. He told her that an elderly lady had been run over by a trolley car only a few days before, directly across
the street from the bank. She had tried to cross behind a stationary tram and walked directly into another, coming
from the opposite direction.
“She disregarded the ‘don’t walk’ sign,” the vice-president said.
“Maybe she was a foreigner,” said Amalie.
“Oh no! She was an old customer,” said the vice-president.
Amalie noticed that she had bitten her tongue, the blood tasted like metal. Amalie thanked the vice-president
and put on her hat (it had been an unpleasantly cold spring) and walked quite steadily back into the bank. The
guard led her out the revolving door and she pressed a folded bill into his hand; he slipped it into his pocket with a
gesture that was completely natural.
When she was back in the VW Amalie allowed herself to think about the consequences of her public collapse.
She drove directly home and called Dr. Freundlich for an appointment. When she sat across the desk from him
after the examination (his position reminded her of the bank vice-president) and saw that he was having some
difficulty articulating his remarks she quickly said to him,
“Signs of old age, eh?”
Dr. Freundlich looked puzzled and (Amalie thought) a little guilty. He withdrew into the clean white thicket of
his own language. Medical terms meant nothing to Amalie.
“I see,” she said, and knew only that he was trying to tell her something impossible to talk about.
“Mother had the same thing,” she said.
“You know all about it then,” Dr. Freundlich said. He seemed willing to sit and chat for a while.
“I would like to take some X-rays,” he said.
“No,” said Amalie.
“Be reasonable, my dear,” said the doctor and looked rather down at the mouth, Amalie thought. “We must
begin treatment,” he said.
“Some pills and I’ll be as good as new?” Amalie laughed like a young girl. There was an arrangement of dried
flowers on the doctor’s desk and photos of young couples, smiling before a snow-covered mountain and clowning
on a verandah before a lake. None had been taken in recent years.
“I would prefer treating you in the hospital,” Dr. Freundlich said, “a massive assault might halt the spread …”
Amalie got up, she thought his attentions uncouth.
“You have other patients to see,” she said. “I will let you know. Is there any urgency?”
“You ask me that now?” he answered and shook his head. Amalie felt some sadness.
“At my age, what’s the use?” she said.
“Please call me,” said Dr. Freundlich. It was almost as though he had invited her to a concert and she had
refused him.
At home Amalie drank a glass of sherry, which went directly to her head. She had not eaten since breakfast.
For a few minutes the feeling was very pleasant but it was followed by nausea and a terrible headache. Amalie
stretched out on the couch and held a cool vase to her forehead. Her oldest friend, Dora, called to ask about her
visit to the doctor.
“I am quite well, thank you,” said Amalie, “just growing old. You will too.” Dora recommended a homeopathic
physician.
“No thanks,” said Amalie, “they’re good only for hypochondriacs.”
Amalie often hurt Dora’s feelings with her brusque manner. Her oldest friend was good-natured on the whole,
but a little silly. She sometimes didn’t know that she had been insulted. She considered herself more worldly than
Amalie and when she was angry, punished her by talking about parties to which Amalie had not been invited.
Amalie’s brother also called and told her that his chauffeur had driven the Mercedes into an abutment. Amalie
didn’t understand the word “abutment;” it was like a term the doctor had used. Her brother became angry.
“You don’t listen!” he said. Amalie felt abandoned.
“Why don’t you lose some weight?” she asked him. “I saw you walking down by Edward Garcia’s office the
other day and almost didn’t recognize you, you were so fat.”
“What were you doing in that part of town?” said Paul.
“Going to the museum,” Amalie told him. “I always drive the back way in order to avoid that left turn at the
bridge.”
“What did the doctor say?”
417

“Nothing very much,” said Amalie and hung up, saying there was someone at the door.
“A botched life,” Amalie’s brother Paul said to his law partner as they left for their club.
*
Amalie told Mrs. Forster, the cleaning lady, that Dr. Freundlich wanted her to go to the hospital for treatment.
“If I was you, I wouldn’t go,” said Mrs. Forster, “you’ll never get out of there alive. My sister had this pain in
her side and when it persisted she went to see Dr. Aram at the clinic. He put her in the hospital, wanting to
operate. They stirred around in her a little bit and said it didn’t look so good and they couldn’t help her. Four days
later she was dead.” (Mrs. Forster had told the story before.)
“She was lucky,” said Amalie, “she suffered very little.”
Mrs. Forster did not respond. She thought Amalie presumptuous, like all the rich.
Mrs. Forster was well served by a handful of words; she spoke in phrases she had learned through constant
repetition. They never led her astray; they were like the #5 trolley that took her home. Amalie sometimes rattled
her by talking about things Mrs. Forster deemed foreign and out of place among the well-rubbed homely
sentences that encased all here thoughts and bore them gently into a world spiked with insults and disasters.
Mrs. Forster had never got used to the Beckmann. After twelve years she despised it as much as the first day
she came to work for Amalie. It made her sick to look at it.\fn{ Beckmann painted out of his horrifying experiences as a
medical corpsman in World War I; and this led him to produce paintings characterized by heavy outline, harsh color, and an unrelenting
savagery} If Amalie hadn’t been such a good employer (she always had extra coffee for her and fresh Danish) Mrs.

Forster might well have quit and all on account of that evil picture. The others weren’t any too hot either, but that
one was the worst.
“You really like it?” she asked Amalie.
“Very much,” Amalie answered, but did not know how to go on. Once, when Mrs. Forster felt particularly
well-disposed toward Amalie she said,
“You know I almost didn’t come to work for you on account of that thing.”
“Imagine that,” said Amalie. She wanted Mrs. Forster to like the picture; she wanted Mrs. Forster to
understand her, yet she seemed always to be describing <it as having been made out> of objects\fn{ This last
sequence of words reads: to be describing as et of objects; something has failed to scan properly } so odd they might have evolved
out of her private fantasy. (Amalie no longer bothered with fantasies, it was enough to sift through the past.) The
Beckmann represented everything that stood between the two women, however much they talked.
Mrs. Forster’s only daughter had not turn out well and was married to a crook. Amalie kept asking her what
did he do.
“He must do something,” she insisted.
Mrs. Forster wondered why Amalie should doubt her. Possibly she had never known a crook.
4
Amalie called Dr. Freundlich and told him she had decided against being treated in the hospital.
“Your discomfort will increase,” the doctor said.
“I can always change my mind,” Amalie said.
Dr. Freundlich ordered some medication and it was not until midsummer that Amalie had any further trouble.
Driving out of the garage one day she found that she could not turn her head to the right to see if something was
coming down the road. Fortunately the way was clear and Amalie drove about her business looking straight
ahead. She stopped at Dr. Freundlich’s office, but he was on vacation. The nurse asked her if she wanted to see Dr.
Brill, the assistant, but Amalie declined, saying it was not an emergency. She went home and took a steaming
bath, even though it was quite hot outside. Evelyn was in Italy, Dora was at a mountain resort and her brother had
prostrate trouble.
Amalie drank sherry and asked Mrs. Forster to come an extra day. She did not drive her car and did her best to
keep unpleasant thoughts from taking over her mind. As a result she talked a great deal and Mrs. Forster grew
irritable.
“Why pick on me?” she said to her daughter, “don’t she have her own kin?”
When the pains began where there had only been stiffness, Amalie took aspirin and switched from sherry to
brandy. She ordered a television set for the living room and this pleased Mrs. Forster; the brilliant burst of light
from its flickering screen triumphed over the Beckmann (too bad Amalie had been too cheap to buy one in color).
Amalie began sorting her letters and pasting lose photographs into albums.
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“She’s been giving me a lot of junk lately,” Mrs. Forster told her daughter, who was glad for it and sold what
she couldn’t use to her husband’s friends.
“See if you can get me some silver,” he said, but Mrs. Forster was afraid.
When Dr. Freundlicxh came back, tanned and fit, with large splotches of sunburn on his bald head, Amalie
tooka cab to see him. He looked troubled and said,
“I can only tell you again that you should be hospitalized.” Amalie shook her head as best she could.
“I will take treatment as an out-patient,” she said, “nothing more.” Amalie knew she had the upper hand. As
long as she never asked a direct question nor gave an entirely truthful answer she forced the doctor to be her
accomplice. When Evelyn came back from Italy, Amalie said, quite casually,
“I gave up driving my car.” Evelyn’s mind was on Mantegna.\fn{ Andrea Mantegna (1431-1506) one of the greatest of
the northern Italian painter of the 15th century.}
“Let’s meet for lunch instead of diner,” Amalie said, “I’ll take a cab.” Shortly after they hung up, Evelyn called
back.
“I’ll pick you up,” she said.
From then on they went to the Italian restaurant for lunch every Wednesday. It was possible to see a long way
down the river from the restaurant terrace and the sunlight fell like a shower of gold through the leaves of the
chestnut trees. Evelyn said something about Danae and Zeus\fn{ In Greek mythology, Danae was the daughter of Acrisius,
king of Argos, and, by the god Zeus, the mother of Perseus, famous for slaying the Gorgon, Medusa, whose very glance would turn living
men to stone} but her mouth was full and Amalie did not answer. The green of the trees obscured the gray stone

houses and seemed to cast its color on the languid river.
“I must say I prefer winter,” said Amalie, and Evelyn saw, for the first time, that her friend was in pain and
took no pleasure in the taste of ripe fruit. The full sweet roses were an affront; Amalie wanted them dead in the
wintry ground.
Before long it was autumn an the leaves turned brown and yellow and a cool wind blew them down the wet
streets. The treatments had relieved Amalie’s pain but the stiffness persisted. It was hard for her to turn her head in
either direction and the tires on the VW had all gone flat.
“Could your son-in-law use the car?” Amalie asked Mrs. Forster, who came three times a week and did the
laundry and folded the sheets and marketed.
“I bet he could, that good-for-nothing!” said Mrs. Forster. “But I think he ought to pay for it.” She told her
daughter, who said,
“With all the work it’ll need, she ought to pay us.”
“You’re terrible,” said Mrs. Forster. She never mentioned paying for the car again and one day her son-ion-law
appeared and drove it off. He had had to use a hand pump on the tires but otherwise the car ran well.
5
In November, Amalie fell again, in the living room, almost exactly in the spot where she had seen the first
black cloud. There was no watering can in her hand this time, but when she came to she was in great pain and it
took her a long time to get into bed. Amalie was frightened. It was Saturday and raining and the children upstairs
were especially noisy. Amalie felt as though her head were improperly attached to her body; she had to lie very
still and in an awkward position to ease the pain. She stayed in bed, taking as many pills as she needed and
sleeping as best she could.
She dreamt of many different places, each one familiar but not exactly the way it really was. When she awoke
she felt tired and it seemed as if she had indeed been traveling. Lying as still as she could Amalie reviewed her
dreams and tried to keep their images intact. She did not answered the telephone when it rang and wondered if
anyone would think to look in on her. She summoned all her acquaintances to walk behind her closed eyes, and
saw that they were like actors at a rehearsal, learning their lines one moment but joking and laughing when they
were off-stage and free of the rote speeches and constraint of the inanimate play.
On Sunday Amalie felt a little better and heated some soup. Her brother called (he always phoned on Sunday)
and said,
“You sound strange today.”
Amalie grew very angry. She had never shouted at him but now she shrieked some incomprehensible words
into the receiver; when she hung up she was glad she had spoken nonsense. She wrote down a whole list of words
without meaning and used them when she was in pain or angry on the telephone.
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In the middle of the day Evelyn called. She thought Amalie was hallucinating and rang up her mother.
“I don’t feel well myself. You go to her,” Dora said, “you’re the one who gets the pictures.”
Evelyn drove across town and stood for a long while, waiting for Amalie to let her in. She was drenched by the
time she got upstairs. Amalie opened the door after another wait. Evelyn was not prepared for the sight of her.
Amalie could barely stand. Her entire face was out of joint, as though it had been made up of parts of other
people’s faces. But she was perfectly lucid. Evelyn helped her back into bed and sat beside her for a while. She
noticed that the face of the apartment had changed as well; there was no longer any order in it.
Amalie fell asleep and Evelyn quietly got up and fixed herself a drink. She studied the paintings for a while
and heard Amalie thrash her thin arms about in painful sleep. Uncertain of what to do, Evelyn kept on drinking
and finally dozed off in the armchair next to Amalie’s bed.
Amalie awoke and saw her—like the dream landscapes—subtly altered, distorted. How could she have liked
her so well all these years? Amalie wondered. She was repulsive. Evelyn had hairs on her chin and unkempt hair.
Amalie made a loud sound to awaken the girl, but it was no use. She fell asleep again herself and the next time
she opened her eyes Evelyn was reading her Rilke. The Duino Elegies, of course, Amalie thought.
“I fixed you some tea,” said Evelyn and brought her a cup, spilled in its saucer.
“I can’t drink this,” said Amalie, but when Evelyn had left she drank it up thirstily.
The next day was Monday and Mrs. Forster would be in. She was always punctual and full of weekend
complaints about her daughter. Amalie looked forward to Mondays; the weekends were tedious, as they had been
in childhood, but on Monday the pace quickened and vendors cried in the streets.
Mrs. Forster pretended not to notice how awful Amalie looked. She switched on the TV as soon as she had
taken off her coat. Amalie asked her if she could spare yet another day. Mrs. Forster was firm.
“I have to keep two days for Mrs. Angstrom,” she said, “who is good to me too and always asking if I have
extra time.”
6
Dr. Freundlich paid a call and did not mention the hospital. He prescribed shots and asked Mrs. Forster if she
could give them.
“Not on your life,” Mrs. Forster said, “that’s not my job.”
A nurse was found, boarding illegally in another apartment; she agreed to give them, morning and evening,
every day. Dr. Freundlich came regularly now and Amalie looked forward to his visits. They talked in whispers
when Mrs. Forster was there.
After Christmas Amalie’s condition took a turn for the better. She seemed almost euphoric. She talked loud and
long on the telephone and laughed with the doctor. She almost never used her gibberish. She spent a good part of
each day sitting up, answering letters and watching the finches and sparrows come to her feeder.
The plants blossomed and grew, Evelyn gave her oldest dresses away and got a haircut, and Paul came to visit
every Sunday with something his cook had made. He told Amalie about his daughter’s latest book.
“It is positively pornographic,” he said.
“Is she as fat as ever?” Amalie asked.
Easter came very early. It snowed on Good Friday and Amalie felt tired. On Easter Sunday the sun rose pale
over the city and the fog would not lift. Amalie could see neither the street nor the buildings across the courtyard.
The trees were flattened darkly against the gray clouds. Drops of water clung to the screens. The river sent up the
bellowing sounds of foghorns.
Amalie stayed in bed. A dull pain had settled down the length of her back; she could hardly lift her arms to lay
them on top of the quilt. In the course of the afternoon she remembered that she had given Mrs. Forster Easter
Monday off.
“How stupid,” thought Amalie.
The afternoon sun spread a pale light through th eliving room; the Beckmann took well to that cool glow.
Amalie called Mrs. Forster. The phone rang a few times and then was answered by Lola, her daughter.
“Mother isn’t home,” she said, “she had a little accident and we had to take her to the hospital.”
“I hope it isn’t serious,” Amalie whispered, “will she be there long?”
“I don’t know, they never tell you those things.”
“Why didn’t you call me?” Amalie asked.
“I was planning to,” said Lola.
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“Did she say anything about coming to work?” Amalie didn’t care that she sounded shrill.
“Mother had other things to think about, to tell the truth,” Lola said, taking offense.
“Could you come in?” Amalie was aware that her voice skittered toward the breaking point. She hadn’t cried in
over sixty years.
“I don’t do that kind of work,” said Lola.
“Just tomorrow?”
“But tomorrow is Easter Monday.”
“I’ll pay you double!”
“All right, all right,” said Lola.
Amalie felt a sigh of grateful relief escape through a sob. She fell asleep.
She woke at 4:00 A.M. and again at seven. At ten o’clock she called Lola. There was no answer. The pain was
terrible and the nurse had not yet returned from a visit to the country. Paul was away for the races and Evelyn was
attending a conference. Amalie’s oldest friend had invited a young poet to spend the week, and Dr. Freundlich’s
answering service did not understand her. She had lapsed into her masked language.
Amalie saw that there was nothing to be gained by waiting but she did not know how to beckon death. She
remembered her father, whistling for the dog. She remembered a summer meadow.
Amalie tried to get up. Here memory stopped. Where the meadow had been, there hung only a white sheet.
Amalie wanted to vomit; the words would not come.
In the bathroom her head struck the edge of the basin. The pain was new, a blessing.
A song of praise escaped from her mouth. Black paint welled over the sheet.
141.67-142.1 The Diary Of Anne Frank\fn{by Anne Frank (1929-1945)} Frankfurt-am-Mein, Hesse, Germany (F)
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Sunday, 14 June, 1942
On Friday, June 12 , I woke up at six o’clock and no wonder; it was my birthday. But of course I was not
allowed to get up at that hour, so I had to control my curiosity until a quarter to seven. Then I could bear it no
longer, and went to the dining room, where I received a warm welcome from Moortje (the cat).
Soon after seven I went to Mummy and Daddy and then to the sitting room to undo my presents. The first to
greet me was you, possibly the nicest of all. Then on the table there were a bunch of roses, a plant, and some
peonies, and more arrived during the day.
I got masses of things from Mummy and Daddy, and was thoroughly spoiled by various friends. Among other
things I was given Camera Obscura, a party game, lots of sweets, chocolates, a puzzle, a brooch, Tales and
Legends of the Netherlands by Joseph Cohen, Daisy’s Mountain Holiday (a terrific book), and some money. Now
I can buy The Myths of Greece and Rome—grand!
Then Lies called for me and we went to school. During recess I treated everyone to sweet biscuits, and then we
had to go back to our lessons.
Now I must stop. Bye-bye, we’re going to be great pals!
Monday, 15 June, 1942
I had my birthday party on Sunday afternoon.. We showed a film The Lighthouse Keeper with Rin-Tin-Tin,
which my school friends thoroughly enjoyed. We had a lovely time. There were lots of girls and boys. Mummy
always wants to know whom I’m going to marry. Little does she guess that it’s Peter Wessel; one day I managed,
without blushing or flickering an eyelid, to get that idea right out of her mind. For years Lies Goosens and Sanne
Houtman have been my best friends. Since then, I’ve got to know Jopie de Waal at the Jewish Secondary School.
We are together a lot and she is now my best girl friend. Lies is more friendly with another girl, and Sanne goes to
a different school, where she has made new friends.
Saturday, 20 June, 1942
I haven’t written for a few days, because I wanted first of all to think about my diary. It’s an odd idea for
someone like me to keep a diary; not only because I have never done so before, but because it seems to me that
neither I—nor for that matter anyone else—will be interested in the unbosomings of a thirteen-year-old schoolgirl.
Still, what does that matter? I want to write, but more than that, I want to bring out all kinds of things that lie
buried deep in my heart.
There is a saying that “paper is more patient than man;” it came back to me on one of my slightly melancholy
th
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days, while I sat chin in hand, feeling too bored and limp even to make up my mind whether to go out or stay at
home. Yes, there is no doubt that paper is patient and as I don’t intend to show this cardboard-covered notebook,
bearing the proud name of “diary,” to anyone, unless I find a real friend, boy or girl, probably nobody cares. And
now I come to the root of the matter, the reason for my starting a diary: it is that I have no such real friend.
Let me put it more clearly, since no one will believe that a girl of thirteen feels herself quite alone in the world,
nor is it so. I have darling parents and a sister of sixteen. I know about thirty people whom one might call friends
—I have strings of boy friends, anxious to catch a glimpse of me and who, failing that, peep at me through
mirrors in class. I have relations, aunts and uncles, who are darlings too, a good home, no—I don’t seem to lack
anything. But it’s the same with all my friends, just fun and joking, nothing more. I can never bring myself to talk
of anything outside the common round. We don’t seem to be able to get any closer, that is the root of the trouble.
Perhaps I lack confidence, but anyway, there it is, a stubborn fact and I don’t seem to be able to do anything about
it.
Hence, this diary. In order to enhance in my mind’s eye the picture of the friend for whom I have waited so
long, I don’t want to set down a series of bald facts in a diary like most people do, but I want this diary itself to be
my friend, and I shall call my friend Kitty. No one will grasp what I’m talking about if I begin my letters to Kitty
just out of the blue, so albeit unwillingly, I will start by sketching in brief the story of my life.
My father was thirty-six when he married my mother, who was then twenty-five. My sister Margot was born in
1926 in Frankfort-on-Main, I followed on June 12, 1929, and, as we are Jewish, we emigrated to Holland in 1933,
where my father was appointed Managing Director of Travies N.V. This firm is in close relationship with the firm
of Kolen &. Co. in the same building, of which my father is a partner.
The rest of our family, however, felt the full impact of Hitler’s anti-Jewish laws, so life was filled with anxiety.
In 1938 after the pogroms, my two uncles (my mother’s brothers) escaped to the U.S.A. My old grandmother
came to us, she was then seventy-three. After May 1940 good times rapidly fled: first the war, then the
capitulation, followed by the arrival of the Germans, which is when the sufferings of us Jews really began. AntiJewish decrees followed each other in quick succession. Jews must wear a yellow star,\fn{ To distinguish them from
others, all Jews were forced by the Germans to wear, prominently displayed, a yellow six-pointed star } Jews must hand in their
bicycles, Jews are banned from trains and are forbidden to drive. Jews are only allowed to do their shopping
between three and five o’clock and then only in shops which bear the placard “Jewish shop.” Jews must be
indoors by eight o’clock and cannot even sit in their own gardens after that hour. Jews are forbidden to visit
theaters, cinemas, and other places of entertainment. Jews may not take part in public sports. Swimming baths,
tennis courts, hockey fields, and other sports grounds are all prohibited to them. Jews may not visit Christians.
Jews must go to Jewish schools, and many more restrictions of a similar kind.
So we could not do this and were forbidden to do that. But life went on in spite of it all. Jopie used to say to
me,
“You’re scared to do anything, because it may be forbidden.”
Our freedom was strictly limited. Yet things were still bearable.
Granny died in January 1942; no one will ever know how much she is present in my thoughts and how much I
love her still.
In 1934 I went to school at the Montessori Kindergarten and continued there. It was at the end of the school
year, I was in form 6B, when I had to say good-by to Mrs. K. We both wept, it was very sad. In 1941 I went, with
my sister Margot, to the Jewish Secondary School, she into the fourth form and I into the first.
So far everything is all right with the four of us and here I come to the present day.
Saturday, 20 June, 1942
Dear Kitty, I’ll start straight away. It is so peaceful at the moment, Mummy and Daddy are out and Margot has
gone to play ping-pong\fn{Table-tennis; it apparently evolved from real tennis about 1880, and was known by various names,
including ping-pong, until 1926, when the name “table-tennis” was officially adopted in January of that year, when the International Table
Tennis Federation was founded in Germany} with some friends.

I’ve been playing ping-pong a lot myself lately. We ping-pongers are very partial to an ice cream, especially in
summer, when one gets warm at the game, so we usually finish up with a visit to the nearest ice-cream shop,
Delphi or Oasis, where Jews are allowed. We’ve given up scrounging for extra pocket money. Oasis is usually full
and among our large circle of friends we always manage to find some kindhearted gentleman or boy friend, who
presents us with more ice cream than we could devour in a week.
I expect you will be rather surprised at the fact that I should talk of boy friends at my age. Alas, one simply
can’t seem to avoid it at our school. As soon as a boy asks if he may bicycle home with me and we get into
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conversation, nine out of ten times I can be sure that he will fall head over heels in love immediately and simply
won’t allow me out of his sight. After a while it cools down of course, especially as I take little notice of ardent
looks and pedal blithely on.
If it gets so far that they begin about “asking Father,” I swerve slightly on my bicycle, my satchel falls, the
young man is bound to get off and hand it to me, by which time I have introduced a new topic of conversation.
These are the most innocent types; you get some who blow kisses or try to get hold of your arm, but then they
are definitely knocking at the wrong door. I get off my bicycle and refuse to go further in their company, or I
pretend to be insulted and tell them in no uncertain terms to clear off.
There, the foundation of our friendship is laid, till tomorrow!
Yours, Anne
Sunday, 21 June, 1942
Dear Kitty, Our whole class B1 is trembling, the reason is that the teachers’ meeting is to be held soon. There is
much speculation as to who will move up and who will stay put. Miep de Jong and I are highly amused at Wim
and Jacques, the two boys behind us. They won’t have a florin left. for the holidays, it will all be gone on betting.
“You’ll move up,” “Shan’t,” “Shall,” from morning till night. Even Miep pleads for silence and my angry
outbursts don’t calm them.
According to me, a quarter of the class should stay where they are; there are some absolute cuckoos, but
teachers are the greatest freaks on earth, so perhaps they will be freakish in the right way for once.
I’m not afraid about my girl friends and myself, we’ll squeeze through somehow, though I’m not too certain
about my math. Still we can but wait patiently. Till then, we cheer each other along.
I get along quite well with all my teachers, nine in all, seven masters and two mistresses. Mr. Keptor, the old
math master, was very annoyed with me for a long time because I chatter so much. So I had to write a
composition with “A Chatterbox” as the subject. A chatterbox! Whatever could one write? However, deciding I
would puzzle that out later, I wrote it in my notebook, and tried to keep quiet.
That evening, when I’d finished my other homework, my eyes fell on the title in my notebook. I pondered,
while chewing the end of my fountain pen, that anyone can scribble some nonsense in large letters with the words
well spaced but the difficulty was to prove beyond doubt the necessity of talking. I thought and thought and then,
suddenly having an idea, filled my three allotted sides and felt completely satisfied. My arguments were that
talking is a feminine characteristic and that I would do my best to keep it under control, but I should never be
cured, for my mother talked as much as I, probably more, and what can one do about inherited qualities? Mr.
Keptor had to laugh at my arguments, but when I continued to hold forth in the next lesson, another composition
followed. This time it was “Incurable Chatterbox.” I handed this in and Keptor made no complaints for two whole
lessons. But in the third lesson it was too much for him again.
“Anne, as punishment for talking, will do a composition entitled “Quack, quack, quack, says Mrs.
Natterbeak.’”
Shouts of laughter from the class. I had to laugh too, although I felt that my inventiveness on this subject was
exhausted. I had to think of something else, something entirely original. I was in luck, as my friend Sanne writes
good poetry and offered to help by doing the whole composition in verse. I jumped for joy. Keptor wanted to
make a fool of me with this absurd theme, I would get my own back and make him the laughing-stock of the
whole class. The poem was finished and was perfect. It was about a mother duck and a father swan who had three
baby ducklings. The baby ducklings were bitten to death by Father because they chattered too much. Luckily
Keptor saw the joke, he read the poem out loud to the class, with comments, and also to various other classes.
Since then I am allowed to talk, never get extra work, in fact Keptor always jokes about it.
Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 24 June, 1942
Dear Kitty, It is boiling hot, we are all positively melting, and in this heat I have to walk everywhere. Now I
can fully appreciate how nice a tram is; but that is a forbidden luxury for Jews—shank’s mare is good enough for
us. I had to visit the dentist in the Jan Luykenstraat in the lunch hour yesterday. It is a long way from our school in
the Stadstimmertuinen; I nearly fell asleep in school that afternoon. Luckily, the dentist’s assistant was very kind
and gave me a drink—she’s a good sort.
We are allowed on the ferry and that is about all. There is a little boat from the Josef Israelskade, the man there
took us at once when we asked him. It is not the Dutch people’s fault that we are having such a miserable time.
I do wish I didn’t have to go to school, as my bicycle was stolen in the Easter holidays and Daddy has given
Mummy’s to a Christian family for safekeeping. But thank goodness, the holidays are nearly here, one more week
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and the agony is over.
Something amusing happened yesterday, I was passing the bicycle sheds when someone called out to me. I
looked around and there was the nice-looking boy I met on the previous evening, at my girl friend Eva’s home.
He came shyly towards me and introduced himself as Harry Goldberg. I was rather surprised and wondered what
he wanted, but I didn’t have to wait long. He asked if I would allow him to accompany me to school.
“As you’re going my way in any case, I will,” I replied and so we went together. Harry is sixteen and can tell
all kinds of amusing stories. He was waiting for me again this morning and I expect he will from now on.
Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 30 June, 1942
Dear Kitty, I’ve not had a moment to write to you until today. I was with friends all day on Thursday. On
Friday we had visitors, and so it went on until today. Harry and I have got to know each other well in a week, and
he has told me a lot about his life; he came to Holland alone, and is living with his grandparents. His parents are
in Belgium.
Harry had a girlfriend called Fanny. I know her too, a very soft, dull creature. Now that he has met me, he
realizes that he was just daydreaming in Fanny’s presence. I seem to act as a stimulant to keep him awake. You
see we all have our uses, and queer ones too at times!
Jopie slept here on Saturday night, but she went to Lies on Sunday and I was bored stiff. Harry was to have
come in the evening, but he rang up at 6 P.M. I went to the telephone, he said,
“Harry Goldberg here, please may I speak to Anne?”
“Yes, Harry, Anne speaking.”
“Hullo, Anne, how are you?”
“Very well, thank you.”
“I’m terribly sorry I can’t come this evening, but I would like to just speak to you; is it all right if I come in ten
minutes?”
“Yes, that’s fine, good-by!”
“Good-by, I’ll be with you soon.” Receiver down.
I quickly changed into another frock and smartened up my hair a bit. Then I stood nervously at the window
watching for him. At last I saw him coming. It was a wonder I didn’t dash down at once; instead I waited patiently
until he rang. Then I went down and he positively burst in when I opened the door.
“Anne, my grandmother thinks you are too young to go out regularly with me, and that I should go to the
Leurs, but perhaps you know that I am not going out with Fanny any more!”
“No, why is that, have you quarreled?”
“No, not at all. I told Fanny that we didn’t get on well together, so it was better for us not to go out together
any more, but she was always welcome in our home, and I hope I should be in hers. You see, I thought Fanny had
been going out with another boy and treated her accordingly. But that was quite untrue. And now my uncle says I
should apologize to Fanny, but of course I didn’t want to do that so I finished the whole affair. That was just one
of the many reasons. My grandmother would rather I went with Fanny than you, but I shan’t; old people have
such terribly old-fashioned ideas at times, but I just can’t fall into line. I need my grandparents, but in a sense they
need me too. From now on I shall be free on Wednesday evenings. Officially I go to wood-carving lessons to
please my grandparents, in actual fact I go to a meeting of the Zionist Movement. I’m not supposed to, because
my grandparents are very much against the Zionists. I’m by no means a fanatic, but I have a leaning that way and
find it interesting. But lately it has become such a mess there that I’m going to quit, so next Wednesday will be
my last time. Then I shall be able to see you on Wednesday evenings, Saturday afternoon, Sunday afternoon, and
perhaps more.”
“But your grandparents are against it, you can’t do it behind their backs!”
“Love finds a way.”
Then we passed the book shop on the comer, and there stood Peter Wessel with two other boys; he said
“Hello”—it’s the first time he has spoken to me for ages, I was really pleased.
Harry and I walked on and on and the end of it all was that I should meet him at five minutes to seven in the
front of his house next evening.
Yours, Anne
Friday, 3 July, 1942
Dear Kitty, Harry visited us yesterday to meet my parents. I had bought a cream cake, sweets, tea, and fancy
biscuits, quite a spread, but neither Harry nor I felt like sitting stiffly side by side indefinitely, so we went for a
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walk, and it was already ten past eight when he brought me home. Daddy was very cross, and thought it was very
wrong of me because it is dangerous for Jews to be out after eight o’clock, and I had to promise to be in by ten to
eight in future.
Tomorrow I’ve been invited to his house. My girl friend Jopie teases me the whole time about Harry. I’m
honestly not in love, oh, no, I can surely have boy friends—no one thinks anything of that—but one boy friend, or
beau, as Mother calls him, seems to be quite different. Harry went to see Eva one evening and she told me that she
asked him,
“Who do you like best, Fanny or Anne?” He said,
“It’s nothing to do with you!” But when he left (they hadn’t chatted together any more the whole evening),
“Now listen, it’s Anne, so long, and don’t tell a soul.”
And like a flash he was gone. It’s easy to see that Harry is in love with me, rather fun for a change. Margot
would say,
“Harry is a decent lad.”
I agree, but he is more than that. Mummy is full of praise: a good-looking boy, a well-behaved, nice boy. I’m
glad that the whole family approve of him. He likes them too, but he thinks my girl friends are very childish, and
he’s quite right.
Yours, Ann,
Sunday morning, 5 July, 1942
Dear Kitty, Our examination results were announced in the Jewish Theater last Friday. I couldn’t have hoped
for better. My report is not at all bad, I had one vix satis, a five for algebra, two sixes, and the rest were all sevens
or eights. They were certainly pleased at home, although over the question of marks my parents are quite different
from most. They don’t care a bit whether my reports are good or bad as long as I’m well and happy, and not too
cheeky: then the rest will come by itself.
I am just the opposite. I don’t want to be a bad pupil; I should really have stayed in the seventh form in the
Montessori School, but was accepted for the Jewish Secondary. When all the Jewish children had to go to Jewish
schools, the headmaster took Lies and me conditionally after a bit of persuasion. He relied on us to do our best
and I don’t want to let him down. My sister Margot has her report too, brilliant as usual. She would move up with
cum laude if that existed at school, she is so brainy. Daddy has been at home a lot lately, as there is nothing for
him to do at business; it must be rotten to feel so superfluous. Mr. Koophuis has taken over Travies and Mr. Kraler
the firm Kolen & Co. When we walked across our little square together a few days ago, Daddy began to talk of us
going into hiding. I asked him why on earth he was beginning to talk of that already.
“Yes, Anne,” he said, “you know that we have been taking food, clothes, furniture to other people for more
than a year now. We don’t want our belongings to be seized by the Germans, but we certainly don’t want to fall
into their clutches ourselves. So we shall disappear of our own accord and not wait until they come and fetch us.”
“But, Daddy, when would it be?” He spoke so seriously that I grew very anxious.
“Don’t you worry about it, we shall arrange everything. Make the most of your carefree young life while you
can.”
That was all. Oh, may the fulfillment of these somber words remain far distant yet!
Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 8 July, 1942
Dear Kitty, Years seem to have passed between Sunday and now. So much has happened, it is just as if the
whole world had turned upside down. But I am still alive, Kitty, and that is the main thing, Daddy says.
Yes, I’m still alive, indeed, but don’t ask where or how. You wouldn’t understand a word, so I will begin by
telling you what happened on Sunday afternoon.
At three o’clock (Harry had just gone, but was coming back later) someone rang the front doorbell. I was lying
lazily reading a book on the verandah in the sunshine, so I didn’t hear it. A bit later, Margot appeared at the
kitchen door looking very excited.
“The S.S.\fn{Abbreviation for the German word Schutzstaffel, the name of the German elite soldiery that (among other duties)
operated the concentration camps during the Nazi Era } have sent a call-up notice for Daddy,” she whispered. “Mummy has
gone to see Mr. Van Daan already.” (Van Daan is a friend who works with Daddy in the business.) It was a great
shock to me, a call-up; every one knows what that means. I picture concentration camps and lonely cells—should
we allow him to be doomed to this?
“Of course he won’t go,” declared Margot, while we waited together. “Mummy has gone to the Van Daans to
discuss whether we should move into our hiding place tomorrow. The Van Daans are going with us, so we shall be
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seven in all.”
Silence. We couldn’t talk any more, thinking about Daddy, who, little knowing what was going on, was
visiting some old people in the Joodse Invalide; waiting for Mummy, the heat and suspense, all made us very
overawed and silent. Suddenly the bell rang again.
“That is Harry,” I said.
“Don’t open the door.”
Margot held me back, but it was not necessary as we heard Mummy and Mr. Van Daan downstairs, talking to
Harry, then they came in and closed the door behind them. Each time the bell went, Margot or I had to creep
softly down to see if it was Daddy, not opening the door to anyone else.
Margot and I were sent out of the room. Van Daan wanted to talk to Mummy alone. When we were alone
together in our bedroom, Margot told me that the call-up was not for Daddy, but for her. I was more frightened
than ever and began to cry. Margot is sixteen; would they really take girls of that age away alone? But thank
goodness she won’t go, Mummy said so herself; that must be what Daddy meant when he talked about us going
into hiding.
Into hiding—where would we go, in a town or the country, in a house or a cottage, when, how, where …?
These were questions I was not allowed to ask, but I couldn’t get them out of my mind. Margot and I began to
pack some of our most vital belongings into a school satchel. The first thing I put in was this diary, then hair
curlers, handkerchiefs, schoolbooks, a comb, old letters; I put in the craziest things with the idea that we were
going into hiding. But I’m not sorry, memories mean more to me than dresses.
At five o’clock Daddy finally arrived, and we phoned Mr. Koophuis to ask if he could come around in the
evening. Van Daan went and fetched Miep. Miep has been in the business with Daddy since 1933 and has become
a close friend, likewise her brand-new husband, Henk. Miep came and took some shoes, dresses, coats,
underwear, and stockings away in her bag, promising to return in the evening.
Then silence fell on the house; not one of us felt like eating anything, it was still hot and everything was very
strange. We let our large upstairs room to a certain Mr. Goudsmit, a divorced man in his thirties, who appeared to
have nothing to do on this particular evening; we simply could not get rid of him without being rude; he hung
about until ten o’clock. At eleven o’clock Miep and Henk Van Santen arrived. Once again, shoes, stockings,
books, and underclothes disappeared into Miep’s bag and Henk’s deep pockets, and at eleven-thirty they too
disappeared. I was dog-tired and although I knew that it would be my last night in my own bed, I fell asleep
immediately and didn’t wake up until Mummy called me at five-thirty the next morning.
Luckily it was not so hot as Sunday; warm rain fell steadily all day. We put on heaps of clothes as if we were
going to the North Pole, the sole reason being to take clothes with us. No Jew in our situation would have
dreamed of going out with a suitcase full of clothing. I had on two vests, three pairs of pants, a dress, on top of
that a skirt, jacket, summer coat, two pairs of stockings, lace-up shoes, woolly cap, scarf, and still more; I was
nearly stifled before we started, but no one inquired about that.
Margot filled her satchel with schoolbooks, fetched her bicycle, and rode off behind Miep into the unknown, as
far as I was concerned. You see I still didn’t know where our secret hiding place was to be. At seven-thirty the
door closed behind us. Moortje, my little cat, was the only creature to whom I said farewell. She would have a
good home with the neighbors. This was all written in a letter addressed to Mr. Goudsmit.
There was one pound of meat in the kitchen for the cat, breakfast things lying on the table, stripped beds, all
giving the impression that we had left helter-skelter. But we didn’t care about impressions, we only wanted to get
away, only escape and arrive safely, nothing else. Continued tomorrow.
Yours, Anne
Thursday, 9 July, 1942
Dear Kitty, So we walked in the pouring rain, Daddy, Mummy, and I, each with a school satchel and shopping
bag filled to the brim with all kinds of things thrown together anyhow.
We got sympathetic looks from people on their way to work. You could see by their faces how sorry they were
they couldn’t offer us a lift; the gaudy yellow star spoke for itself.
Only when we were on the road did Mummy and Daddy begin to tell me bits and pieces about the plan. For
months as many of our goods and chattels and necessities of life as possible had been sent away and they were
sufficiently ready for us to have gone into hiding of our own accord on July 16. The plan had had to be speeded
up ten days because of the call-up, so our quarters would not be so well organized, but we had to make the best of
it. The hiding place itself would be in the building where Daddy has his office. It will be hard for outsiders to
understand, but I shall explain that later on.
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Daddy didn’t have many people working for him: Mr. Kraler, Koophuis, Miep, and Elli Vossen, a twentythree-year-old typist who all knew of our arrival. Mr. Vossen, Elli’s father, and two boys worked in the warehouse;
they had not been told.
I will describe the building: there is a large warehouse on the ground floor\fn{ I.e., the first floor} which is used as
a store. The front door to the house is next to the warehouse door, and inside the front door is a second doorway
which leads to a staircase. There is another door at the top of the stairs, with a frosted glass window in it, which
has “Office” written in black letters across it. That is the large main office, very big, very light, and very full. Elli,
Miep, and Mr. Koophuis work there in the daytime. A small dark room containing the safe, a wardrobe, and a
large cupboard leads to a small somewhat dark second office. Mr. Kraler and Mr. Van Daan used to sit here, now
it is only Mr. Kraler. One can reach Kraler’s office from the passage, but only via a glass door which can be
opened from the inside, but not easily from the outside.
From Kraler’s office a long passage goes past the coal store, up four steps and leads to the showroom of the
whole building: the private office. Dark, dignified furniture, linoleum and carpets on the floor, radio, smart lamp,
everything first class. Next door there is a roomy kitchen with a hot-water faucet and a gas stove. Next door the
W.C.\fn{Water closet; i.e., toilet} That is the first floor.
A wooden staircase leads from the downstairs passage to the next floor. There is a small landing at the top.
There is a door at each end of the landing, the left one leading to a storeroom at the front of the house and to the
attics. One of those really steep Dutch staircases runs from the side to the other door opening on to the street.
The right-hand door leads to our “Secret Annexe.” No one would ever guess that there would be so many
rooms hidden behind that plain gray door. There’s a little step in front of the door and then you are inside.
There is a steep staircase immediately opposite the entrance. On the left a tiny passage brings you into a room
which was to become the Frank family’s bed-sitting-room, next door a smaller orom, study and bedroom for the
two young ladies of the family. On the right a little room without windows containing the washbasin and a small
W. C. compartment, with another door leading to Margot’s and my room. If you go up the next flight of stairs and
open the door, you are simply amazed tha there could be such a big light room in such an old house by the canal.
There is a gas stove in this room (thanks to the fact that it was used as a laboratory and a sink. This is now the
kitchen for the Van Daan couple, besides being general living room, dining room, and scullery.
A tiny little corridor room will become Peter Van Daan’s apartment. Then, just as on the lower landing, there is
a large attic. So there you are, I’ve introduced you to the whole of our beautiful “Secret Annexe.”
Yours, Anne
Friday, 10 July, 1942
Dear Kitty, I expect I have thoroughly bored you with my long-winded descriptions of our dwelling. But still I
think you should know where we’ve landed.
But to continue my story—you see, I’ve not finished yet—when we arrived at the Prinsengracht, Miep took us
quickly upstairs and into the “Secret Annexe.” She closed the door behind us and we were alone. Margot was
already waiting for us, having come much faster on her bicycle. Our living room and all the other rooms were
chock-full of rubbish, indescribably so. All the cardboard boxes which had been sent to the office in the previous
months lay piled on the floor and the beds. The little room was filled to the ceiling with bedclothes. We had to
start clearing up immediately, if we wished to sleep in decent beds that night.
Mummy and Margot were not in a fit state to take part; they were tired and lay down on their beds, they were
miserable, and lots more besides. But the two “clearers-up” of the family—Daddy and myself—wanted to start at
once.
The whole day long we unpacked boxes, filled cupboards, hammered and tidied, until we were dead beat. We
sank into clean beds that night. We hadn’t had a bit of anything warm the whole day, but we didn’t care; Mummy
and Margot were too tired and keyed up to eat, and Daddy and I were too busy.
On Tuesday morning we went on where we left off the day before. Elli and Miep collected our rations for us,
Daddy improved the poor blackout,\fn{It was the law in most countries during World War II that any glass window which
threatened to leak light at night must in some way be blacked out, to prevent aircraft from using such emissions as bombing targets } we
scrubbed the kitchen floor, and were on the go the whole day long again. I hardly had time to think about the great
change in my life until Wednesday. Then I had a chance, for the first time since our arrival, to tell you all about it,
and at the same time to realize myself what had actually happened to me and what was still going to happen.
Yours, Anne
Saturday, 11 July, 1942
Dear Kitty, Daddy, Mummy, and Margot can’t get used to the sound of the Westertoren clock yet, which tells
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us the time every quarter of an hour. I can. I loved it from the start, and especially in the night it’s like a faithful
friend. I expect you will be interested to hear what it feels like to “disappear;” well, all I can say is that I don’t
know myself yet. I don’t think I shall ever feel really at home in this house, but that does not mean that I loathe it
here, it is more like being on vacation in a very peculiar boardinghouse. Rather a mad idea, perhaps, but that is
how it strikes me.
The “Secret Annexe” is an ideal hiding place. Although it leans to one side and is damp, you’d never find such
a comfortable hiding place anywhere in Amsterdam, no, perhaps not even in the whole of Holland. Our little room
looked very bare at first with nothing on the walls; but thanks to Daddy who had brought my film-star collection
and picture postcards on beforehand, and with the aid of paste pot and brush, I have transformed the walls into
one gigantic picture. This makes it look much more cheerful, and, when the Van Daans come, we’ll get some
wood from the attic, and make a few little cupboards for the walls and other odds and ends to make it look more
lively.
Margot and Mummy are a little bit better now. Mummy felt well enough to cook some soup for the first time
yesterday, but then forgot all about it, while she was downstairs talking, so the peas were burned to a cinder and
utterly refused to leave the pan. Mr. Koophuis has brought me a book called Young People’s Annual. The four of
us went to the private office yesterday evening and turned on the radio. I was so terribly frightened that someone
might hear it that I simply begged Daddy to come upstairs with me. Mummy understood how I felt and came too.
We are very nervous in other ways, too, that the neighbors might hear us or see something going on.
We made curtains straight away on the first day. Really one can hardly call them curtains, they are just light,
loose strips of material, all different shapes, quality, and pattern, which Daddy and I sewed together in a most
unprofessional way. These works of art are fixed in position with drawing pins, not to come down until we emerge
from here.
There are some large business premises on the right of us, and on the left a furniture workshop; there is no one
there after working hours but even so, sounds could travel through the walls. We have forbidden Margot to cough
at night, although she has a bad cold, and make her swallow large doses of codeine. I am looking for Tuesday
when the Van Daans arrive; it will be much more fun and not so quiet. It is the silence that frightens me so in the
evenings and at night. I wish like anything that one of our protectors could sleep here at night. I can’t tell you how
oppressive it is never to be able to go outdoors, also I’m very afraid that we shall be discovered and be shot. That
is not exactly a pleasant prospect. We have to whisper and tread lightly during the day, otherwise the people in the
warehouse might hear us.
Someone is calling me.
Yours, Anne
Friday, 14 August, 1942
Dear Kitty, I have deserted you for a whole month, but honestly, there is so little news here that I can’t find
amusing things to tell you every day. The Van Daans arrived on July 13. We thought they were coming on the
fourteenth, but between the thirteenth and sixteenth of July the Germans called up people right and left which
created more and more unrest, so they played for safety, better a day too early than a day too late.
At nine-thirty in the morning (we were still having breakfast) Peter arrived, the Van Daans’ son, not sixteen
yet, a rather soft, shy, gawky youth; can’t expect much from his company. He brought his cat (Mouschi) with him.
Mr. and Mrs. Van Daan arrived half an hour later, and to our great amusement she had a large potty in her hat box.
“I don’t feel at home anywhere without my chamber,” she declared, so it was the first thing to find its
permanent resting place under her divan. Mr. Van Daan did not bring his, but carried a folding tea table under his
arm.
From the day they arrived we all had meals cozily together and after three days it was just as if we were one
large family. Naturally the Van Daans were able to tell us a lot about the extra week they had spent in the
inhabited world. Among other things we were very interested to hear what had happened to our house and to Mr.
Goudsmit. Mr. Van Daan told us:
“Mr. Goudsmit phoned at nine o’clock on Monday morning and asked if I could come around. I went
immediately and found G. in a state of great agitation. He let me read a letter that the Franks had left behind and
wanted to take the cat to the neighbors as indicated in the letter, which pleased me. Mr. G. was afraid that the
house would be searched so we went through all the rooms, tidied up a bit, and cleared away the breakfast things.
Suddenly I discovered a writing pad on Mrs. Frank’s desk with an address in Maastricht written on it. Although I
knew that this was done on purpose, I pretended to be very surprised and shocked and urged Mr. G. to tear up this
unfortunate little piece of paper without delay.
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“I went on pretending that I knew nothing of your disappearance all the time, but after seeing the paper, I got a
brain wave.
“‘Mr. Goudsmit,’ I said, ‘it suddenly dawns on me what this address may refer to. Now it all comes back to
me, a high-ranking officer was in the office about six months ago, he appeared to be very friendly with Mr. Frank
and offered to help him, should the need arise. He was stationed in Maastricht. I think he must have kept his word
and somehow or other managed to get them into Belgium and then on to Switzerland. I should tell this to any
friends who may inquire. Don’t, of course, mention Maastricht.’
“With these words I left the house. Most of your friends know already, because I’ve been told myself several
times by different people.”
We were highly amused at the story and, when Mr. Van Daan gave us further details, laughed still more at the
way people can let their imagination run away with them. One family had seen the pair of us pass on bicycles
very early in the morning and another lady knew quite definitely that we were fetched by a military car in the
middle of the night.
Yours, Anne
Friday, 21 August, 1942
Dear Kitty, The entrance to our hiding place has now been properly concealed. Mr. Kraler thought it would be
better to put a cupboard in front of our door (because a lot of houses are being searched for hidden bicycles), but
of course it had to be a movable cupboard that cart open like a door.
Mr. Vossen made the whole thing. We had already let him into the secret and he can’t do enough to help. If we
want to go downstairs, we have to first bend down and then jump, because the step has gone. The first three days
we were all going about with masses of lumps on our foreheads, because we all knocked ourselves against the low
doorway. Now we have nailed a cloth filled with wood wool against the top of the door. Let’s see if that helps!
I’m not working much at present; I’m giving myself holidays until September. Then Daddy is going to give me
lessons; it’s shocking how much I’ve forgotten already.
There is little change in our life here. Mr. Van Daan and I usually manage to upset each other, it’s just the
opposite with Margot whom he likes very much. Mummy sometimes treats me just like a baby, which I can’t bear.
Otherwise things are going better. I still don’t like Peter any more, he is so boring; he flops lazily on his bed half
the time, does a bit of carpentry, and then goes back for another snooze. What a fool!
It is lovely weather and in spite of everything we make the most we can of it by lying on a camp bed in the
attic, where the sun shines through an open window.
Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 2 September, 1942
Dear Kitty, Mr. and Mrs. Van Daan have had a terrific quarrel, I’ve never seen anything quite like it before.
Mummy and Daddy would never dream of shouting at each other. The cause was so trivial that the whole thing
was a pure waste of breath. But, still, everyone to his own liking.
Naturally it is very unpleasant for Peter, who has to stand by. No one takes him seriously, he is so frightfully
touchy and lazy. Yesterday he was badly upset because he found that his tongue was blue instead of red; this
unusual phenomenon of nature disappeared just as quickly as it had come. Today he is going about with a scarf
on, as he has a stiff neck; in addition. “M’lord” complains of lumbago. Pains around the heart, kidneys, and lungs
are not unusual either, he is a real hypochondria (that’s the word for such people, isn’t it?)!
It is not all honey between Mummy and Mrs. Van Daan; there is plenty of cause for unpleasantness. To give a
small example, I will tell you that Mrs. Van Daan has taken all three of her sheets out of the common linen
cupboard. She takes it for granted that Mummy’s sheets will do for all of us. It will be a nasty surprise for her
when she finds that Mummy has followed her good example.
Also, she is thoroughly piqued that her dinner service and not ours is in use. She is always trying to find out
where we have actually put our plates; they are closer than she thinks, they are in a cardboard box behind a lot of
junk in the attic. Our plates are unget-at-able as long as we are here, and a good thing too. I always have bad luck;
I smashed one of Mrs. Van Daan’s soup plates into a thousand pieces yesterday.
“Oh!” she cried angrily. “Couldn’t you be careful for once—that’s the last one I’ve got.”
Mr. Van Daan is all sugar to me nowadays. Long may it last. Mummy gave me another frightful sermon this
morning; I can’t bear them. Our ideas are completely opposite. Daddy is a darling, although he can sometimes be
angry with me for five minutes on end.
Last week we had a little interruption in our monotonous life; it was over a book about women—and Peter.
First I must tell you that Margot and Peter are allowed to read nearly all the books that Mr. Koophuis lends us, but
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the grownups held back this particular book on the subject of women. Peter’s curiosity was aroused at once. What
was it the two of them were not allowed to read in this book? He got hold of the book on the sly, while his mother
was downstairs talking, and disappeared with his booty to the attic. All went well for a few days. His mother knew
what he was doing, but didn’t tell tales, until Father found out. He was very angry, took the book away, and
thought that that would finish the whole business. However, he had not allowed for his son’s curiosity, which
waxed rather than waned because of his father’s attitude; Peter, determined to finish it, thought of a way to get
hold of this enthralling book. In the meantime, Mrs. Van Daan had asked Mummy what she thought about it all.
Mummy thought this particular book was not suitable for Margot, but she saw no harm in letting her read most
books.
“There is a great difference, Mrs. Van Daan,” said Mummy, “between Margot and Peter. In the first place,
Margot is a girl and girls are always more grownup than boys, secondly, Margot has read quite a lot of serious
books, and does not go in search of things that are forbidden her, and thirdly, Margot is far more developed and
intelligent, shown by the fact of her being in the fourth form at school.”
Mrs. Van Daan agreed, but still thought it was wrong in principle to let children read books which were written
for grownups.
In the meantime Peter had found a time of the day when no one bothered about him or the book: seven-thirty
in the evening—then everyone was in the private office listening to the radio. That was when he took his treasure
to the attic again. He should have been downstairs again by eight- thirty, but because the book was so thrilling he
forgot the time and was just coming downstairs as his father came into the room. You can imagine the
consequences! With a slap and a snatch, the book lay on the table and Peter was in the attic. That’s how matters
stood as we sat down to table. Peter stayed upstairs—no one bothered about him, and he had to go to bed without
any supper. We went on with the meal, chattering gaily, when suddenly we heard a piercing whistle; we all
stopped eating and looked with pale changed faces from one to another. Then we heard Peter’s voice, calling
down the chimney,
“I say, I’m not coming down anyway.” Mr. Van Daan sprang to his feet, his napkin fell to the floor, and scarlet
in the face he shouted,
“I've had enough of this!”
Daddy took his arm, afraid of what might happen, and the two men went together to the attic. After a good deal
of resistance and stamping, Peter landed up in his room with the door closed and we went on eating. Mrs. Van
Daan wanted to save one slice of bread for the dear boy, but his father stood firm.
“If he doesn’t apologize soon, he will have to sleep in the attic.”
Loud protests from the rest of us, as we thought missing supper was quite enough punishment. Besides, Peter
might catch cold and we couldn’t call a doctor.
Peter did not apologize; he was already in the attic. Mr. Van Daan did nothing more about it, but I noticed the
next morning that Peter’s bed had been slept in. Peter was back in the attic at seven o’clock, but Daddy managed
with a few friendly words to persuade him to come down again. Sour faces and obstinate silences for three days
and then everything went smoothly once more.
Yours, Anne
Monday, 21 September, 1942
Dear Kitty, Today I’m going to tell you our general news.
Mrs. Van Daan is unbearable. I get nothing but “blow-ups” from her for my continuous chatter. She is always
pestering us in some way or other. This is the latest: she doesn’t want to wash up the pans if there is a fragment
left; instead of putting it into a glass dish, as we’ve always done until now, she leaves it in the pan to go bad. After
the next meal Margot sometimes has about seven pans to wash up and then Madame says:
“Well, well, Margot, you have got a lot to do!”
I’m busy with Daddy working out his family tree: as we go along he tells me little bits about everyone—it’s
terribly interesting. Mr. Koophuis brings a few special books for me every other week. I’m thrilled with the Joop
ter Heul series. I’ve enjoyed the whole of Cissy van Marxveldt very much. And I’ve read Een Zomerzotheid four
times and I still laugh about some of the ludicrous situations that arise.
Term time has begun again, I’m working hard at my French and manage to pump in five irregular verbs per
day, Peter sighs and groans over his. English. A few schoolbooks have just arrived; we have a good stock of
exercise pencils, rubbers, and labels, as I brought these with me. I sometimes listen to the Dutch news from
London, heard Prince Bernhard recently. He said that Princess Juliana is expecting a baby about next January. I
think it is lovely. It surprises the others that I should be so keen on the Royal Family.
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I was being discussed and they decided that I’m not completely stupid after all, which had the effect of making
me work extra hard the next day. I certainly don’t want to still be in the first form when I’m fourteen or fifteen.
Also the fact that I’m hardly allowed to read any decent books was mentioned. Mummy is reading Heeren,
Vrouwen en Knechten now, which I’m not allowed (Margot is). First I must be more developed, like my talented
sister. Then we talk about my ignorance of philosophy and psychology, about which I know nothing. Perhaps by
next year I shall be wiser! (I looked up these difficult words quickly in Koenen.)
I have just woken up to the disturbing .fact that I have one long-sleeved dress and three cardigans for the
winter. I’ve received permission from Daddy to knit a jumper of white sheep’s wool; it’s not very nice wool, but
as long as it’s warm that’s all that matters. We have some clothes deposited with friends, but unfortunately we
shall not see them until after the war, that is if they are still there then. I had just written something about Mrs.
Van Daan when in she came. Slap! I closed the book.
“Hey, Anne, can’t I just have a look?”
“I’m afraid not.”
“Just the last page then?”
“No, I’m sorry.”
Naturally it gave me a frightful shock, because there was an unflattering description of her on this particular
page.
Yours, Anne
Friday, 25 September, 1942
Dear Kitty, Yesterday evening I went upstairs and “visited” the Van Daans. I do so occasionally to have a chat.
Sometimes it can be quite fun. Then we have some moth biscuits (the biscuit tin is kept in the wardrobe which is
full of moth balls) and drink lemonade. We talked about Peter. I told them how Peter often strokes my cheek and
that I wished he wouldn’t as I don’t like being pawed by boys.
In a typical way parents have, they asked if I couldn’t get fond of Peter, because he certainly liked me very
much. I thought, “Oh dear!” and said:
“Oh, no!”
Imagine it! I did say that I thought Peter rather awkward, but that it was probably shyness, as many boys who
haven’t had much to do with girls are like that.
I must say that the Refuge Committee of the “Secret Annexe” (male section) is very ingenious. I’ll tell you
what they’ve done now to get news of us through to Mr. Van Dijk, Travies’ chief representative and a friend who
has surreptitiously hidden some of our things for us! They typed a letter to a chemist in South Zeeland, who does
business with our firm, in such a way that he has to send the enclosed reply back in an addressed envelope. Daddy
addressed the envelope to the office. When this envelope arrives from Zeeland, the enclosed letter is taken out,
and is replaced by a message in Daddy’s handwriting as a sign of life. Like this, Van Dijk won’t become
suspicious when he reads the note. They specially chose Zeeland because it is so close to Belgium and the letter
could have easily been smuggled over the border, in addition no one is allowed into Zeeland without a special
permit; so if they thought we were there, he couldn’t try and look us up.
Yours, Anne
Sunday, 27 September, 1942
Dear Kitty, Just had a big bust-up with Mummy for the umpteenth time; we simply don’t get on together these
days and Margot and I don’t hit it off any too well either. As a rule we don’t go in for such outbursts as this in our
family. Still, it’s by no means always pleasant for me. Margot’s and Mummy’s natures are completely strange to
me. i can understand my friends better than my own mother—too bad! We often discuss postwar problems, for
example, how one ought to address servants.
Mrs. Van Daan had another tantrum. She is terribly moody. She keeps hiding more of her private belongings.
Mummy ought to answer each Van Daan “disappearance” with a Frank :”disappearance.” How some people do
adore bringing up other people’s children in addition to their own.
The Van Daans are that kind. Margot doesn’t need it, she is such a goody-goody, perfection itself, but I seem to
have enough mischief in me for the two of us put together. You should hear us at mealtimes, with reprimands and
cheeky answers flying to and fro. Mummy and Daddy always defend me stoutly. I’d have to give up if it weren’t
for them. Although they do tell me that I mustn’t talk so much, that I must be more retiring and not poke my nose
into everything, still I seem doomed to failure. If Daddy wasn’t so patient, I’d be afraid I was going to turn out to
be a terrific disappointment to my parents and they are pretty lenient with me.
If I take a small helping of some vegetable I detest and make up with potatoes, the Van Daans, and Mevrouw in
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particular, can’t get over it, that any child should be so spoiled.
“Come along, Anne, have a few more vegetables,” she says straight away.
“No, thank you, Mrs. Van Daan,” I answer, “I have plenty of potatoes.”
“Vegetables are good for you, your mother says so too. Have a few more,” she says, pressing them on me until
Daddy comes to my rescue. Then we have from Mrs. Van Daan—
“You ought to have been in our home, we were properly brought up. It’s absurd that Anne’s so frightfully
spoiled. I wouldn’t put up with it if Anne were my daughter.”
These are always her first and last words “if Anne were my daughter.” Thank heavens I’m not!
But to come back to this “upbringing” business. There was a deadly silence after Mrs. Van Daan had finished
speaking yesterday. Then Daddy said,
“I think Anne is extremely well brought up; she has learned one thing anyway, and that is to make no reply to
your long sermons. As to the vegetables, look at your own plate.”
Mrs. Van Daan was beaten, well and truly beaten. She had taken a minute helping of vegetables herself. But
she is not spoiled! Oh, no, too many vegetables in the evening make her constipated. Why on earth doesn’t she
keep her mouth shut about me, then she wouldn’t need to make such feeble excuses. It’s gorgeous the way Mrs.
Van Daan blushes. I don’t and that is just what she hates.
Yours, Anne
Monday, 28 September, 1942
Dear Kitty, I had to stop yesterday, long before I’d finished. I just must tell you about another quarrel, but
before I start on that, something else.
Why do grownups quarrel so easily, so much, and over the most idiotic things? Up till now I thought that only
children squabbled and that that wore off as you grew up. Of course, there is sometimes a real reason for a
quarrel, but this is just plain bickering. I suppose I should get used to it. But I can’t nor do I think I shall, as long
as I am the subject of nearly every discussion (they use the word “discussion” instead of quarrel).
Nothing, I repeat, nothing about me is right; my general appearance, my character, my manners are discussed
from A to Z. I’m expected (by order) to simply swallow all the harsh words and shouts in silence and I am not
used to this. In fact, I can’t! I’m not going to take all these insults lying down, I’ll show them that Anne Frank
wasn’t born yesterday. Then they’ll be surprised and perhaps they’ll keep their mouths shut when I let them see
that I am going to start educating them. Shall I take up that attitude? Plain barbarism! I’m simply amazed again
and again over their awful manners and especially … stupidity (Mrs. Van Daan’s), but as soon as I get used to this
—and it won’t be long—then I’ll give them some of their own back, and no half measures. Then they’ll change
their tune!
Am I really so bad-mannered, conceited, headstrong, pushing, stupid, lazy, etc., etc., as they all say? Oh, of
course not. i have my faults, just like everyone else, i know that, but they thoroughly exaggerate everything.
Kitty, if only you knew how I sometimes boil under so many gibes and jeers. And I don’t know how long I
shall be able to stifle my rage. I shall just blow up one day.
Still, no more of this, I’ve bored you long enough with all these quarrels. But I simply must tell you of one
highly interesting discussion at table. Somehow or other, we got on to the subject of Pim’s (Daddy’s nickname)
extreme modesty. Even the most stupid people have to admit this about Daddy. Suddenly Mrs. Van Daan says,
“I too, have an unassuming nature, more so than my husband.”
Did you ever! This sentence in itself shows quite clearly how thoroughly forward and pushing she is! Mr. Van
Daan thought he ought to give an explanation regarding the reference to himself.
“I don’t wish to be modest—in my experience it does not pay.” Then to me:
“Take my advice, Anne, don’t be too unassuming, it doesn’t get you anywhere.”
Mummy agreed with this too. But Mrs. Van Daan had to add, as always, her ideas on the subject. Her next
remark was addressed to Mummy and Daddy.
“You have a strange outlook on life. Fancy saying such a thing to Anne; it was very different when I was
young. And I feel sure that it still is, except in your modern home.” This was a direct hit at the way Mummy
brings up her daughters.
Mrs. Van Daan was scarlet by this time. Mummy calm and cool as a cucumber. People who blush get so hot
and excited it is quite a handicap in such a situation. Mummy, still entirely unruffled, but anxious to close the
conversation as soon as possible, thought for a second and then said:
“I find, too, Mrs. Van Daan, that one gets on better in life if one is not over modest. My husband, now, and
Margot, and Peter are excetionally modest, whereas your husband, Anne, you, and I though not exactly the
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opposite, don’t allow ourselves to be completely pushed to one side.” Mrs. Van Daan:
“But, Mrs. Frank, I don’t understand you; I’m so very modest and retiring how can you think of calling me
anything else?” Mummy:
“I did not say you were exactly forward, but no one could say you had a retiring disposition.” Mrs. Van Daan:
“Let us get this matter cleared up, once and for all. I’d like to know in what way I am pushing? I know one
thing, if I didn’t look after myself, I’d soon be starving.”
This absurd remark in self-defense just made Mummy rock with laughter. That irritated Mrs. Van Daan, who
added a string of German-Dutch, Dutch-German expressions, until she became completely tongue-tied; then she
rose from her chair and was about to leave the room.
Suddenly her eye fell on me. You should have seen her. Unfortunately, at the very moment that she turned
round, I was shaking my head sorrowfully—not on purpose, but quite involuntarily, for I had been following the
whole conversation so closely.
Mrs. Van Daan turned round and began to reel off a lot of harsh German, common, and ill-mannered, just like
a coarse, red-faced fishwife—it was a marvelous sight. If I could draw, I’d have liked to catch her like this; it was
a scream, such a stupid, foolish little person!
Anyhow, I’ve learned one thing now. You only really get to know people when you’ve had a jolly good row
with them. Then and then only can you judge their true characters!
Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 29 September, 1942
Dear Kitty, Extraordinary things can happen to people who go into hiding. Just imagine, as there is no bath, we
use a washtub and because there is hot water in the office (by which I always mean the whole of the lower floor)
all seven of us take it in turns to make use of this great luxury.
But because we are all so different and some are more modest than others, each member of the family has
found his own place for carrying out the performance. Peter uses the kitchen in spite of its glass door. When he is
going to have a bath, he goes to each one of us in turn and tells us that we must not walk past the kitchen for half
an hour. He seems to think this is sufficient. Mr. Van Daan goes right upstairs; to him it is worth the bother of
carrying hot water all that way, so as to have the seclusion of his own room. Mrs. Van Daan simply doesn’t bathe
at all at present; she is waiting to see which is the best place. Daddy has his bath in the private office, Mummy
behind a fire guard in the kitchen; Margot and I have chosen the front office for our scrub. The curtains there are
drawn on Saturday afternoons, so we wash ourselves in semi-darkness.
However, I don’t like this place any longer, and since last week I’ve been on the lookout for more comfortable
quarters. Peter gave me an idea and that was to try the large office W.C. There I can sit down, have the light on,
lock the door, pour my own bath water away, and I’m safe from prying eyes. I tried my beautiful bathroom on
Sunday for the first time and although it sounds mad, I think it is the best place of all.
Last week the plumber was at work downstairs to move the drains and water pipes from the office W.C. to the
passage. This change is a precaution against frozen pipes, in case we should have a cold winter. The plumber’s
visit was far from pleasant for us. Not only were we unable to draw water the whole day, but we could not go to
the W.C. either. Now it is rather indecent to tell you what we did to overcome this difficulty, however, I’m not
such a prude that I can’t talk about these things. The day we arrived here, Daddy and I improvised a potty for
ourselves; not having a better receptacle, we sacrificed a glass preserving jar for this purpose. During the
plumber’s visit, nature’s offerings were deposited in these jars in the sitting room during the day.
I don’t think this was nearly as bad as having to sit still and not talk the whole day. You can’t imagine what a
trial that was for “Miss Quack-Quack.” I have to whisper on ordinary days; but not being able to speak or move
was ten times worse. After being flattened by three days of continuous sitting, my bottom was very stiff and
painful. Some exercises at bedtime helped.
Yours, Anne
Thursday, 1 October, 1942
Dear Kitty, I got a terrible shock yesterday. Suddenly at eight o’clock the bell rang loudly. Of course, I thought
that someone had come: you’ll guess who I mean. But I calmed down a bit when everyone said it must be some
urchins or perhaps the postman.
The days are becoming very quiet here. Lewin, a small Jewish chemist and dispenser, works for Mr. Kraler in
the kitchen. He knows the whole building well and therefore we are always afraid that he’ll take it into his head to
have a peep in the old laboratory. We are as quiet as mice. Who, three months ago, would ever have guessed that
quicksilver Anne would have to sit still for hours—and, what’s more, could?
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The twenty-ninth was Mrs. Van Daan’s birthday. Although it could not be celebrated in a big way, we managed
a little party in her honor, with a specially nice meal, and she received some small presents and flowers. Red
carnations from her husband; that seems to be a family tradition.
To pause for a moment on the subject of Mrs. Van Daan, I must tell you that her attempts to flirt with Daddy
are a source of continual irritation for me. She strokes his face and hair, pulls her skirt right up, and makes socalled witty remarks, trying in this way to attract Pim’s attention. Pim, thank goodness, doesn’t find her either
attractive or funny, so he doesn’t play ball. Mummy doesn’t behave like that with Mr. Van Daan, I’ve said that to
Mrs. Van Daan's face.
Now and then Peter comes out of his shell and can be quite funny. We have one thing in common, from which
everyone usually gets a lot of amusement: we both love dressing up. He appeared in one of Mrs. Van Daan’s very
narrow dresses and I put on his suit. He wore a hat and I a cap. The grownups were doubled up with laughter and
we enjoyed ourselves as much as they did.
Elli has bought new skirts for Margot and me at Bijenkorfs. The material is rotten, just like sacking, and they
cost 24.00 florins and 7.50 florins respectively. What a difference compared with before the war!
Another nice thing I’ve been keeping up my sleeve. Elli has written to some secretarial school or other and
ordered a correspondence course in shorthand for Margot, Peter, and me. You wait and see what perfect experts
we shall be by next year. In any case it’s extremely important to be able to write in a code.
Yours, Anne
Saturday, 3 October, 1942
Dear Kitty, There was another dust-up yesterday. Mummy kicked up a frightful row and told Daddy just what
she thought of me. Then she had an awful fit of tears so, of course, off I went too; and I’d got such an awful
headache anyway. Finally I told Daddy that I’m much more fond of him than Mummy, to which he replied that I’d
get over that. But I don’t believe it. I have to simply force myself to stay calm with her. Daddy wishes that I
would sometimes volunteer to help Mummy, when she doesn’t feel well or has a headache; but I shan’t.
I am working hard at my French and am now reading La Belle Nivernaise.
Yours, Anne
Friday, 9 October, 1942
Dear Kitty, I’ve only got dismal and depressing news for you today. Our many Jewish friends are being taken
away by the dozen. These people are treated by the Gestapo without a shred of decency, being loaded into cattle
trucks and sent to Westerbork, the big Jewish camp in Drente. Westerbork sounds terrible: only one washing
cubicle for a hundred people and not nearly enough lavatories. There is no separate accommodation. Men,
women, and children all sleep together. One hears of frightful immorality because of this and a lot of the women,
and even girls, who stay there any length of time are expecting babies.
It is impossible to escape; most of the people in the camp are branded as inmates by their shaven heads and
many also by their Jewish appearance. If it is as bad as this in Holland whatever will it be like in the distant and
barbarous regions they are sent to? We assume that most of them are murdered. The English radio speaks of their
being gassed.
Perhaps that is the quickest way to die. I feel terribly upset. I couldn’t tear myself away while Miep told these
dreadful stories; and she herself was equally wound up for that matter. Just recently for instance, a poor old
crippled Jewess was sitting on her doorstep; she had been told to wait :here by the Gestapo, who had gone to fetch
a car to take her away. The poor old thing was terrified by the guns that were shooting at English planes overhead,
and by the glaring beams of the searchlights. But Miep did not dare take her in; no one would undergo such a risk.
The Germans strike without the slightest mercy.
Elli too is very quiet: her boyfriend has got to go to Germany. She is afraid that the airmen who fly over our
homes will drop their bombs, often weighing a million kilos, on Dirk’s head. Jokes such as “he’s lot likely to get a
million” and “it only takes one bomb” are in rather bad taste.
Dirk is certainly not the only one who has to go: trainloads of boys leave daily. If they stop at a small station
en route, sometimes some of them manage to get out unnoticed and escape; perhaps a few manage it.
This, however, is not the end of my bad news. Have you ever heard of hostages? That’s the latest thing in
penalties for sabotage. Can you imagine anything so dreadful?
Prominent citizens—innocent people—are thrown into prison to await their fate. If the saboteur can’t be
traced, the Gestapo simply put about five hostages against the wall. Announcements of their deaths appear in the
papers frequently. These outrages are described as “fatal accidents.” Nice people, the Germans! To think that I
was once one of them too! No, Hitler took away our nationality long ago. In fact, Germans and Jews are the
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greatest enemies in he world.
Yours, Anne
Friday, 16 October, 1942
Dear Kitty, I’m terribly busy. I’ve just translated a chapter out of La Belle Nivernaise and made notes of new
words. Then a perfectly foul math problem and three pages of French grammar. I flatly refuse to do these math
problems every day. Daddy agrees that they’re vile. I’m almost better at them than he is, though neither of us are
much good and we often have to fetch Margot. I’m the furthest on of the three of us in shorthand.
Yesterday I finished The Assault. It’s quite amusing, but doesn’t touch Joop ter Heul. As a matter of fact, I
think Cissy van Marxveldt is a first-rate writer. I shall definitely let my children read her books. Mummy, Margot,
and I are as thick as thieves again. It’s really much better.
Margot and I got in the same bed together last evening; it was a frightful squash, but that was just the fun of it.
She asked if she could read my diary. I said “Yes—at least, bits of it”; and then I asked if I could read hers and she
said “Yes.” Then we got on to the subject of the future. I asked her what she wanted to be. But she wouldn’t say
and made a great secret of it. I gathered something about teaching; I’m not. sure if I’m right, but I think so. Really,
I shouldn’t be so curious!
This morning I was lying on Peter’s bed, having chased him off at first. He was furious with me, not that I
cared very much. He might be a bit more friendly with me for once; after all I did give him an apple yesterday.
I asked Margot if she thought I was very ugly. She said that I was quite attractive and that I had nice eyes.
Rather vague, don’t you think? Till next time,
Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 20 October, 1942
Dear Kitty, My hand still shakes, although it’s two hours since we had the shock. I should explain that there are
five fire extinguishers in the house. We knew that someone was coming to fill them, but no one had warned us
when the carpenter, or whatever you call him, was coming.
The result was that we weren’t making any attempt to keep quiet, until I heard hammering outside on the
landing opposite our cupboard door. I thought of the carpenter at once and warned Elli, who was having a meal
with us, that she shouldn’t go downstairs. Daddy and I posted ourselves at the door so as to hear when the man
left. After he’d been working for a quarter of an hour, he laid his hammer and tools down on top of our cupboard
(as we thought) and knocked at our door. We turned absolutely white. Perhaps he had heard something after all
and wanted to investigate our secret den. It seemed like it. The knocking, pulling, pushing, and wrenching went
on. I nearly fainted at the thought that this utter stranger might discover our beautiful secret hiding place. And just
as I thought my last hour was at hand, I heard Mr. Koophuis say,
“Open the door, it’s only me.”
We opened it immediately. The hook that holds the cupboard, which can be undone by people who know the
secret, had got jammed. That was why no one had been able to warn us about the carpenter. The man had now
gone downstairs and Koophuis wanted to fetch Elli, but couldn’t open the cupboard again. It was a great relief to
me, I can tell you. In my imagination the man who I thought was trying to get in had been growing and growing
in size until in the end he appeared to be a giant and the greatest fascist that ever walked the earth.
Well! Well! Luckily everything was okay this time. Meanwhile we had great fun on Monday. Miep and Henk
spent the night here. Margot and I went in Mummy and Daddy’s room for the night, so that the Van Santens could
have our room. The meal tasted divine.
There was one small interruption. Daddy’s lamp blew a fuse, and all of a sudden we were sitting in darkness.
What was to be done? There was some fuse wire in the house, but the fuse box is right at the very back of the dark
storeroom—not such a nice job after dark. Still the men ventured forth and after ten minutes we were able to put
the candles away again.
I got up early this morning. Henk had to leave at half past eight. After a cozy breakfast Miep went downstairs.
It was pouring and she was glad not to have to cycle to the office. Next week Elli is coming to stay for a night.
Yours, Anne
Thursday, 29 October, 1942
Dear Kitty, I am awfully worried, Daddy is ill. He has a high temperature and a red rash, it looks like measles.
Think of it, we can’t even call a doctor! Mummy is letting him have a good sweat. Perhaps that will send his
temperature down.
This morning Miep told us that all the furniture has been removed from the Van Daans’ home. We haven’t told
Mrs. Van Daan yet. She’s such a bundle of nerves already, and we don’t feel like listening to another moan over
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all the lovely china and beautiful chairs that she left at home. We had to leave almost all our nice things behind; so
what’s the good of grumbling about it now?
I’m allowed to read more grown-up books lately; I’m now reading Eva’s Youth by Nico van Suchtelen. I can’t
see much difference between this and the schoolgirl love stories. It is true there are bits about women selling
themselves to unknown men in back streets. They ask a packet of money for it. I’d die of shame if anything like
that happened to me. Also it says that Eva has a monthly period. Oh, I’m so longing to have it too; it seems so
important.
Daddy has brought the plays of Goethe and Schiller from the big cupboard. He is going to read to me every
evening. We’ve started with Don Carlos.
Following Daddy’s good example, Mummy has pressed her prayer book into my hand. For decency’s sake I
read some of the prayers in German; they are certainly beautiful but they don’t convey much to me. Why does she
force me to be pious, just to oblige her?
Tomorrow we are going to light the fire for the first time. I expect we shall be suffocated with smoke. The
chimney hasn’t been swept for ages, let’s hope the thing draws.
Yours, Anne
Saturday, 7 November, 1942
Dear Kitty, Mummy is frightfully irritable and that always seems to herald unpleasantness for me. Is it just a
chance that Daddy and Mummy never rebuke Margot and that they always drop on me for everything? Yesterday
evening, for instance: Margot was reading a book with lovely drawings in it; she got up and went upstairs, put the
book down ready to go on with it later. I wasn’t doing anything, so picked up the book and started looking at the
pictures. Margot came back, saw “her” book in my hands, wrinkled her forehead and asked for the book back.
Just because I wanted to look a little further on, Margot got more and more angry. Then Mummy joined in:
“Give the book to Margot; she was reading it,” she said.
Daddy came into the room. He didn’t even know what it was all about, but saw the injured look on Margot’s
face and promptly dropped on me:
“I’d like to see what you’d say if Margot ever started looking at one of your books!”
I gave way at once, laid the book down, and left the room—offended, as they thought. It so happened I was
neither offended nor cross, just miserable. It wasn’t right of Daddy to judge without knowing what the squabble
was about. I would have given Margot the book myself, and much more quickly, if Mummy and Daddy hadn’t
interfered. They took Margot’s part at once, as though she were the victim of some great injustice.
It’s obvious that Mummy would stick up for Margot; she and Margot always do back each other up. I’m so
used to that that I’m utterly indifferent to both Mummy’s jawing and Margot’s moods.
I love them; but only because they are Mummy and Margot. With Daddy it’s different. If he holds Margot up
as an example, approves of what she does, praises and caresses her, then something gnaws at me inside, because I
adore Daddy. He is the one I look up to. I don’t love anyone in the world but him. He doesn’t notice that he treats
Margot differently from me.
Now Margot is just the prettiest, sweetest, most beautiful girl in the world. But all the same I feel I have some
right to be taken seriously too. I have always been the dunce, the ne’er-do-well of the family, I’ve always had to
pay double for my deeds, first with the scolding and then again because of the way my feelings are hurt. Now I’m
not satisfied with this apparent favoritism any more. I want something from Daddy that he is not able to give me.
I’m not jealous of Margot, never have been. I don’t envy her good looks or her beauty. It is only that I long for
Daddy’s real love: not only as his child, but for me—Anne, myself.
I cling to Daddy because it is only through him that I am able to retain the remnant of family feeling. Daddy
doesn’t understand that I need to give vent to my feelings over Mummy sometimes. He doesn’t want to talk about
it; he simply avoids anything which might lead to remarks about Mummy’s failings. Just the same, Mummy and
her failings are something I find harder to bear than anything else. I don’t know how to keep it all to myself. I
can’t always be drawing attention to her untidiness, her sarcasm, and her lack of sweetness, neither can I believe
that I’m always in the wrong.
We are exact opposites in everything; so naturally we are bound to run up against each other. I don’t pronounce
judgment on Mummy’s character, for that is something I can’t judge. I only look at her as a mother, and she just
doesn’t succeed in being that to me; I have to be my own mother. I’ve drawn myself apart from them all; I am my
own skipper and later on I shall see where I come to land. All this comes about particularly because I have in my
mind’s eye an image of what a perfect mother and wife should be; and in her whom I must call “Mother” I find no
trace of that image.
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I am always making resolutions not to notice Mummy’s bad example. I want to see only the good side of her
and to seek in myself what I cannot find in her. But it doesn’t work; and the worst of it is that neither Daddy nor
Mummy understands this gap in my life, and I blame them for it. I wonder if anyone can ever succeed in making
their children absolutely content.
Sometimes I believe that God wants to try me, both now and later on; I must become good through my own
efforts, without examples and without good advice. Then later on I shall be all the stronger. Who besides me will
ever read these letters? From whom but myself shall I get comfort? As I need comforting often, I frequently feel
weak, and dissatisfied with myself; my shortcomings are too great. I know this, and every day I try to improve
myself, again and again.
My treatment varies so much. One day Anne is so sensible and is allowed to know everything; and the next
day I hear that Anne is just a silly little goat who doesn’t know anything at all and imagines that she’s learned a
wonderful lot from books. I’m not a baby or a spoiled darling any more, to be laughed at, whatever she does. I
have my own views, plans, and ideas, though I can’t put them into words yet. Oh, so many things bubble up inside
me as I lie in bed, having to put up with people I’m fed up with, who always misinterpret my intentions. That’s
why in the end I always come back to my diary. That is, where I start and finish, because Kitty is always patient.
I’ll promise her that I shall persevere, in spite of everything, and find my own way through it all, and swallow my
tears. I only wish I could see the results already or occasionally receive encouragement from someone who loves
me.
Don’t condemn me; remember rather that sometimes I too can reach the bursting point.
Yours, Anne
Monday, 9 November, 1942
Dear Kitty, Yesterday was Peter’s birthday, he was sixteen. He had some nice presents. Among other things a
game of Monopoly, a razor, and a lighter. Not that he smokes much; it’s really just for show.
The biggest surprise came from Mr. Van Daan when, at one o’clock, he announced that the British had landed
in Tunis, Algiers, Casablanca, and Oran.
“This is the beginning of the end,” everyone was saying, but Churchill, the British Prime Minister, who had
probably heard the same thing in England, said:
“This is not the end. It is not even the beginning of the end. But it is, perhaps, the end of the beginning.”
Do you see the difference? There is certainly reason for optimism. Stalingrad, the Russian town which they’ve
already been defending for three months, still hasn’t fallen into German hands.
But to return to affairs in our secret den. I must tell you something about our food supply. As you know, we
have some real greedy pigs on the top floor. We get our bread from a nice baker, a friend of Koophuis. We don’t
get so much as we used to at home, naturally. But it’s sufficient. Four ration cards have also been bought illegally.
Their price is going up all the time; it has now gone up from twenty-seven florins to thirty-three. And all that for a
little slip of printed paper! In order to have something in the house that will keep, apart from our 150 tins of
vegetables, we have bought 270 pounds of dried peas and beans. They are not all for us, some are for the office
people. They are in sacks which hang on hooks in our little passage (inside the hidden door). Owing to the weight
of the contents, a few stitches in the sacks burst open. So we decided it would be better to put our winter store in
the attic and Peter was given the job of dragging it all up there.
He had managed to get five of the six sacks upstairs intact, and he was just busy pulling up number six, when
the bottom seam of the sack split and a shower—no, a positive hailstorm of brown beans came pouring down and
rattled down the stairs. There were about fifty pounds in the sack and the noise was enough to waken the dead.
Downstairs they thought the old house with all its contents was coming down on them. (Thank God there were no
strangers in the house.) It gave Peter a moment’s fright. But he was soon roaring with laughter, especially when he
saw me standing at the bottom of the stairs, like a little island in the middle of a sea of beans! I was entirely
surrounded up to my ankles in beans.
Quickly we started to pick them up. But beans are so slippery and small that they seemed to roll into all the
possible and impossible corners and holes. Now, every time anyone goes downstairs they bend down once or
twice, in order to be able to present Mrs. Van Daan with a handful of beans.
I’d almost forgotten to mention that Daddy is quite better again.
Yours, Anne
P.S. The news has just come over the radio that Algiers has fallen. Morocco, Casablanca, and Oran have been
in British hands for several days. Now we’re waiting for Tunis.
Tuesday, 10 November, 1942
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Dear Kitty, Great news—we want to take in an eighth person. Yes, really! We’ve always thought that there was
quite enough room and food for one more. We were only afraid of giving Koophuis and Kraler more trouble. But
now that the appalling stories we hear about Jews are getting even worse, Daddy got hold of the two people who
had to decide, and they thought it was an excellent plan.
“It is just as dangerous for seven as for eight,” they said, and quite rightly.
When this was settled, we ran through our circle of friends, trying to think of a single person who would fit in
well with our “family.” It wasn’t difficult to hit on someone. After Daddy had refused all members of the Van
Daan family, we chose a dentist called Albert Dussel, whose wife was fortunate enough to be out of the country
when war broke out. He is known to be quiet, and so far as we and Mr. Van Daan can judge from a superficial
acquaintance, both families think he is a congenial person. Miep knows him too, so she will be able to make
arrangements for him to join us. If he comes, he will have to sleep in my room instead of Margot, who will use the
camp bed.
Yours, Anne
Thursday, 12 November, 1942
Dear Kitty, Dussel was awfully pleased when Miep told him that she had got a hiding place for him. She urged
him to come as soon as possible. Preferably Saturday. He thought that this was rather doubtful, since he had to
bring his card index up to date first, see to a couple of patients, and settle his accounts. Miep came to us with this
news this morning. We thought it was unwise of him to put it off. All these preparations entail explanations to a
number of people, whom we would rather keep out of it. Miep is going to ask if he can’t manage to come on
Saturday after all. Dussel said no; now he is coming on Monday.
I must say I think it’s pretty crazy that he doesn’t jump at the proposal—whatever it is. If he were to get picked
up outside, would he still be able to do his card index, settle his finances, and see to his patients? Why delay then?
I think it’s stupid of Daddy to have given in. No other news.—
Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 17 November, 1949
Dear Kitty, Dussel has arrived. All went well. Miep had told him that he must be at a special place in front of
the Post Office a eleven o’clock, where a man would meet him. Dussel was standing at the rendezvous dead on
time. Mr. Koophuis, who knows Dussel too, went up to him and told him that the said gentleman could not come,
but asked whether he would just go to Miep at the office. Koophuis got into a tram and went back to the office,
while Dussel walked in the same direction. At twenty past eleven Dussel tapped at the office door. Miep helped
him off with his coat, so that the yellow star would not be seen, and took him to the private office, where
Koophuis engaged him in conversation until the charwoman had gone. Then Miep went upstairs with Dussel
under the pretext that the private office was needed for something, opened the swinging cupboard, and stepped
inside before the eyes of the dumfounded Dussel.
We all sat around the table upstairs, waiting with coffee and cognac to greet the newcomer. Miep showed him
into our sitting room first. He recognized our furniture at once, and had not the remotest idea that we were there,
above his head. When Miep told him he nearly passed out with surprise. But luckily Miep didn’t give him much
time and took him straight upstairs.
Dussel sank into a chair, speechless, and looked at us all for a while, as if he had to really take it all in first.
After a while he stuttered
“But … aber, sind you not in Belgium then? Ist der Militar nicht come, das Auto, the escape is sie nicht
successful?”
We explained everything to him, that we had spread the story about the soldiers and the car on purpose to put
people, and especially the Germans, on the wrong track, should they try to find us.
Dussel was again struck dumb by such ingenuity and, when he had explored further our super-practical
exquisite little “Secret Annexe,” he could do nothing but gaze about him in astonishment.
We all had lunch together. Then he had a little nap and joined us for tea, tidied up his things a bit (Miep had
brought them beforehand), and began to feel more at home. Especially when he received the following typed
“Secret Annexe Rules” (Van Daan product).
PROSPECTUS AND GUIDE TO THE SECRET ANNEXE
Special institution as temporary residence
for Jews and suchlike.
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Open all the year round. Beautiful, quiet, free from woodland surroundings, in the heart of Amsterdam. Can be reached
by trams 13 and 17, also by car or bicycle. In special cases also on foot, if the Germans prevent the use of transport.
Board and lodging: Free.
Special fat-free diet.
Running water in the bathroom (alas, no bath) and down various inside and outside walls.
Ample storage room for all types of goods.
Own radio center: direct communication with London, New York, Tel Aviv, and numerous other stations. This
appliance is only for residents’ use after six o’clock in the evening. No stations are forbidden, on the understanding that
German stations are only listened to in special cases, such as classical music and the like.
Rest hours: 10 o’clock in the evening until 7:30 in the morning. 10:15 on Sundays. Residents may rest during the day,
conditions permitting, as the directors indicate. For reasons of public security rest hours must be strictly observed!
Holidays (outside the home): postponed indefinitely.
Use of language: Speak softly at all times, by order! All civilized languages are permitted, therefore no German!
Lessons: One written shorthand lesson per week. English, French, Mathematics, and History at all times.
Small Pets—Special Department (permit is necessary): Good treatment available (vermin excepted).
Mealtimes: breakfast, every day except Sundays and Bank Holidays, 9 A.M. Sundays and Bank Holidays, 11:30 A.M.
approximately.
Lunch: (not very big): 1:15 P.M. to 1:45 P.M.
Dinner: cold and/or hot: no fixed time (depending on the news broadcast).
Duties: Residents must always be ready to help with office work.
Baths: The washtub is available for all residents from 9 A.M. on Sundays. The W.C. kitchen, private office or main
office, whichever preferred, are available.
Alcoholic Beverages: only with doctor’s prescription.
END

Yours, Anne
Thursday, 19 November, 1942
Dear Kitty, Dussel is a very nice man, just as we had all imagined. Of course he thought it was all right to
share my little room.
Quite honestly I’m not so keen that a stranger should use my things, but one must be prepared to make some
sacrifices for a good cause, so I shall make my little offering with a good will.
“If. we can save someone, then everything else is of secondary importance,” says Daddy, and he’s absolutely
right.
The first day that Dussel was here, he immediately asked me all sorts of questions: When does the charwoman
come? When can one use the bathroom? When is one allowed to use the lavatory? You may laugh, but these
things are not so simple in a hiding place. During the day we mustn’t make any noise that might be heard
downstairs; and if there is some stranger—such as the charwoman for example—then we have to be extra careful.
I explained all this carefully to Dussel. But one thing amazed me: he is very slow on the uptake. He asks
everything twice over and still doesn’t seem to remember. Perhaps that will wear off in time, and it’s only that
he’s thoroughly upset by the sudden change.
Apart from that, all goes well. Dussel has told us a lot about the outside world, which we have missed for so
long now. He had very sad news. Countless friends and acquaintances have gone to a terrible fate. Evening after
evening the green and gray army lorries trundle past. The Germans ring at every front door to inquire if there are
any Jews living in the house. If there are, then the whole family has to go at once. If they don’t find any, they go
on to the next house. No one has a chance of evading them unless one goes into hiding. Often they go around with
lists, and only ring when they know they can get a good haul. Sometimes they let them off for cash—so much per
head. It seems like the slave hunts of olden times. But it’s certainly no joke; it’s much too tragic for that. In the
evenings when it’s dark, I often see rows of good, innocent people accompanied by crying children, walking on
and on, in charge of a couple of these chaps, bullied and knocked about until they almost drop. No one is spared—
old people, babies, expectant mothers, the sick—each and all join in the march of death.
How fortunate we are here, so well cared for and undisturbed. We wouldn’t have to worry about all this misery
were it not that we are so anxious about all those dear to us whom we can no longer help.
I feel wicked sleeping in a warm bed, while my dearest friends have been knocked down or have fallen into a
gutter somewhere out in the cold night. I get frightened when I think of close friends who have now been
delivered into the hands of the cruelest brutes that walk the earth. And all because they are Jews!
Yours, Anne
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Friday, 20 November, 1942
Dear Kitty, None of us really knows how to take it all. The news about the Jews had not really penetrated
through to us until now, and we thought it best to remain as cheerful as possible. Every now and then, when Miep
lets out something about what has happened to a friend, Mummy and Mrs. Van Daan always begin to cry, so Miep
thinks it better not to tell us any more. But Dussel was immediately plied with questions from all sides, and the
stories he told us were so gruesome and dreadful that one can’t get them out of one’s mind.
Yet we shall still have our jokes and tease each other, when these horrors have faded a bit in our minds. It
won’t do us any good, or help those outside, to go on being as gloomy as we are at the moment. And what would
be the object of making our “Secret Annexe” into a “Secret Annexe of Gloom”? Must I keep thinking about those
other people, whatever I am doing? And if I want to laugh about something, should I stop myself quickly and feel
ashamed that I am cheerful? Ought I then to cry the whole day long? No, that I can’t do. Besides, in time this
gloom will wear off.
Added to this misery there is another, but of a purely personal kind; and it pales into insignificance beside all
the wretchedness I’ve just told you about. Still, I can’t refrain from telling you that lately I have begun to feel
deserted. I am surrounded by too great a void. I never used to feel like this, my fun and amusements, and my girl
friends, completely filled my thoughts. Now I either think about unhappy things, or about myself. And at long last
I have made the discovery that Daddy, although he’s such a darling, still cannot take the place of my entire little
world of bygone days. But why do I bother you with such foolish things? I’m very ungrateful, Kitty; I know that.
But it often makes my head swim if I’m jumped upon too much, and then on top of that have to think about all
those other miseries!
Yours, Anne
Saturday, 28 November, 1942
Dear Kitty, We have used too much electricity, more than our ration. Result: the utmost economy and the
prospect of having it cut off. No light for a fortnight; a pleasant thought, that, but who knows, perhaps it won’t
happen after all! It’s too dark to read in the afternoons after four or half past. We pass the time in all sorts of crazy
ways: asking riddles, physical training in the dark, talking English and French, criticizing books. But it all begins
to pall in the end.
Yesterday evening I discovered something new: to peer through a powerful pair of field glasses into the lighted
rooms of the houses at the back. In the daytime we can’t allow even as much as a centimeter’s chink to appear
between our curtains, but it can’t do any harm after dark. I never knew before that neighbors could be such
interesting people. At any rate, ours are. I found one couple having a meal, one family was in the act of taking a
home movie; and the dentist opposite was just attending to an old lady, who was awfully scared.
It was always said about Mr. Dussel that he could get on wonderfully with children and that he loved them all.
Now he shows himself in his true colors; a stodgy, old-fashioned disciplinarian, and preacher of long, drawn-out
sermons on manners.
As I have the unusual good fortune (!) to share my bedroom—alas, a small one—with His Lordship, and as
I’m generally considered to be the most badly behaved of the three young people, I have a lot to put up with and
have to pretend to be deaf in order to escape the old, much-repeated tickings-off and warnings. All this wouldn’t
be too bad, if he wasn’t such a frightful sneak and he didn’t pick on Mummy of all people to sneak to every time.
When I’ve already just had a dose from him, Mummy goes over it all again, so I get a gale aft as well as fore.
Then, if I’m really lucky, I’m called on to give an account of myself to Mrs. Van Daan and then I get a veritable
hurricane!
Honestly, you needn’t think it’s easy to be the “badly brought-up” central figure of a hypercritical family in
hiding. When I lie in bed at night and think over the many sins and shortcomings attributed to me, I get so
confused by it all that I either laugh or cry: it depends what sort of mood I am in.
Then I fall asleep with a stupid feeling of wishing to be different from what I am or from what I want to be;
perhaps to behave differently from the way I want to behave, or do behave. Oh, heavens above, now I’m getting
you in a muddle too. Forgive me, but I don’t like crossing things out, and in these days of paper shortage we are
not allowed to throw paper away. Therefore I can only advise you not to read the last sentence again, and certainly
not to try to understand it, because you won’t succeed anyhow!
Yours, Anne
Monday, 7 December, 1942
Dear Kitty, Chanuka and St. Nicholas Day\fn{ Christmas} came almost together this year—just one day’s
difference. We didn’t make much fuss about Chanuka: we just gave each other a few little presents and then we
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had the candles. Because of the shortage of candles we only had them alight for ten minutes, but it is all right as
long as you have the song. Mr. Van Daan has made a wooden candlestick, so that too was all properly arranged.
Saturday, the evening of St. Nicholas Day, was much more fun. Miep and Elli had made us very inquisitive by
whispering all the time with Daddy, so naturally we guessed that something was on.
And so it was. At eight o’clock we all filed down the wooden staircase through the passage in pitch-darkness
(it made me shudder and wish that I was safely upstairs again) into the little dark room. There, as there are no
windows, we were able to turn on a light. When that was done, Daddy opened the big cupboard.
“Oh! how lovely,” we all cried.
A large basket decorated with St. Nicholas paper stood in the corner and on top there was a mask of Black
Peter.\fn{The name of an elf which, in Germany and Holland, accompanies St. Nicholas for the purpose of whipping naughty children }
We quickly took the basket upstairs with us. There was a nice little present for everyone, with a suitable poem
attached. I got a doll, whose skirt is a bag for odds and ends; Daddy got book ends, and so on. In any case it was a
nice idea and as none of us had ever celebrated St. Nicholas, it was a good way of starting.
Yours, Anne
Thursday, 10 December, 1942
Dear Kitty, Mr. Van Daan used to be in the meat, sausage, and spice business. It was because of his knowledge
of this trade that he was taken on in Daddy’s business. Now he is showing the sausagy side of himself, which, for
us, is by no means disagreeable.
We had ordered a lot of meat (under the counter, of course) for preserving in case we should come upon hard
times. It was fun to watch, first the way the pieces of meat went through the mincer, two or three times, then how
all the accompanying ingredients were mixed with the minced meat, and then how the intestine was filled by
means of a spout, to make the sausages. We fried the sausage meat and ate it with sauerkraut for supper that
evening, but the Gelderland sausages had to be thoroughly dried first, so we hung them over a stick tied to the
ceiling with string. Everyone who came into the room began to laugh when they caught a glimpse of the row of
sausages on show. They looked terribly funny!
The room was in a glorious mess. Mr. Van Daan was wearing one of his wife’s aprons swathed round his
substantial person (he looked fatter than he is!) and was busy with the meat. Hands smothered in blood, red face,
and the soiled apron, made him look like a butcher. Mrs. Van Daan was trying to do everything at once, learning
Dutch from a book, stirring the soup, watching the meat being done, sighing and complaining about her injured
rib. That’s what happens to elderly ladies (!) who do such idiotic exercises to reduce their large behinds!
Dussel had inflammation in one eye and was bathing it with camomile tea by the fire. Pim, who was sitting on
a chair in a beam of sunlight that shone through the window, kept being pushed from one side to the other. In
addition, I think his rheumatism was bothering him, because he sat rather hunched up with a miserable look on his
face, watching Mr. Van Daan at work. He looked exactly like some shriveled-up old man from an old people’s
home. Peter was doing acrobatics round the room with his cat. Mummy, Margot, and I were peeling potatoes; and,
of course, all of us were doing everything wrong because we were so busy watching Mr. Van Daan.
Dussel has opened his dental practice. For the fun of it, I must tell you about his first patient. Mummy was
ironing; and Mrs. Van Daan was the first to face the ordeal. She went and sat on a chair in the middle of the room.
Dussel began to unpack his case in an awfully important way, asked for some eau de cologne as a disinfectant and
vaseline to take the place of wax.
He looked in Mrs. Van Daan’s mouth and found two teeth which, when touched, just made her crumple up as if
she was going to pass out, uttering incoherent cries of pain. After a lengthy examination (in Mrs. Van Daan’s case,
lasting in actual fact not more than two minutes) Dussel began to scrape away at one of the holes. But, no fear—it
was out of the question—the patient flung her arms and legs about wildly in all directions until at one point
Dussel let go of the scraper—that remained stuck in Mrs. Van Daan’s tooth.
Then the fat was really in the fire! She cried (as far as it was possible with such an instrument in one’s mouth),
tried to pull the thing out of her mouth, and only succeeded in pushing it further in. Mr. Dussel stood with his
hands against his sides calmly watching the little comedy. The rest of the audience lost all control and roared with
laughter. It was rotten of us, because I for one am quite sure that I should have screamed even louder. After much
turning, kicking, screaming, and calling out, she got the instrument free at last and Mr. Dussel went on with his
work, as if nothing had happened!
This he did so quickly that Mrs. Van Daan didn’t have time to start any fresh tricks. But he’d never had so
much help in all his life before. Two assistants are pretty useful: Van Daan and I performed our duties well. The
whole scene looked like a picture from the Middle Ages entitled “A Quack at Work.”
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In the meantime, however, the patient hadn’t much patience; she had to keep an eye on “her” soup and “her”
meal. One thing is certain. Mrs. Van Daan won’t be in such a hurry to allow herself to be treated again!
Yours, Anne
Sunday, 18 December, 1942
Dear Kitty, I’m sitting cozily in the main office, looking outside through a slit in the curtain. It is dusk but still
just light enough to write to you.
It is a very queer sight, as I watch the people walking by; it looks just as if they are all in a terrible hurry and
nearly trip over their own toes. With cyclists, now, one simply can’t keep pace with their speed. I can’t even see
what sort of person is riding on the machine.
The people in this neighborhood don’t look very attractive. The children especially are so dirty you wouldn’t
want to touch them with a barge pole. Real slum kids with running noses. I can hardly understand a word they say.
Yesterday afternoon Margot and I were having a bath here and I said,
“Supposing we were to take the children who are walking past, one by one, hoist them up with a fishing rod,
give them each a bath, wash and mend their clothes, and then let them go again, then—” Margot interrupted me,
“By tomorrow they would look just as filthy and ragged as before.”
But I’m just talking nonsense; besides, there are other things to see—cars, boats, and rain. I like particularly
the screech of the trams as they go by.
There is no more variety in our thoughts than there is for ourselves. They go round and round like a
roundabout—from Jews to food and from food to politics. By the way, talking of Jews, I saw two Jews through
the curtain yesterday. I could hardly believe my eyes; it was a horrible feeling, just as if I’d betrayed them and
was now watching them in their misery.
There is a houseboat immediately opposite, where a barge-man lives with his family. He has a small yapping
dog. We only know the little dog by his bark and his tail, which we can see when he runs round the deck. Ugh!
Now it’s started to rain and most of the people are hidden under umbrellas. I see nothing but raincoats and
occasionally the back of someone’s hat. Really I don’t need to see more. I’m gradually getting to know all the
women at a glance, blown out with potatoes, wearing a red or a green coat, trodden-down heels and with a bag
under their arms. Their faces either look grim or kind—depending on their husbands’ dispositions.
Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 22 December, 1942
Dear Kitty, The “Secret Annexe” has heard the joyful news that each person will receive an extra quarter of a
pound of butter for Christmas. It says half a pound in the newspapers, but that’s only for the lucky mortals who
get their ration books from the government, not for Jews who have gone into hiding, who can only afford to buy
four illegal ration books, instead of eight.
We are all going to bake something with our butter. I made some biscuits and two cakes this morning.
Everyone is very busy upstairs and Mummy has told me I must not go there to work or read, until the household
jobs are done.
Mrs. Van Daan is in bed with her bruised rib, complains the whole day long, allows herself to be given fresh
dressings all the time, and isn’t satisfied with anything. I shall be glad when she’s on her feet again and tidies up
her own things, because I must say this for her; she’s exceptionally industrious and tidy, all the while she is
healthy in mind and body. She is cheerful too.
Just as if I didn’t hear enough “ssh-ssh” during the day, for making too much noise, my gentleman bedroom
companion now repeatedly calls out “ssh-ssh” to me at night too. According to him, I am not even allowed to turn
over! I refuse to take the slightest notice of him, and shall go “ssh-ssh” back at him the next time.
He makes me furious, on Sundays especially, when he turns the light on early to do his exercises. It seems to
take simply hours, while I, poor tormented creature, feel the chairs, which are placed at the head of my bed to
lengthen it, slide backwards and forwards continually under my sleepy head. When he has ended with a couple of
violent arm-waving exercises to loosen his muscles, His Lordship begins his toilet. His pants are hanging up, so to
and fro he must go to collect them. But he forgets his tie, which is lying on the table. Therefore once more he
pushes and bumps past the chairs to get it.
But I won’t bore you any longer on the subject of old men. It won’t make things any better and all my plans of
revenge (such as disconnecting the lamp, shutting the door, hiding his clothes) must be abandoned in order to
keep the peace. Oh, I’m becoming so sensible! One must apply one’s reason to everything here, learning to obey,
to hold your tongue, to help, to be good, to give in, and I don’t know what else. I’m afraid I shall use up all my
brains too quickly, and I haven’t got so very many. Then I shall not have any left for when the war is over.
442

Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 18 January, 1943
Dear Kitty, Everything has upset me again this morning, so I wasn’t able to finish a single thing properly.
It is terrible outside. Day and night more of those poor miserable people are being dragged off, with nothing
but a rucksack and a little money. On the way they are deprived even of these possessions. Families are torn apart,
the men, women, and children all being separated. Children coming home from school find that their parents have
disappeared. Women return from shopping to find their homes shut up and their families gone.
The Dutch people are anxious too, their sons are being sent to Germany. Everyone is afraid. .
And every night hundreds of planes fly over Holland and go to German towns, where the earth is plowed up by
their bombs, and every hour hundreds and thousands of people are killed in Russia and Africa. No one is able to
keep out of it, the whole globe is waging war and although it is going better for the Allies, the end is not yet in
sight.
And as for us, we are fortunate. Yes, we are luckier than millions of people. It is quiet and safe here, and we
are, so to speak, living on capital. We are even so selfish as to talk about “after the war,” brighten up at the
thought of having new clothes and new shoes, whereas we really ought to save every penny, to help other people,
and save what is left from the wreckage after the war.
The children here run about in just a thin blouse and clogs; no coat, no hat, no stockings, and no one helps
them. Their tummies are empty, they chew an old carrot to stay the pangs, go from their cold homes out into the
cold street and, when they get to school, find themselves in an even colder classroom. Yes, it has even got so bad
in Holland that countless children stop the passers-by and beg for a piece of bread. I could go on for hours about
all the suffering the war has brought, but then I would only make myself more dejected. There is nothing we can
do but, wait as calmly as we can till the misery comes to an end. Jews and Christians wait, the whole earth waits;
and there are many who wait for death.
Yours, Anne
Saturday, 80 January, 1943
Dear Kitty, I’m boiling with rage, and yet I mustn’t show it. I’d like to stamp my feet, scream, give Mummy a
good shaking, cry, and I don’t know what else, because of the horrible words, mocking looks, and accusations
which are leveled at me repeatedly every day, and find their mark, like shafts from a tightly strung bow, and
which are just as hard to draw from my body.
I would like to shout to Margot, Van Daan, Dussel—and Daddy too—
“Leave me in peace, let me sleep one night at least without my pillow being wet with tears, my eyes burning
and my head throbbing. Let me get away from it all, preferably away from the world!”
But I can’t do that, they mustn’t know my despair, I can’t let them see the wounds which they have caused, I
couldn’t bear their sympathy and their kindhearted jokes, it would only make me want to scream all the more. If I
talk, everyone thinks I’m showing off; when I’m silent they think I’m ridiculous; rude if I answer, sly if I get a
good idea, lazy if I’m tired, selfish if I eat a mouthful more than I should, stupid, cowardly, crafty, etc., etc. The
whole day long I hear nothing else but that 1 am an insufferable baby, and although I laugh about it and pretend
not to take any notice, I do mind. I would like to ask God to give me a different nature, so that I didn’t put
everyone’s back up. But that can’t be done. I’ve got the nature that has been given to me and I’m sure it can’t be
bad. I do my very best to please everybody, far more than they’d ever guess. I try to laugh it all off, because I
don’t want to let them see my trouble. More than once, after a whole string of undeserved rebukes, I have flared
up at Mummy:
“I don’t care what you say anyhow. Leave me alone: I’m a hopeless case anyway.”
Naturally, I was then told I was rude and was virtually ignored for two days; and then, all at once, it was quite
forgotten, and I was treated like everyone else again. It is impossible for me to be all sugar one day and spit
venom the next. I’d rather choose the golden mean (which is not so golden), keep my thoughts to myself, and try
for once to be just as disdainful to them as they are to me. Oh, if only I could!
Yours, Anne
Friday, 5 February, 1943
Dear Kitty, Although I haven’t written anything about our rows for a long time, there still isn’t any change. The
discord, long accepted by us, struck Mr. Dussel as a calamity at first. But he is getting used to it now and tries not
to think about it. Margot and Peter aren’t a bit what you would call “young,” they are both so staid and quiet. I
show up terribly against them and am always hearing,
“You don’t find Margot and Peter doing that—why don’t you follow their example?”
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I simply loathe it. I might tell you I don’t want to be in the least like Margot. She is much too soft and passive
for my liking and allows everyone to talk her around, and gives in about everything. I want to be a stronger
character! But I keep such ideas to myself: they would only laugh at me, if I came along with this as an
explanation of my attitude. The atmosphere at table is usually strained, though luckily the outbursts are sometimes
checked by “the soup eaters”!
The “soup eaters” are the people from the office who come in and are served with a cup of soup. This
afternoon Mr. Van Daan was talking about Margot eating so little again.
“I suppose you do it to keep slim,” he added, teasing her. Mummy, who always defends Margot, said loudly:
“I can’t bear your stupid chatter any longer.” Mr. Van Daan turned scarlet, looked straight in front of him, and
said nothing.
We often laugh about things; just recently Mrs. Van Daan came out with some perfect nonsense. She was
recalling the past, how well she and her father got on together and what a flirt she was.
“And do you know,” she went on, “if a man gets a bit aggressive, my father used to say, then you must say to
him, ‘Mr. So and So, remember I am a lady!’ and he will know what you mean.”
We thought that was a good joke and burst out laughing. Peter too, although usually so quiet, sometimes gives
cause for mirth. He is blessed with a passion for foreign words, although he does not always know their meaning.
One afternoon we couldn’t go to the lavatory because there were visitors in the office; however, Peter had to pay
an urgent call. So he didn’t pull the plug. He put a notice up on the lavatory door to warn us, with “S.V.P. gas” on
it. Of course he meant to put “Beware of gas”; but he thought the other looked more genteel. He hadn’t got the
faintest notion it meant “if you please.”
Yours, Anne
Saturday, 27 February, 1943:
Dear Kitty, Pim is expecting the invasion any day. Churchill has had pneumonia, but is improving slowly. The
freedom-loving Gandhi of India is holding his umpteenth fast. Mrs. Van Daan claims to be fatalistic. But who is
the most scared when the guns go off? No one else but Petronella.
Henk brought a copy of the bishop’s letter to churchgoers for us to read. It was very fine and inspiring.
“Do not rest, people of the Netherlands, everyone is fighting with his own weapons to free the country, the
people, and their religion.”
“Give help, be generous, and do not dismay!” is what they cry from the pulpit, just like that. Will it help? It
won’t help the people of our religion.
You’d never guess what has happened to us now. The owner of these premises has sold the house without
informing Kraler and Koophuis. One morning the new owner arrived with an architect to have a look at the house.
Luckily, Mr. Koophuis was present and showed the gentlemen everything except the “Secret Annexe.” He
professed to have forgotten the key of the communicating door. The new owner didn’t question any further. It will
be all right as long as he doesn’t come back and want to see the “Secret Annexe,” because then it won’t look too
good for us.
Daddy has emptied a card index box for Margot and me, and put cards in it. It is to be a book card system; then
we both write down which books we have read, who they are by, etc. I have procured another little notebook for
foreign words.
Lately Mummy and I have been getting on better together, but we still never confide in each other. Margot is
more catty than ever and Daddy has got something he is keeping to himself, but he remains the same darling.
New butter and margarine rationing at table! Each person has their little bit of fat put on their plate. In my
opinion the Van Daans don’t divide it at all fairly. However, my parents are much too afraid of a row to say
anything about it. Pity, I think you should always give people like them tit for tat.
Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 10 March, 1943
Dear Kitty, We had a short circuit last evening, and on top of that the guns kept banging away all the time. I
still haven’t got over my fear of everything connected with shooting and planes, and I creep into Daddy’s bed
nearly every night for comfort. I know it’s very childish but you don’t know what it is like. The A.A.\fn{ Antiaircraft} guns roar so loudly that you can’t hear yourself speak. Mrs. Van Daan, the fatalist, was nearly crying, and
said in a very timid little voice, “Oh, it is so unpleasant! Oh, they are shooting so hard,” by which she really
means “I’m so frightened.”
It didn’t seem nearly so bad by candlelight as in the dark. I was shivering, just as if I had a temperature, and
begged Daddy to light the candle again. He was relentless, the light remained off. Suddenly there was a burst of
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machine-gun fire, and that is ten times worse than guns. Mummy jumped out of bed and, to Pim’s annoyance, lit
the candle. When he complained her answer was firm:
“After all, Anne’s not exactly a veteran soldier.” And that was the end of it.
Have I already told you about Mrs. Van Daan’s other fears? I don’t think so. If I am to keep you informed of all
that happens in the “Secret Annexe,” you must know about this too.
One night Mrs. Van Daan thought she heard burglars in the attic; she heard loud footsteps and was so
frightened that she woke her husband. Just at that moment the burglars disappeared and the only sounds that Mr.
Van Daan could hear were the heartbeats of the frightened fatalist herself.
“Oh, Putti, [Mr. Van Daan’s nickname] they are sure to have taken the sausages and all our peas and beans.
And Peter, I wonder if he is still safely in bed?”
“They certainly won’t have stolen Peter. Listen, don’t worry and let me go to sleep.”
But nothing came of that. Mrs. Van Daan was far too nervous to sleep another wink.
A few nights after that the whole Van Daan family was woken by ghostly sounds.. Peter went up to the attic
with a torch—and scamper-scamper! What do you think it was running away? A swarm of enormous rats! When
we knew who the thieves were, we let Mouschi sleep in the attic and the uninvited guests didn’t come back again;
at least not during the night.
Peter went up to the loft a couple of evenings ago to fetch some old newspapers. He had to hold the trap door
firmly to get down the steps. He put his hand down without looking … and went tumbling down the ladder from
the sudden shock and pain. Without knowing it he had put his hand on a large rat, and it had bitten him hard. By
the time he reached us, as white as a sheet and with his knees knocking, the blood had soaked through his
pajamas. And no wonder; it’s not very pleasant to stroke a large rat; and to get bitten into the bargain is really
dreadful.
Yours, Anne
Friday, 12 March, 1943
Dear Kitty, May I introduce someone to you: Mama Frank, champion of youth! Extra butter for the young; the
problems of modern youth; Mummy defends youth in everything and after a certain amount of squabbling she
always gets her way. A bottle of preserved sole has gone bad; gala dinner for Mouschi and Boche.
You haven’t met Boche yet, although she was here before we went into hiding. She is the warehouse and office
cat and keeps down the rats in the storerooms. Her odd political name\fn{ Boche is an anti-German expletive} requires
an explanation. For some time the firm had two cats; one for the warehouse and one for the attic. Now it
occasionally happened that the two cats met; and the result was always a terrific fight. The aggressor was always
the warehouse cat; yet it was always the attic cat who managed to win—just like among nations. So the
storehouse cat was named the German or Boche and the attic cat the English or “Tommy.” Tommy was got rid of
later; we are all entertained by Boche when we go downstairs.
We have eaten so many kidney beans and haricot beans that I can’t bear the sight of them any more. The mere
thought of them makes me feel quite sick. Bread is no longer served in the evenings now. Daddy has just said that
he doesn’t feel in a good mood. His eyes look so sad again—poor soul!
I can’t drag myself away from a book called The Knock at the Door by Ina Boudier-Bakker. The story of the
family is exceptionally well written. Apart from that, it is about war, writers, the emancipation of women; and
quite honestly I’m not awfully interested.
Horrible air raids on Germany. Mr. Van Daan is in a bad mood; the cause—cigarette shortage. Discussions
over the question of whether we should, or should not, use our canned vegetables ended in our favor.
I can’t get into a single pair of shoes any more, except ski boots, which are not much use about the house. A
pair of rush sandals costing 6.50 florins lasted me just one week, after which they were out of action. Perhaps
Miep will scrounge something under the counter.
I must cut Daddy’s hair. Pim maintains that he will never have another barber after the war, as I do the job so
well. If only I didn’t snip his ear so often!
Yours, Anne
Thursday, 18 March, 1943
Dear Kitty, Turkey is in the war. Great excitement. Waiting in suspense for the news.
Yours, Anne
Friday, 19 March, 1943
Dear Kitty, An hour later joy was followed by disappointment. Turkey is not in the war yet. It was only a
cabinet minister talking about them soon giving up their neutrality. A newspaper in the Dam\fn{ A square in front of
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the Royal Palace}

was crying,
“Turkey on England’s side.”
The newspapers were torn out of his hands. This is how the joyful news reached us too; 500- and 1000- guilder
notes have been declared no longer valid. It is a trap for black-marketers and suchlike, but even more for people
who have got other kinds of “black” money, and for people in hiding. If you wish to hand in a 1000-guilder note
you must be able to declare, and prove, exactly how you got it. They may still be used to pay taxes, but only until
next week.
Dussel has received an old-fashioned foot-operated dentist’s drill. I expect he’ll soon give me a thorough
check-over.
The Führer aller Germanen has been talking to wounded soldiers. Listening-in to it was pitiful. Question and
answer went something like this:
“My name is Heinrich Scheppel.”
“Wounded where?”
“Near Stalingrad.”
“What kind of wound?”
“Two feet frozen off and a broken joint in the left arm.”
This is exactly what the frightful puppet show on the radio was like. The wounded seemed to be proud of their
wounds—the more the better. One of them felt so moved at being able to shake hands with the Führer (that is, if
he still had a hand!) that he could hardly get the words out of his mouth.
Yours, Anne
Thursday, 25 March, 1943
Dear Kitty, Yesterday Mummy, Daddy, Margot, and I were sitting pleasantly together when suddenly Peter
came in and whispered something in Daddy’s ear. I heard something about “a barrel fallen over in the warehouse”
and “someone fumbling about at the door.” Margot had heard it too; but when Daddy and Peter went off
immediately, she tried to calm me down a bit, because I was naturally as white as a sheet and very jittery.
The three of us waited in suspense. A minute or two later Mrs. Van Daan came upstairs; she’d been listening to
the wireless in the private office. She told us that Pim had asked her to turn off the wireless and go softly upstairs.
But you know what that’s like, if you want to be extra quiet, then each step of the old stairs creaks twice as loudly.
Five minutes later Pim and Peter appeared again, white to the roots of their hair, and told us their experiences.
They had hidden themselves under the stairs and waited, with no result at first. But suddenly, yes, I must tell
you, they heard two loud bumps, just as if two doors were banged here in the house. Pim was upstairs in one leap.
Peter warned Dussel first, who finally landed upstairs with a lot of fuss and noise. Then we all went up in
stockinged feet to the Van Daans on the next floor. Mr. Van Daan had a bad cold and had already gone to bed, so
we all drew up closely around his bed and whispered our suspicions to him.
Each time Mr. Van Daan coughed loudly, Mrs. Van Daan and I were so scared that we thought we were going
to have a fit. That went on until one of us got the bright idea of giving him some codeine, which soothed the
cough at once. Again we waited and waited, but we heard no more and finally we all came to the conclusion that
the thieves had taken to their heels when they heard footsteps in the house, which was otherwise so silent.
Now it was unfortunate that the wireless downstairs was still tuned to England, and that the chairs were neatly
arranged round it. If the door had been forced, and the air-raid wardens had noticed and warned the police, then
the results might have been very unpleasant. So Mr. Van Daan got up and put on his coat and hat and followed
Daddy cautiously downstairs, Peter took up the rear, armed with a large hammer in case of emergencies. The
ladies upstairs (including Margot and me) waited in suspense, until the gentlemen reappeared five minutes later
and told us that all was quiet in the house.
We arranged that we would not draw any water or pull the plug in the lavatory. But as the excitement had
affected most of our tummies, you can imagine what the atmosphere was like when we had each paid a visit in
succession. When something like that happens, heaps of other things seem to come at the same time, as now.
Number One was that the clock at the Westertoren, which I always find so reassuring, did not strike. Number Two
was that, Mr. Vossen having left earlier than usual the previous evening, we didn’t know definitely whether Elli
had been able to get hold of the key, and had perhaps forgotten to shut the door. It was still evening and we were
still in a state of uncertainty, although we certainly did feel a bit reassured by the fact that from about eight
o’clock, when the burglar had alarmed the house, until half past ten we had not heard a sound. On further
reflection it also seemed very unlikely to us that a thief would have forced open a door so early in the evening,
while there were still people about in the street. Moreover, one of us got the idea that it was possible that the
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caretaker of the warehouse next door was still at work since, in the excitement, and with the thin walls, one can
easily make a mistake, and what’s more, one’s imagination can play a big part at such critical moments.
So we all went to bed; but none of us could get to sleep. Daddy as well as Mummy and Mr. Dussel were
awake, and without much exaggeration I can say that I hardly slept a wink. This morning the men went
downstairs to see whether the outside door was still shut, and everything turned out to be quite safe. We gave
everyone a detailed description of the nerve-racking event. They all made fun of it, but it is easy to laugh at such
things afterwards. Elli was the only one who took us seriously.
Yours, Anne
Saturday, 27 March, 1943
Dear Kitty, We have finished our shorthand course; now we are beginning to practice speed. Aren’t we getting
clever? I must tell you more about my time-killing subjects (I call them such, because we have got nothing else to
do but make the days go by as quickly as possible, so that the end of our time here comes more quickly); I’m mad
on Mythology and especially the Gods of Greece and Rome. They think here that it is just a passing craze, they’ve
never heard of an adolescent kid of my age being interested in Mythology. Well, then, I shall be the first!
Mr. Van Daan has a cold, or rather he has a little tickle in his throat. He makes a tremendous fuss about it.
Gargling with camomile tea, painting his throat with tincture of myrrh, rubbing eucalyptus all over his chest, nose,
teeth, and tongue; and then getting into an evil mood on top of it all.
Rauter, one of the German big shots, has made a speech.
“All Jews must be out of the German-occupied countries before July 1. Between April 1 and May 1 the
province of Utrecht must be cleaned out [as if the Jews were cockroaches]. Between May 1 and June 1 the
provinces of North and South Holland.”
These wretched people are sent to filthy slaughterhouses like a herd of sick, neglected cattle. But I won’t talk
about it, I only get nightmares from such thoughts. One good little piece of news is that the German department of
the Labor Exchange has been set on fire by saboteurs. A few days after, the Registrar’s Office went the same way.
Men in German police uniforms gagged the guards and managed to destroy important papers.
Yours, Anne
Thursday, 1 April, 1943
Dear Kitty, I’m really not April-fooling (see the date), but the opposite; today I can easily quote the saying:
“Misfortunes never come singly.” To begin with, Mr. Koophuis, the one who always cheers us up, has had
hemorrhage of the stomach and has got to stay in bed for at least three weeks. Secondly, Elli has flu. Thirdly, Mr.
Vossen is going to the hospital next week. He has probably got an abdominal ulcer. And fourthly, some important
business conferences, the main points of which Daddy had discussed in detail with Mr. Koophuis, were due to be
held, but now there isn’t time to explain everything thoroughly to Mr. Kraler.
The gentlemen who had been expected duly arrived; even before they came Daddy was trembling with anxiety
as to how the talks would go.
“If only I could be there, if only I was downstairs,” he cried.
“Why don’t you go and lie with one ear pressed against the floor, then you’ll be able to hear everything.”
Daddy’s face cleared, and at half past ten yesterday morning Margot and Pim (two ears are better than one!)
took up their positions on the floor. The talks were not finished in the morning, but by the afternoon Daddy was
not in a fit state to continue the listening campaign. He was half paralyzed from remaining in so unusual and
uncomfortable a position: I took his place at half past two, as soon as we heard voices in the passage. Margot kept
me company. The talk at times was so long-winded and boring that quite suddenly I fell asleep on the cold hard
linoleum floor. Margot did not dare to touch me for fear they might hear us, and talking was out of the question. I
slept for a good half hour and then woke with a shock, having forgotten every word of the important discussions.
Luckily Margot had paid more attention.
Yours, Anne
Friday, 2 April, 1943
Dear Kitty, Oh dear: I’ve got another terrible black mark against my name. I was lying in bed yesterday
evening waiting for Daddy to come and say my prayers with me, and wish me good night, when Mummy came
into my room, sat on my bed, and asked very nicely,
“Anne, Daddy can’t come yet, shall I say your prayers with you tonight?”
“No, Mummy,” I answered.
Mummy got up, paused by my bed for a moment, and walked slowly towards the door. Suddenly she turned
around, and with a distorted look on her face said,
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“I don’t want to be cross, love cannot be forced.” There were tears in her eyes as she left the room.
I lay still in bed, feeling at once that I had been horrible to push her away so rudely. But I knew too that I
couldn’t have answered differently. It simply wouldn’t work. I felt sorry for mummy; very, very sorry, because I
had seen for the first time in my life that she minds my coldness. I saw the look of sorrow on her face when she
spoke of love not being forced.
It is hard to speak the truth, and yet it is the truth: she herself has pushed me away, her tactless remarks and her
crude jokes, which I don’t find at all funny, have now made me insensitive to any love from her side. Just as I
shrink at her hard words, so did her heart when she realized that the love between us was gone. She cried half the
night and hardly slept at all. Daddy doesn’t look at me and if he does for a second, then I read in his eyes the
words:
“How can you be so unkind, how can you bring yourself to cause your mother such sorrow?”
They expect me to apologize; but this is something I can’t apologize for because I spoke the truth and Mummy
will have to know it sooner or later anyway. I seem, and indeed am, indifferent both to Mummy’s tears and
Daddy’s looks, because for the first time they are both aware of something which I have always felt. I can only
feel sorry for Mummy, who has now had to discover that I have adopted her own attitude. For myself, I remain
silent and aloof; and I shall not shrink from he truth any longer, because the longer it is put off, the more difficult
it will be for them when they do hear it.
Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 27 April, 1943
Dear Kitty, Such quarrels that the whole house thunders! Mummy and the Van Daans and Daddy, Mummy and
Mrs. Van Daan, everyone is angry with everyone else. Nice atmosphere, isn’t it? Anne’s usual list of failings has
been brought out again and fully ventilated.
Mr. Vossen is already in the Binnengasthuis hospital. Mr. Koophuis is up again, the hemorrhage having
stopped sooner than usual. He told us that the Registrar’s Office received additional damage from the Fire Service
who, instead of just quenching the flames, soaked the whole place with water. I’m glad!
The Carlton Hotel is smashed to bits. Two British planes loaded with incendiary bombs fell right on top of the
Offiziersheim.\fn{German officer’s club} The whole Vijzelstraat-Singel corner is burned down. The air raids on
German towns are growing in strength every day. We don’t have a single quiet night. I’ve got dark rings under my
eyes from lack of sleep. Our food is miserable. Dry bread and coffee substitute for breakfast. Dinner: spinach or
lettuce for a fortnight on end. Potatoes twenty centimeters long and tasting sweet and rotten. Whoever wants to
follow a slimming course should stay in the “Secret Annexe.” They complain bitterly upstairs, but we don’t regard
it as such a tragedy. All the men who fought in 1940 or were mobilized have been called up to work for der
Führer as prisoners of war. Suppose they’re doing that as a precaution against invasion.
Yours, Anne
Saturday, 1 May, 1944
Dear Kitty, If I just think of how we live here, I usually come to the conclusion that it is a paradise compared
with how other Jews who are not in hiding must be living. Even so, later on, when everything is normal again, I
shall be amazed to think that we, who were so spick and span at home, should have sunk to such a low level. By
this I mean that our manners have declined. For instance, ever since we have been here, we have had one oilcloth
on our table which, owing to so much use, is not one of the cleanest. Admittedly I often try to clean it with a dirty
dishcloth, which is more hole than cloth. The table doesn’t do us much credit either, in spite of hard scrubbing.
The Van Daans have been sleeping on the same flannelette sheet the whole winter; one can’t wash it here
because the soap powder we get on the ration isn’t sufficient, and besides it’s not good enough. Daddy goes about
in frayed trousers and his tie is beginning to show signs of wear too. Mummy’s corsets have split today and are
too old to be repaired, while Margot goes about in a brassiere two sizes too small for her. Mummy and Margot
have managed the whole winter with three vests\fn{ Undershirts} between them, and mine are so small that they
don’t even reach my tummy.
Certainly, these are all things which can be overcome. Still, I sometimes realize with a shock:
“How are we, now going about in worn-out things, from my pants down to Daddy’s shaving brush, ever going
to get back to our prewar standards?”
They were banging away so much last night that four times I gathered all my belongings together. Today I
have packed a suitcase with the most necessary things for an escape. But Mummy quite rightly says:
“Where will you escape to?”
The whole of Holland is being punished for the strikes which have been going on in many parts of the country.
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Therefore a state of siege has been declared and everyone gets one butter coupon less. What naughty little
children!
Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 18 May, 1943
Dear Kitty, I witnessed a terrific air battle between German and British planes. Unfortunately a couple of the
Allies had to jump from burning machines. Our milkman, who lives in Halfweg, saw four Canadians sitting by the
roadside, one of them spoke fluent Dutch. He asked the milkman to give him a light for his cigarette, and told him
that the crew had consisted of six men. The pilot was burned to death, and their fifth man had hidden himself
somewhere. The German police came and fetched the four perfectly fit men. I wonder how they managed to have
such clear brains after that terrifying parachute trip.
Although it is fairly warm, we have to light our fires every other day, in order to burn vegetable peelings and
refuse. We can’t put anything in the garbage pails, because we must always think of the warehouse boy. How
easily one could be betrayed by being a little careless!
All students who wish either to get their degrees this year, or continue their studies, are compelled to sign that
they are in sympathy with the Germans and approve of the New Order. Eighty per cent have refused to go against
their consciences. Naturally they had to bear the consequences. All the students who do not sign have to go to a
labor camp in Germany. What will be left of the youth of the country if they have all got to do hard labor in
Germany?
Mummy shut the window last night because of all the banging; I was in Pim’s bed. Suddenly Mrs. Van Daan
jumped out of bed above us, just as if Mouschi had bitten her. A loud clap followed immediately. It sounded just
as if an incendiary bomb had fallen beside my bed. I shrieked out,
“Light, light!”
Pim turned on the lamp. I expected nothing less than to see the room ablaze within a few minutes. Nothing
happened. We all hurried upstairs to see what was going on. Mr. and Mrs. Van Daan had seen a red glow through
the open window. He thought that there was a fire in the neighborhood and she thought that our house had caught
fire. When the clap came Mrs. Van Daan was already on her feet with her knees knocking. But nothing more
happened and we all crept back into our beds.
Before a quarter of an hour had passed the shooting started up again. Mrs. Van Daan sat bolt upright at once
and then went downstairs to Mr. Dussel’s room, seeking there the rest which she could not find with her spouse.
Dussel received her with the words, “Come into my bed, my child!” which sent us off into uncontrollable
laughter. The gunfire troubled us no longer, our fear was banished!
Yours, Anne
Sunday, 18 June, 1948
Dear Kitty, My birthday poem from Daddy is too good to keep from you. As Pim usually writes verses in
German, Margot volunteered to translate it. Judge for yourself whether Margot didn’t do it brilliantly. After the
usual summary of the events of the year, this is how it ran:
Though youngest here, you are no longer small,
But life is very hard, since one and all
Aspire to be your teacher, thus and thus:
“We have experience, take a tip from us.”
“We know because we did it long ago.”
“Elders are always better, you must know.”
At least that’s been the rule since life began!
Our personal faults are much too small to scan.
This makes it easier to criticize
The faults of others, which seem double size.
Please bear with us, your parents, for we try
To judge you fairly and with sympathy.
Correction sometimes take against your will,
Though it’s like swallowing a bitter pill,
Which must be done if we’re to keep the peace,
While time goes by till all this suffering cease.
You read and study nearly all the day,
Who might have lived in such a different way.
You’re never bored and bring us all fresh air.
Your only moan is this: “What can I wear?
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I have no knickers, all my clothes are small,
My vest might be a loincloth, that is all!
To put on shoes would mean to cut off toes,
Oh dear, I’m worried by so many woes!”

There was also a bit about food that Margot could not translate into rhyme, so I shall leave it out. Don’t you
think my birthday poem is good? I have been thoroughly spoiled in other ways and received a lot of lovely things.
Among other things a fat book on my pet subject—the mythology of Greece and Rome. I can’t complain of a
shortage of sweets either—everyone has broken into their last reserves. As the Benjamin\fn{ Youngest} of the
family in hiding, I am really more honored than I deserve.
Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 15 June, 1943
Dear Kitty, Lots of things have happened, but I often think that all my uninteresting chatter bores you very
much and that you are glad not to receive too many letters. So I shall give you the news in brief.
Mr. Vossen has not been operated on for his duodenal ulcer. When he was on the operating table and they had
opened him up, the doctors saw that he had cancer, which was far too advanced to operate. So they stitched him
up again, kept him in bed for three weeks and gave him good food, and finally sent him home again. I do pity him
terribly and think it is rotten that we can’t go out, otherwise I should certainly visit him frequently to cheer him
up. It is a disaster for us that good old Vossen won’t be able to keep us in touch with all that goes on, and all he
hears in the warehouse. He was our best helper and security adviser; we miss him very much indeed.
It will be our turn to hand in our radio next month. Koophuis has a clandestine baby set at home that he will let
us have to take the place of our big Phillips. It certainly is a shame to have to hand in our lovely set, but in a house
where people are hiding, one daren’t, under any circumstances, take wanton risks and so draw the attention of the
authorities. We shall have the little radio upstairs. On top of hidden Jews, clandestine money and clandestine
buying, we can add a clandestine radio. Everyone is trying to get hold of an old set and to hand that in, instead of
their “source of courage.” It is really true that as the news from outside gets worse, so the radio with its
miraculous voice helps us to keep up our morale and to say again,
“Chins up, stick it out, better times will come!”
Yours, Anne
Sunday, 11 July, 1943
Dear Kitty, To return to the “upbringing” theme for the umpteenth time, I must tell you that I really am trying
to be helpful, friendly, and good, and to do everything I can so that the rain of rebukes dies down to a light
summer drizzle. It is mighty difficult to be on such model behavior with people you can’t bear, especially when
you don’t mean a word of it. But I do really see that I get on better by shamming a bit, instead of my old habit of
telling everyone exactly what I think (although no one ever asked my opinion or attached the slightest importance
to it).
I often lose my cue and simply can’t swallow my rage at some injustice, so that for four long weeks we hear
nothing but an everlasting chatter about the cheekiest and most shameless girl on earth. Don’t you think that
sometimes I’ve cause for complaint? It’s a good thing I’m not a grouser, because then I might get sour and badtempered.
I have decided to let my shorthand go a bit, firstly to give me more time for my other subjects and secondly
because of my eyes. I’m so miserable and wretched as I’ve become very shortsighted and ought to have had
glasses for a long time already (phew, what an owl I shall look!) but you know, of course, in hiding one cannot.
Yesterday, everyone talked of nothing but Anne’s eyes, because Mummy had suggested sending me to the oculist
with Mrs. Koophuis. I shook in my shoes somewhat at this announcement, for it is no small thing to do. Go out of
doors, imagine it, in the street—doesn’t bear thinking about! I was petrified at first, then glad. But it doesn’t go as
easily as that, because all the people who would have to approve such a step could not reach an agreement
quickly. All the difficulties and risks had first to be carefully weighed, although Miep would have gone with me
straight away.
In the meantime I got out my gray coat from the cupboard, but it was so small that it looked as if it belonged to
my younger sister.
I am really curious to know what will come of it all, but I don’t think the plan will come off because the British
have landed in Sicily now and Daddy is once again hoping for a “quick finish.”
Elli gives Margot and me a lot of office work; it makes us both feel quite important and is a great help to her.
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Anyone can file away correspondence and write in the sales book, but we take special pains.
Miep is just like a pack mule, she fetches and carries so much. Almost every day she manages to get hold of
some vegetables for us and brings everything in shopping bags on her bicycle. We always long for Saturdays
when our books come. Just like little children receiving a present.
Ordinary people simply don’t know what books mean to us, shut up here. Reading, learning, and the radio are
our amusements.
Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 13 July, 1943
Dear Kitty, Yesterday afternoon, with Daddy’s permission, I asked Dussel whether he would please be so good
(being really very polite) as to allow me to use the little table in our room twice a week in the afternoons, from
four o’clock till half past five. I sit there every day from half past two till four, while Dussel sleeps. but otherwise
the room plus table are out of bounds. Inside, in our common room, there is much too much going on; it is
impossible to work there, and besides, Daddy likes to sit at the writing table and work too sometimes.
So it was quite a reasonable request, and the question was put very politely. Now honestly what do you think
the very learned Dussel replied:
“No.”
Just plain “No!” I was indignant and refused to be put off like that, so I asked him the reason for his “No.” But
I was sent away with a flea in my ear. This was the barrage which followed:
“I have to work too, and if I can’t work in the afternoons, then there is no time left for me at all. I must finish
my task, otherwise I’ve started it all for nothing. Anyway, you don’t work seriously at anything. Your mythology,
now just what kind of work is that; knitting and reading are not work either. I am at the table and shall stay there.”
My reply was:
“Mr. Dussel, I do work seriously and there is nowhere else for me to work in the afternoons. I beg of you to
kindly reconsider my request!”
With these words the offended Anne turned her back on the very learned doctor, ignoring him completely. I
was seething with rage, and thought Dussel frightfully rude (which he certainly was) and myself very friendly. In
the evening when I could get hold of Pim, I told him how it had gone off and discussed what I should do next,
because I was not going to give in, and preferred to clear it up myself. Pim told me how I ought to tackle the
problem, but warned me that it would be better to leave it till the next day, as I was so het up. I let this advice go
to the winds, and waited for Dussel after the dishes were done. Pim sat in the room next to us, which had a
calming influence on me. I began:
“Mr. Dussel, I don’t suppose you see any point in discussing the matter any more, but I must ask you to do so.”
Dussel then remarked with his sweetest smile:
“I am always, and at all times, prepared to discuss this matter, but it has already been settled.” I went on
talking, though continually interrupted by Dussel.
“When you first came here we arranged that this room should be for both of us; if we were to divide it fairly,
you would have the morning and I all the afternoon! But I don’t even ask that much, and I think that my two
afternoons are really perfectly reasonable.”
At this Dussel jumped up as if someone had stuck a needle into him.
“You can’t talk about your rights here at all. And where am I to go, then? I shall ask Mr. Van Daan whether he
will build a little compartment in the attic, then I can go and sit there. I simply can’t work anywhere. With you
one always gets trouble. If your sister Margot, who after all has more reason to ask such a thing, would have come
to me with the same questions, I should not think of refusing, but you …”
Then followed the business about the mythology and the knitting, and Anne was insulted again. However, she
did not show it and let Dussel finish speaking:
“But you, one simply can’t talk to you. You are so outrageously selfish, as long as you can get what you want,
you don’t mind pushing everyone else to one side, I’ve never seen such a child. But after all, I suppose I shall be
obliged to give you your own way, because otherwise I shall be told later on that Anne Frank failed her exam
because Mr. Dussel would not give up the table for her.”
It went on and on and finally it was such a torrent I could hardly keep pace with it. At one moment I thought,
“In a minute I’ll give him such a smack in the face that he’ll fly up to the ceiling together with his lies,” but the
next moment I said to myself,
“Keep calm! Such a fellow isn’t worth getting worked up about.”
After giving final vent to his fury, Master Dussel left the room with an expression of mixed wrath and triumph,
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his coat stuffed with food. I dashed to Daddy and told him all that he had not already heard of the story. Pim
decided to talk to Dussel the same evening, which he did.
They talked for over half an hour. The theme of the conversation was something like this: first of all they
talked about whether Anne should sit at the table, yes or no. Daddy said that he and Dussel had already discussed
the subject once before, when he had professed to agree with Dussel, in order not to put him in the wrong in front
of the young. But Daddy had not thought it fair then. Dussel thought that I should not speak as if he was an
intruder who tried to monopolize everything, but Daddy stuck up for me firmly over that, because he had heard
for himself that I had not breathed a word of such a thing. To and fro it went, Daddy defending my selfishness and
my “trifling” work, Dussel grumbling continually.
Finally, Dussel had to give in after all, and I had the opportunity of working undisturbed until five o’clock for
two afternoons a week. Dussel looked down his nose very much, didn’t speak to me for two days and still had to
go and sit at the table from five till half past—frightfully childish. A person of fifty-four who is still so pedantic
and small- minded must be so by nature, and will never improve.
Yours, Anne
Friday, 16 July, 1943
Dear Kitty, Burglars again, but real this time! This morning Peter went to the warehouse at seven o’clock as
usual, and at once noticed that both the warehouse door and the door opening on to the street were ajar. He told
Pim, who tuned the radio in the private office to Germany and locked the door. Then they went upstairs together.
The standing orders for such times were observed as usual: no taps to be turned on; therefore, no washing,
silence, everything to be finished by eight o’clock and no lavatory. We were all very glad that we had slept so well
and not heard anything. Not until half past eleven did we learn from Mr. Koophuis that the burglars had pushed in
the outer door with a crowbar and had forced the warehouse door. However, they did not find much to steal, so
they tried their luck upstairs. They stole two cash-boxes containing forty florins, postal orders and checkbooks
and then, worst of all, all the coupons for 150 kilos of sugar.
Mr. Koophuis thinks that they belonged to the same gang as the ones who tried all three doors six weeks ago.
They were unsuccessful then.
It has caused rather a stir in the building, but the “Secret Annexe” can’t seem to go on without sensations like
this. We were very glad that the typewriters and money in our wardrobe, where they are brought upstairs every
evening, were safe.
Yours, Anne
Monday, 19 July, 1943
Dear Kitty, North Amsterdam was very heavily bombed on Sunday. The destruction seems to be terrible.
Whole streets lie in ruins, and it will take a long time before all the people are dug out. Up till now there are two
hundred dead and countless wounded; the hospitals are crammed. You hear of children lost in the smoldering
ruins, looking for their parents. I shudder when I recall the dull droning rumble in the distance, which for us
marked the approaching destruction.
Yours, Anne
Friday, 23 July, 1943
Dear Kitty, Just for fun I’m going to tell you each person’s first wish, when we are allowed to go outside again.
Margot and Mr. Van Daan long more than anything for a hot bath filled to overflowing and want to stay in it for
half an hour. Mrs. Van Daan wants most to go and eat cream cakes immediately. Dussel thinks of nothing but
seeing Lotje, his wife; Mummy of her cup of coffee; Daddy is going to visit Mr. Vossen first; Peter the town and a
cinema, while I should find it so blissful, I shouldn’t know where to start! But most of all, I long for a home of our
own, to be able to move freely and to have some help with my work again at last, in other words—school.
Elli has offered to get us some fruit. It costs next to nothing—grapes f.5.00 per kilo, gooseberries f.0.70 per
pound, one peach f.0.50, one kilo melon f.1.50.\fn{ Equivalent prices, in order, would be [in 1960 dollars] $1.40, 20¢, 14¢, and
42¢.} Then you see in the newspapers every evening in bold letters,
“Play fair and keep prices down!”
Yours, Anne
Monday, 26 July, 1943
Dear Kitty, Nothing but tumult and uproar yesterday, we are still very het up about it all. You might really ask,
does a day go by without some excitement?
We had the first warning siren while we were at breakfast, but we don’t give a hoot about that, it only means
that the planes are crossing the coast.
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After breakfast I went and lay down for an hour as I had a bad headache, then I went downstairs. It was about
two o’clock. Margot had finished her office work at half past two: she had not packed her things together when
the sirens began to wail, so upstairs I went again with her. It was high time, for we had not been upstairs five
minutes when they began shooting hard, so much so that we went and stood in the passage. And yes, the house
rumbled and shook, and down came the bombs.
I clasped my “escape bag” close to me, more because I wanted to have something to hold than with an idea of
escaping, because there’s nowhere we can go. If ever we come to the extremity of fleeing from here, the street
would be just as dangerous as an air raid. This one subsided after half an hour, but the activity in the house
increased. Peter came down from his lookout post in the attic, Dussel was in the main office, Mrs. Van Daan felt
safe in the private office, Mr. Van Daan had been watching from the loft, and we on the little landing dispersed
ourselves too: I went upstairs to see rising above the harbor the columns of smoke Mr. Van Daan had told us
about. Before .long you could smell burning, and outside it looked as if a thick mist hung everywhere. Although
such a big fire is not a pleasant sight, luckily for us it was all over, and we went about our respective tasks.
That evening at dinner: another air raid alarm! It was a nice meal, but my hunger vanished, simply at the sound
of the alarm. Nothing happened and three quarters of an hour later it was all clear. The dishes were stacked ready
to be done: air-raid warning, ack-ack\fn{Anti-aircraft} fire, an awful lot of planes.
“Oh, dear me, twice in one day, that’s too much,” we all thought, but that didn’t help at all; once again the
bombs rained down, the other side this time, on Schiphol,\fn{ Amsterdam airport} according to the British. The
planes dived and climbed, we heard the hum of their engines and it was very gruesome. Each moment I thought:
“One’s falling now. Here it comes.”
I can assure you that when I went to bed at nine o’clock I couldn’t hold my legs still. I woke up at the stroke of
twelve: planes. Dussel was undressing. I didn’t let that put me off, and at the first shot, I leaped out of bed, wide
awake. Two hours with Daddy and still they kept coming. Then they ceased firing and I was able to go to bed. I
fell asleep at half past two.
Seven o’clock. I sat up in bed with a start. Mr. Van Daan was with Daddy. Burglars was my first thought. I
heard Mr. Van Daan say “everything.” I thought that everything had been stolen. But no, this time it was
wonderful news, such as we have not heard for months, perhaps in all the war years.
“Mussolini has resigned, the King of Italy has taken over the government.”
We jumped for joy. After the terrible day yesterday, at last something good again and—hope. Hope for it to
end, hope for peace.
Kraler called in and told us that Fokkers has been badly damaged. Meanwhile we had another air-raid alarm
with planes overhead and one more warning siren. I’m just about choked with alarms, very tired and don’t feel a
bit like work. But now the suspense over Italy will awaken the hope that it will soon end, perhaps even this year.
Yours, Anne
Thursday, 29 July, 1948
Dear Kitty, Mrs. Van Daan, Dussel, and I were doing the dishes and I was extraordinarily quiet, which hardly
ever happens, so they would have been sure to notice. In order to avoid questions I quickly sought a fairly neutral
topic, and thought that the book Henry from the Other Side would meet the need. But I had made a mistake. If
Mrs. Van Daan doesn’t pounce on me, then Mr. Dussel does.
This was what it came to: Mr. Dussel had specially recommended us this book as being excellent. Margot and I
thought it was anything but excellent. The boy’s character was certainly well drawn, but the rest—I had better
gloss over that. I said something to that effect while we were washing the dishes, but that brought me a packet of
trouble.
“How can you understand the psychology of a man! Of a child is not so difficult (!). You are much too young
for a book like that; why, even a man of twenty would not be able to grasp it.” (Why did he so especially
recommend this book to Margot and me?) Now Dussel and Mrs. Van Daan continued together:
“You know much too much about things that are unsuitable for you, you’ve been brought up all wrong. Later
on, when you are older, you won’t enjoy anything—then you'll say: ‘I read that in books twenty years ago.’ You
had better make haste, if you want to get a husband or fall in love—or everything is sure to be a disappointment to
you. You are already proficient in the theory, it’s only the practice that you still lack!”
I suppose it’s their idea of a good upbringing to always try to set me against my parents; because that is what
they often do. And to tell a girl of my age nothing about “grown-up” subjects is an equally fine method! I see the
results of that kind of upbringing frequently and all too clearly.
I could have slapped both their faces at that moment as they stood there making a fool of me. I was beside
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myself with rage and I’m just counting the days until I’m rid of “those” people.
Mrs. Van Daan is a nice one! She sets a fine example … she certainly sets one—a bad one. She is well known
as being very pushing, selfish, cunning, calculating, and is never content. I can also add vanity and coquetry to the
list. There is no question about it, she is an unspeakably disagreeable person. I could write whole chapters about
Madame, and who knows, perhaps I will someday. Anyone can put on a fine coat of varnish outside.
Mrs. Van Daan is friendly to strangers and especially men, so it is easy to make a mistake when you have only
known her for a short time. Mummy thinks she is too stupid to waste words over, Margot too unimportant, Pim
too ugly (literally and figuratively), and I, after long observation—for I was never prejudiced from the start—have
come to the conclusion that she is all three and a lot more! She has so many bad qualities, why should I even
begin about one of them?
Yours, Anne
P.S.—Will the reader take into consideration that when this story was written the writer had not cooled down
from her fury!
Tuesday, 3 August, 1943
Dear Kitty, Political news excellent. In Italy the Fascist party has been banned. The people are fighting the
Fascists in many places—even the army is actually taking part in the battle. Can a country like that wage war
against England?
We’ve just had a third air raid; I clenched my teeth together to make myself feel courageous. Mrs. Van Daan,
who has always said, “A terrible end is better than no end at all,” is the greatest coward of us all now. She was
shaking like a leaf this morning and even burst into tears. When her husband, with whom she has just made it up
after a week’s squabbling, comforted her, the expression on her face alone almost made me feel sentimental.
Mouschi has proved that keeping cats has disadvantages as well as advantages. The whole house is full of
fleas, and the plague gets worse every day. Mr. Koophuis has scattered yellow powder in every nook and corner,
but the fleas don’t seem to mind a bit. It’s making us all quite nervous; one keeps imagining an itch on one’s arms,
legs, and various parts of the body, which is why quite a lot of us are doing gymnastics, so as to be able to look at
the back of our necks or legs while standing up. Now we’re being paid back for not being more supple—we’re too
stiff to even turn our heads properly. We gave up real gymnastics long ago.
Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 4 August, 1943
Dear Kitty, Now that we have been in the “Secret Annexe” for over a year, you know something of our lives,
but some of it is quite indescribable. There is so much to tell, everything is so different from ordinary times and
from ordinary people’s lives. But still, to give you a closer look into our lives, now and again I intend to give you
a description of an ordinary day. Today I’m beginning with the evening and night.
Nine o’clock in the evening. The bustle of going to bed in the “Secret Annexe” begins and it is always really
quite a business. Chairs are shoved about, beds are pulled down, blankets unfolded, nothing remains where it is
during the day. I sleep on the little divan, which is not more than one and a half meters long. So chairs have to be
used to lengthen it. An eiderdown, sheets, pillows, blankets, are all fetched from Dussel’s bed where they remain
during the day. One hears terrible creaking in the next room: Margot’s concertina-bed being pulled out. Again,
divan, blankets, and pillows, everything is done to make the wooden slats a bit more comfortable. It sounds like
thunder above, but it is only Mrs. Van Daan’s bed. This is shifted to the window, you see, in order to give Her
Majesty in the pink bed jacket fresh air to tickle her dainty nostrils!
After Peter’s finished, I step into the washing cubicle, where I give myself a thorough wash and general toilet;
it occasionally happens (only in the hot weeks or months) that there is a tiny flea floating in the water. Then teeth
cleaning, hair curling, manicure, and my cotton-wool pads with hydrogen peroxide (to bleach black mustache
hairs)—all this under half an hour.
Half past nine. Quickly into dressing gown, soap in one hand, potty, hairpins, pants, curlers, and cotton wool in
the other, I hurry out of the bathroom; but usually I’m called back once for the various hairs which decorate the
washbasin in graceful curves, but which are not approved of by the next person.
Ten o’clock. Put up the blackout. Good night! For at least a quarter of an hour there is creaking of beds and a
sighing of broken springs, then all is quiet, at least that is if our neighbors upstairs don’t quarrel in bed.
Half past eleven. The bathroom door creaks. A narrow strip of light falls into the room. A squeak of shoes, a
large coat, even larger than the man inside it—Dussel returns from his night work in Kraler’s office. Shuffling on
the floor for ten minutes, crackle of paper (that is the food which has to be stowed away), and a bed is made. Then
the form disappears again and one only hears suspicious noises from the lavatory from time to time.
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Three o’clock. I have to get up for a little job in the metal pot under my bed, which is on a rubber mat for
safety’s sake in case of leakage. When this has to take place, always hold my breath, as it clatters into the tin like a
brook from a mountain. Then the pot is returned to its place and the figure in the white nightgown, which evokes
the same cry from Margot every evening—“Oh; that indecent nightdress!”—steps back into bed.
Then a certain person lies awake for about a quarter of an hour, listening to the sounds of the night. Firstly, to
whether there might not be a burglar downstairs, then to the various beds, above, next door, and in my room, from
which one is usually able to make out how the various members of the household are sleeping, or how they pass
the night in wakefulness.
The latter is certainly not pleasant, especially when it concerns a member of the family by the name of Dussel.
First, I hear a sound like a fish gasping for breath, this is repeated nine or ten times, then with much ado and
interchanged with little smacking sounds, the lips are moistened, followed by a lengthy twisting and turning in
bed and rearranging of pillows. Five minutes’ perfect peace and then the same sequence of events unfolds itself at
least three times more, after the doctor has soothed himself to sleep again for a little while.
It can also happen that we get a bit of shooting in the night, varying between one o’clock and four. I never
really realize it, until from habit I am already standing at my bedside. Sometimes I’m so busy dreaming that I’m
thinking about French irregular verbs or a quarrel upstairs. It is some time before I begin to realize that guns are
firing and that I am still in the room. But it usually happens as described above. I quickly grab a pillow and
handkerchief, put on my dressing gown and slippers, and scamper to Daddy, like Margot wrote in this birthday
poem:
The first shot sounds at dead of night.
Hush, look! A door creaks open wide,
A little girl glides into sight,
Clasping a pillow to her side.

Once landed in the big bed, the worst is over, except if the firing gets very bad.
Quarter to seven. Trrrrr—the alarm clock that raises its voice at any hour of the day (if one asks for it and
sometimes when one doesn’t). Crack—ping—Mrs. Van Daan has turned it off. Creak—Mr. Van Daan gets up.
Puts on water and then full speed to the bathroom.
Quarter past seven. The door creaks again. Dussel can go to the bathroom. Once alone, I take down the
blackout—and a new day in the “Secret Annexe” has begun.
Yours, Anne
Thursday, 5 August, 1943
Dear Kitty, Today I am going to take lunch-time. It is half past twelve. The whole mixed crowd breathes again.
The warehouse boys have gone home now. Above one can bear the noise of Mrs. Van Daan’s vacuum cleaner on
her beautiful, and only, carpet. Margot goes with a few books under her arm for her Dutch lesson “for children
who make no progress,” because that’s Dussel’s attitude. Pim goes into a corner with his inseparable Dickens to
try and find peace somewhere. Mummy hurries upstairs to help the industrious housewife, and I go to the
bathroom to tidy it up a bit, and myself at the same time.
Quarter to one. The place is filling up. First Mr. Van Santen, then Koophuis or Kraler, Elli and sometimes
Miep as well.
One o’clock. We’re all sitting listening to the B.B.C., seated around the baby wireless; these are the only times
when the members of the “Secret Annexe” do not interrupt each other, because now someone is speaking whom
even Mr. Van Daan can’t interrupt.
Quarter past one. The great share-out. Everyone from below gets a cup of soup and if there is ever a pudding,
some of that as well. Mr. Van Santen is happy and goes to sit on the divan or lean against the writing table.
Newspaper, cup, and usually the cat, beside him. If one of the three is missing he’s sure to protest. Koophuis tells
us the latest news from town, he is certainly an excellent source of information. Kraler comes helter-skelter
upstairs—a short, firm knock on the door and in he comes rubbing his hands, according to his mood, in a good
temper and talkative, or bad-tempered and quiet.
Quarter to two. Everyone rises from the table and goes about his own business. Margot and Mummy to the
dishes. Mr. and Mrs. Van Daan to their divan. Peter up to the attic. Daddy to the divan downstairs. Dussel to his
bed and Anne to her work. Then follows the most peaceful hour; everyone is asleep, no one is disturbed. Dussel
dreams of lovely food—the expression on his face gives this away, but I don’t look long because the time goes so
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fast and at four o’clock the pedantic doctor is standing, clock in hand, because I’m one minute late in clearing the
table for him.
Yours, Anne
Monday, 9 August, 1943
Dear Kitty, To continue the “Secret Annexe” daily timetable. I shall now describe the evening meal:
Mr. Van Daan begins. He is first to be served, takes a lot of everything if it is what he likes. Usually talks at the
same time, always gives his opinion as the only one worth listening to, and once he has spoken it is irrevocable.
Because if anyone dares to question it, then he flares up at once. Oh, he can spit like a cat—I’d rather not argue, I
can tell you—if you’ve once tried you don’t try again. He has the best opinion, he knows the most about
everything. All right then, he has got brains, but “self-satisfaction” has reached a high grade with this gentleman.
Madame. Really, I should remain silent. Some days, especially if there is a bad mood coming on, you can’t
look at her face. On closer examination, she is the guilty one in all the arguments. Not the subject! Oh, no,
everyone prefers to remain aloof over that, but one could perhaps call her the “kindler.” Stirring up trouble, that’s
fun. Mrs. Frank against Anne; Margot against Daddy doesn’t go quite so easily.
But now at table, Mrs. Van Daan doesn’t go short, although she thinks so at times. The tiniest potatoes, the
sweetest mouthful, the best of everything; picking over is her system. The others will get their turn, as long as I
have the best. Then talking. Whether anyone is interested, whether they are listening or not, that doesn’t seem to
matter. I suppose she thinks:
“Everyone is interested in what Mrs. Van Daan says.”
Coquettish smiles, behaving as if one knew everything, giving everyone a bit of advice and encouragement,
that’s sure to make a good impression. But if you look longer, then the good soon wears off. One, she is
industrious, two, gay, three, a coquette—and, occasionally, pretty. This is Petronella Van Daan.
The third table companion. One doesn’t hear much from him. Young Mr. Van Daan is very quiet and doesn’t
draw much attention to himself. As for appetite: a Danaidean vessel, which is never full and after the heartiest
meal declares quite calmly that he could have eaten double.
Number four—Margot. Eats like a little mouse and doesn’t talk at all. The only things that go down are
vegetables and fruit. “Spoiled” is the Van Daans’ judgment; “not enough fresh air and games” our opinion.
Beside her—Mummy. Good appetite, very talkative. No one has the impression, as Mrs. Van Daan: this is the
housewife. What is the difference? Well, Mrs. Van Daan does the cooking, and Mummy washes up and polishes.
Numbers six and seven. I won’t say much about Daddy and me. The former is the most unassuming of all at
table. He looks first to see if everyone else has something. He needs nothing himself, for the best things are for
the children. He is the perfect example, and sitting beside him, the “Secret Annexe’s” “bundle of nerves.”
Dr. Dussel. Helps himself, never looks up, eats and doesn’t talk. And if one must talk, then for heaven’s sake
let it be about food. You don’t quarrel—about it, you only brag. Enormous helpings go down and the word “No”
is never heard, never when the food is good, and not often when it’s bad. Trousers wrapping his chest, red coat,
black bedroom slippers, and horn-rimmed spectacles. That is how one sees him at the little table, always working,
alternated only by his afternoon nap, food, and—his favorite spot—the lavatory. Three, four, five times a day
someone stands impatiently in front of the door and wriggles, hopping from one foot to the other, hardly able to
contain himself.\fn{Probably should be understood as Anne, here and at the end of the paragraph } Does it disturb him? Not a
bit! From quarter past seven till half past, from half past twelve till one o’clock, from two till quarter past, from
four till quarter past, from six till quarter past, and from half past eleven until twelve. One can make a note of it—
these are the regular “sitting times.” He won’t come off or pay any heed to an imploring voice at the door, giving
warning of approaching disaster!
Number nine isn’t a member of the “Secret Annexe” family, but rather a companion in the house and at table.
Elli has a healthy appetite. Leaves nothing on her plate and is not picky-and-choosy. She is easy to please and that
is just what gives us pleasure. Cheerful and good-tempered, willing and good-natured, these are her
characteristics.
Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 10 August, 1943
Dear Kitty, New idea. I talk more to myself than to the others at mealtimes, which is to be recommended for
two reasons. Firstly, because everyone is happy if I don’t chatter the whole time, and secondly, I needn’t get
annoyed about other people’s opinions. I don’t think my opinions are stupid and the others do; so it is better to
keep them to myself. I do just the same if I have to eat something that I simply can’t stand. I put my plate in front
of me, pretend that it is something delicious, look at it as little as possible, and before I know where I am, it is
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gone. When I get up in the morning, also a very unpleasant process, I jump out of bed thinking to myself: “You’ll
be back in a second,” go to the window, take down the blackout, sniff at the crack of the window until I feel a bit
of fresh air, and I’m awake. The bed is turned down as quickly as possible and then the temptation is removed.
Do you know what Mummy calls this sort of thing? “The Art of Living”—that’s an odd expression. For the last
week we’ve all been in a bit of a muddle about time, because our dear and beloved Westertoren clock bell has
apparently been taken away for war purposes, so that neither by day nor night do we ever know the exact time. I
still have some hope that they will think up a substitute (tin, copper or some such thing) to remind the
neighborhood of the clock.
Whether I’m upstairs or down, or wherever I am, my feet are the admiration of all, glittering in a pair of (for
these days) exceptionally fine shoes. Miep managed to get hold of them secondhand for 27.50 florins, winecolored suede leather with fairly high wedge heels. I feel as if I’m on stilts and look much taller than I am.
Dussel has indirectly endangered our lives. He actually let Miep bring a forbidden book for him, one which
abuses Mussolini and Hitler. On the way she happened to be run into by an S.S. car. She lost her temper, shouted,
“Miserable wretches!” and rode on. It is better not to think of what might have happened if she had had to go to
their headquarters.
Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 18 August, 1943
Dear Kitty, The title for this piece is: “The communal task of the day: potato peeling!”
One person fetches the newspapers, another the knives (keeping the best for himself, of course), a third
potatoes, and the fourth a pan of water.
Mr. Dussel begins, does not always scrape well, but scrapes incessantly, glancing right and left. Does everyone
do it the way he does? No!
“Anne, look here; I take the knife in my hand like this, scrape from the top downwards! No, not like that—like
this!”
“I get on better like this, Mr. Dussel,” I remark timidly.
“But still this is the best way. But du kannst take dies from me. Naturally I don’t care a bit, aber du must know
for yourself.”
We scrape on. I look slyly once in my neighbor’s direction. He shakes his head thoughtfully once more (over
me, I suppose) but is silent.
I scrape on again. Now I look to the other side, where Daddy is sitting; for him scraping potatoes is not just a
little odd job, but a piece of precision work. When he reads, he has a deep wrinkle at the back of his head, but if
he helps prepare potatoes, beans, or any other vegetables, then it seems as if nothing else penetrates. Then he has
on his “potato face,” and he would never hand over an imperfectly scraped potato; it’s out of the question when he
makes that face!
I work on again and then just look up for a second; I know it already. Mrs. Van Daan is trying to attract
Dussel’s attention. First she looks in his direction and Dussel appears not to notice anything. Then she winks an
eye; Dussel works on. Then she laughs, Dussel doesn’t look up. Then Mummy laughs too; Dussel takes no notice.
Mrs. Van Daan has not achieved anything, so she has to think of something else. A pause and then:
“Putti, do put on an apron! Tomorrow I shall have to get all the spots out of your suit!”
“I’m not getting myself dirty!” Another moment’s silence.
“Putti, why don’t you sit down?”
“I’m comfortable standing up and prefer it!” Pause.
“Putti, look, du spatst schon!” (“You are making a mess!”)
“Yes, Mammy, I’m being careful.” Mrs. Van Daan searches for another subject.
“I say, Putti, why aren’t there any English air raids now?”
“Because the weather is bad, Kerli.”
“But it was lovely yesterday, and they didn’t fly then either.”
“Let’s not talk about it.”
“Why, surely one can talk about it, or give one’s opinion?”
“No.”
“Why ever not?”
“Do be quiet, mammi’chen.”
“Mr. Frank always answers his wife, doesn’t he?”
Mr. Van Daan wrestles with himself. This is his tender spot, it’s something he can’t take and Mrs. Van Daan
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begins again:
“The invasion seems as if it will never come!” Mr. Van Daan goes white; when Mrs. Van Daan sees this, she
turns red, but goes on again:
“The British do nothing!” The bomb explodes!
“And now hold your tongue, donnerwetter-noch-einmal!”
Mummy can hardly hold back her laughter. I look straight in front of me. This sort of thing happens nearly
every day, unless they have just had a very bad quarrel, because then they both keep their mouths shut.
I have to go up to the attic to fetch some potatoes. Peter is busy there delousing the cat. He looks up, the cat
notices—pop—he has disappeared through the open window into the gutter. Peter swears, I laugh and disappear.
Yours, Anne
Friday, 20 August, 1943
Dear Kitty, The men in the warehouse go home sharp at half past five and then we are free,
Half past five. Elli comes to give us our evening freedom. Immediately we begin to make some headway with
our work. First, I go upstairs with Elli, where she usually begins by having a bite from our second course. Before
Elli is seated, Mrs. Van Daan begins thinking of things she wants. It soon comes out:
“Oh, Elli, I have only one little wish …”
Elli winks at me; whoever comes upstairs, Mrs. Van Daan never misses a single opportunity of letting them
know what she wants. That must be one of the reasons why none of them like coming upstairs.
Quarter to six.. Elli departs. I go two floors down to have a look around. First to the kitchen, then to the private
office, after that the coal hole, to open the trap door for Mouschi. After a long tour of inspection I land up in
Kraler’s room. Van Daan is looking in all the drawers and portfolios to find the day’s post. Peter is fetching the
warehouse key and Boche Pim is hauling the typewriters upstairs; Margot is looking for a quiet spot to do her
office work; Mrs. Van Daan puts a kettle on the gas ring; Mummy is coming downstairs with a pan of potatoes;
each one knows his own job.
Peter soon returns from the warehouse. The first question is—bread. This is always put in the kitchen cupboard
by the ladies; but it is not there. Forgotten? Peter offers to look in the main office. He crouches in front of the door
to make himself as small as possible and crawls towards the steel lockers on hands and knees, so as not to be seen
from outside, gets the bread, which had been put there, and disappears; at least, he wants to disappear, but before
he quite realizes what has happened, Mouschi has jumped over him and gone and sat right under the writing table.
Peter looks all around—aha, he sees him there, he crawls into the office again and pulls the animal by its tail.
Mouschi spits, Peter sighs. What has he achieved? Now Mouschi is sitting right up by the window cleaning
himself, very pleased to have escaped Peter. Now Peter is holding a piece of bread under the cat’s nose as a last
decoy. Mouschi will not be tempted and the door closes. I stood and watched it all through the crack of the door.
We work on.
Rat, tat, tat. Three taps means a meal!
Yours, Anne
Monday, 23 August, 1943
Dear Kitty, Continuation of the “Secret Annexe” daily timetable. As the clock strikes half past eight in the
morning, Margot and Mummy are jittery:
“Ssh … Daddy, quiet, Otto, ssh … Pim.”
“It is half past eight, come back here, you can’t run any more water; walk quietly!”
These are the various cries to Daddy in the bathroom. As the clock strikes half past eight, he has to be in the
living room. Not a drop of water, no lavatory, no walking about, everything quiet. As long as none of the office
staff are there, everything can be heard in the warehouse. The door is opened upstairs at twenty minutes past eight
and shortly after there are three taps on the floor:
Anne’s porridge. I climb upstairs and fetch my “puppy-dog” plate. Down in my room again, everything goes at
terrific speed: do my hair, put away my noisy tin potty, bed in place. Hush, the clock strikes! Upstairs Mrs. Van
Daan has changed her shoes and is shuffling about in bedroom slippers. Mr. Van Daan, too; all is quiet.
Now we have a little bit of real family life. I want to read or work, Margot as well, also Daddy and Mummy.
Daddy is sitting (with Dickens and the dictionary, naturally) on the edge of the sagging, squeaky bed, where there
aren’t even any decent mattresses: two bolsters on top of each other will also serve the purpose, then he thinks:
“Mustn’t have them, then I’ll manage without!”
Once he is reading he doesn’t look up, or about him, laughs every now and then, takes awful trouble to get
Mummy interested in a little story. Answer:
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“I haven’t got time now.” Looks disappointed for just a second, then reads on again; a little later, when he
comes to something extra amusing, he tries it again:
“You must read this, Mummy!”
Mummy sits on the Opklap bed,\fn{A Dutch type of bed, which folds against the wall to look like a bookcase with curtains
hanging before it} reads, sews, knits, or works, whatever she feels like. She suddenly thinks of something. Just says
it quickly:
“Anne, do you know … Margot, just jot down …!” After a while peace returns once more.
Margot closes her book with a clap. Daddy raises his eyebrows into a funny curve, his reading wrinkle deepens
again, and he is lost in his book once more; Mummy begins to chatter with Margot, I become curious and listen
too! Pim is drawn into the discussion … nine o’clock! Breakfast!
Yours, Anne
Friday, 10 September, 1943
Dear Kitty, Every time I write to you something special seems to have happened, but they are more often
unpleasant than pleasant things. However, now there is something wonderful going on. Last Wednesday evening,
8 September, we sat around listening to the seven o’clock news and the first thing we heard was:
“Here follows the best news of the whole war. Italy has capitulated!”
“Italy’s unconditional surrender! The Dutch program from England began at quarter past eight.
“Listeners, an hour ago, I had just finished writing the chronicle of the day when the wonderful news of Italy’s
capitulation came in. I can tell you that I have never deposited my notes in the wastepaper basket with such joy!”
“God Save the King,” the American national anthem, and the “Intemationale” were played. As always, the Dutch
program was uplifting, but not too optimistic.
Still we have troubles, too; it’s about Mr. Koophuis. As you know, we are all very fond of him, he is always
cheerful and amazingly brave, although he is never well, has a lot of pain, and is not allowed to eat much or do
much walking.
“When Mr. Koophuis enters, the sun begins to shine,” Mummy said just recently, and she is quite right.
Now he has had to go into the hospital for a very unpleasant abdominal operation and will have to stay there
for at least four weeks. You really ought to have seen how he said good-by to us just as usual—he might have
simply been going out to do a bit of shopping.
Yours, Anne
Thursday, 16 September, 1948
Dear Kitty, Relations between us here are getting worse all the time. At mealtimes, no one dares to open their
mouths (except to allow a mouthful of food to slip in) because whatever is said you either annoy someone or it is
misunderstood. I swallow Valerian pills every day against worry and depression, but it doesn’t prevent me from
being even more miserable the next day. A good hearty laugh would help more than ten Valerian pills, but we’ve
almost forgotten how to laugh. I feel afraid sometimes that from having to be so serious I’ll grow a long face and
my mouth will droop at the corners.
The others don’t get any better either, everyone looks with fear and misgivings towards that great terror,
winter. Another thing that does not cheer us up is the fact that the warehouseman, V. M., is becoming suspicious
about the “Secret Annexe.” We really wouldn’t mind what V. M. thought of the situation if he wasn’t so
exceptionally inquisitive, difficult to fob off, and, moreover, not to be trusted.. One day Kraier wanted to be extra
careful, put on his coat at ten minutes to one, and went to the chemist round the corner. He was back in less than
five minutes, and sneaked like a thief up the steep stairs that lead straight to us. At a quarter past one he wanted to
go again, but Elli came to warn him that V. M. was in the office. He did a right-about turn and sat with us until
half past one. Then he took off his shoes and went in stockinged feet to the front attic door, went downstairs step
by step, and, after balancing there for a quarter of an hour to avoid creaking, he landed safely in the office, having
entered from the outside. Elli had been freed of V. M. in the meantime, and came up to us to fetch Kraler, but he
had already been gone a long time; he was still on the staircase with his shoes off. Whatever would the people in
the street have thought if they had seen the Manager putting on his shoes outside? Gosh! the Manager in his
socks!
Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 29 September, 1948
Dear Kitty, It is Mrs. Van Daan’s birthday. We gave her a pot of jam, as well as coupons for cheese, meat, and
bread. From her husband, Dussel, and our protectors she received things to eat and flowers. Such are the times we
live in!
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Elli had a fit of nerves this week; she had been sent out so often; time and again she had been asked to go and
fetch something quickly, which meant yet another errand or made her feel that she had done something wrong. If
you just think that she still has to finish her office work downstairs, that Koophuis is ill, Miep at home with a
cold, and that she herself has a sprained ankle, love worries, and a grumbling father, then it’s no wonder she’s at
her wit’s end. We comforted her and said that if she puts her foot down once or twice and says she has no time,
then the shopping lists will automatically get shorter.
There is something wrong with Mr. Van Daan again, I can see it coming on already! Daddy is very angry for
some reason or other. Oh, what kind of explosion is hanging over us now? If only I wasn’t mixed up so much with
all these rows! If I could only get away! They’ll drive us crazy before long!
Yours, Anne
Sunday, 17 October, 1943
Dear Kitty, Koophuis is back again, thank goodness! He still looks rather pale, but in spite of this sets out
cheerfully to sell clothes for Van Daan. It is an unpleasant fact that the Van Daans have run right out of money.
Mrs. Van Daan won’t part with a thing from her pile of coats, dresses, and shoes. Mr. Van Daan’s suit isn’t easily
disposed of, because he wants too much for it. The end of the story is not yet in sight. Mrs. Van Daan will
certainly have to part with her fur coat. They’ve had a terrific row upstairs about it, and now the reconciliation
period of “oh, darling Putti” and “precious Kerli” has set in.
I am dazed by all the abusive exchanges that have taken place in this virtuous house during the past month.
Daddy goes about with his lips tightly pursed; when anyone speaks to him, he looks up startled, as if he is afraid
he will have to patch up some tricky relationship again. Mummy has red patches on her cheeks from excitement.
Margot complains of headaches. Dussel can’t sleep. Mrs. Van Daan grouses the whole day and I’m going
completely crazy! Quite honestly, I sometimes forget who we are quarreling with and with whom we’ve made it
up.
The only way to take one’s mind off it all is to study, and I do a lot of that.
Yours, Anne
Friday, 29 October, 1948
Dear Kitty, There have been resounding rows again between Mr. and Mrs. Van Daan. It came about like this: as
I have already told you, the Van Daans are at the end of their money. One day, some time ago now, Koophuis
spoke about a furrier with whom he was on good terms; this gave Van Daan the idea of selling his wife’s fur coat.
It’s a fur coat made from rabbit skins, and she has worn it seventeen years. He got 325 florins for it—an enormous
sum. However, Mrs. Van Daan wanted to keep the money to buy new clothes after the war, and it took some doing
before Mr. Van Daan made it clear to her that the money was urgently needed for the household.
The yells and screams, stamping and abuse—you can’t possibly imagine it! It was frightening. My family
stood at the bottom of the stairs, holding their breath, ready if necessary to drag them apart! All this shouting and
weeping and nervous tension are so unsettling and such a strain, that in the evening I drop into my bed crying,
thanking heaven that I sometimes have half an hour to myself.
Mr. Koophuis is away again; his stomach gives him no peace. He doesn’t even know whether it has stopped
bleeding yet. For the first time, he was very down when he told us that he didn’t feel well and was going home.
All goes well with me on the whole, except that I have no appetite. I keep being told:
“You don’t look at all well.”
I must say that they are doing their very best to keep me up to the mark. Grape sugar, cod-liver oil, yeast
tablets, and calcium have all been lined up.
My nerves often get the better of me: it is especially on Sundays that I feel rotten. The atmosphere is so
oppressive, and sleepy and as heavy as lead. You don’t hear a single bird singing outside, and a deadly close
silence hangs. everywhere, catching hold of me as if it will drag me down deep into an underworld.
At such times Daddy, Mummy, and Margot leave me cold. I wander from one room to another, downstairs and
up again, feeling like a songbird whose wings have been clipped and who is hurling himself in utter darkness
against the bars of his cage.
“Go outside, laugh, and take a breath of fresh air,” a voice cries within me, but I don’t even feel a response any
more; I go and lie on the divan and sleep, to make the time pass more quickly, and the stillness and the terrible
fear, because there is no way of killing them.
Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 8 November, 1948
Dear Kitty. In order to give us something to do, which is also educational, Daddy applied for a prospectus from
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the Teachers’ Institute in Leiden. Margot nosed through the thick book at least three times without finding
anything to her liking or to suit her purse. Daddy was quicker, and wants a letter written to the Institute asking for
a trial lesson in “Elementary Latin.”
To give me something new to begin as well, Daddy asked Koophuis for a children’s Bible so that I could find
out something about the New Testament at last.
“Do you want to give Anne a Bible for Chanuka?” asked Margot, somewhat perturbed.
“Yes—er, I think St. Nicholas Day is a better occasion,” answered Daddy; “Jesus just doesn’t go with
Chanuka.”
Yours, Anne
Monday evening, 8 November, 1943
Dear Kitty, If you were to read my pile of letters one after another, you would certainly be struck by the many
different moods in which they are written. It annoys me that I am so dependent on the atmosphere here, but I’m
certainly not the only one—we all find it the same. If I read a book that impresses me, I have to take myself firmly
in hand, before I mix with other people; otherwise they would think my mind rather queer. At the moment, as
you’ve probably noticed, I’m going through a spell of being depressed. I really couldn’t tell you why it is, but I
believe it’s just because I’m a coward, and that’s what I keep bumping up against.
This evening, while Elli was still here, there was a long, loud, penetrating ring at the door. I turned white at
once, got a tummy-ache and heart palpitations, all from fear. At night, when I’m in bed, I see myself alone in a
dungeon, without Mummy and Daddy. Sometimes I wander by the roadside or our “Secret Annexe” is on fire, or
they come and take us away at night. I see everything as if it is actually taking place, and this gives me the feeling
that it may all happen to me very soon! Miep often says she envies us for possessing such tranquillity here. That
may be true, but she is not thinking about all our fears.
I simply can’t imagine that the world will ever be normal for us again. I do talk about “after the war,” but then
it is only a castle in the air, something that will never really happen. If I think back to our old house, my girl
friends, the fun at school, it is just as if another person lived it all, not me.
I see the eight of us with our “Secret Annexe” as if we were a little piece of blue heaven, surrounded by heavy
black rain clouds. The round, clearly defined spot where we stand is still safe, but the clouds gather more closely
about us and the circle which separates us from the approaching danger closes more and more tightly. Now we are
so surrounded by danger and darkness that we bump against each other, as we search desperately for a means of
escape. We all look down below, where people are fighting each other, we look above, where it is quiet and
beautiful, and meanwhile we are cut off by the great dark mass, which will not let us go upwards, but which
stands before us as an impenetrable wall; it tries to crush us, but cannot do so yet. I can only cry and implore:
“Oh, if only the black circle could recede and open the way for us!”
Yours, Anne
Thursday, 11 November, 1948
Dear Kitty, I have a good title for this chapter:
OdeTo My Fountain Pen
In Memorium

My fountain pen has always been one of my most priceless possessions; I value it highly, especially for its
thick nib, for I can only really write neatly with a thick nib. My fountain pen has had a very long and interesting
pen-life, which I will briefly tell you about.
When I was nine, my fountain pen arrived in a packet (wrapped in cotton wool) as “sample without value” all
the way from Aachen, where my Grandmother, the kind donor, used to live. I was in bed with flu, while February
winds howled round the house. The glorious fountain pen had a red leather case and was at once shown around to
all my friends. I, Anne Frank, the proud owner of a fountain pen! When I was ten I was allowed to take the pen to
school and the mistress went so far as to permit me to write with it.
When I was eleven, however, my treasure had to be put away again, because the mistress in the sixth form only
allowed us to use school pens and inkpots.
When I was twelve and went to the Jewish Lyceum,\fn{ A type of secondary school specializing in the classics, common in
most continental European countries} my fountain pen received a new case in honor of the great occasion; it could take a
pencil as well, and as it closed with a zipper looked much more impressive.
At thirteen the fountain pen came with us to the “Secret Annexe,” where it has raced through countless diaries
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and compositions for me.
Now I am fourteen, we have spent our last year together. It was on a Friday afternoon after five o’clock. I had
come out of my room and wanted to go and sit at the table to write, when I was roughly pushed on one side and
had to make room for Margot and Daddy, who wanted to practice their “Latin.” The fountain pen remained on the
table unused while, with a sigh, its owner contented herself with a tiny little corner of the table and started
rubbing beans.
“Bean rubbing” is making moldy beans decent again. I swept the floor at a quarter to six and threw the dirt,
together with the bad beans, into a newspaper and into the stove. A terrific flame leaped out and I thought it was
grand that the fire should burn up so well when it was practically out. All was quiet again, the “Latinites” had
finished, and I went and sat at the table to clear up my writing things, but look as I might, my fountain pen was
nowhere to be seen. I looked again, Margot looked, but there was not a trace of the thing.
“Perhaps it fell into the stove together with the beans,” Margot suggested.
“Oh, no, of course not!” I answered.
When my fountain pen didn’t turn up that evening, however, we all took it that it had been burned all the more
as celluloid is terribly inflammable. And so it was, our unhappy fears were confirmed; when Daddy did the stove
the following morning the clip used for fastening was found among the ashes. Not a trace of the gold nib was
found.
“Must have melted and stuck to some stone or other,” Daddy thought.
I have one consolation, although a slender one: my fountain pen has been cremated, just what I want later!
Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 17 November, 1943
Dear Kitty, Shattering things are happening. Diphtheria reigns in Elli’s home, so she is not allowed to come
into contact with us for six weeks. It makes it very awkward over food and shopping, not to mention missing her
companionship. Koophuis is still in bed and has had nothing but porridge and milk for three weeks. Kraler is
frantically busy.
The Latin lessons Margot sends in are corrected by a teacher and returned, Margot writing in Elli’s name. The
teacher is very nice, and witty, too. I expect he is glad to have such a clever pupil.
Dussel is very put out, none of us knows why. It began by his keeping his mouth closed upstairs; he didn’t utter
a word to either Mr. or Mrs. Van Daan. Everyone was struck by it, and when it lasted a couple of days, Mummy
took the opportunity of warning him about Mrs. Van Daan, who, if he went on like this, could make things very
disagreeable for him.
Dussel said that Mr. Van Daan started the silence, so he was not going to be the one to break it.
Now I must tell you that yesterday was the sixteenth of November, the day he had been exactly one year in the
“Secret Annexe.” Mummy received a plant in honor of the occasion, but Mrs. Van Daan, who for weeks beforehand had made no bones about the fact that she thought Dussel should treat us to something, received nothing.
Instead of expressing, for the first time, his thanks for our unselfishness in taking him in, he didn’t say a word.
And when I asked him, on the morning of the sixteenth, whether I should congratulate or condole, he answered
that it didn’t matter to him. Mummy, who wanted to act as peacemaker, didn’t get one step further, and finally the
situation remained as it was.
Der Man hat einen grossen Geist
Und ist so klein von Taten!\fn{The spirit of the man is great | How puny are his deeds!}

Yours, Anne
Saturday, 27 November, 1943
Dear Kitty, Yesterday evening, before I fell asleep, who should suddenly appear before my eyes but Lies! I saw
her in front of me, clothed in rags, her face thin and worn. Her eyes were very big and she looked so sadly and
reproachfully at me that I could read in her eyes:
“Oh, Anne, why have you deserted me? Help, oh, help me, rescue me from this hell!”
And I cannot help her, I can only look on, how others suffer and die, and can only pray to God to send her back
to us.
I just saw Lies, no one else, and now I understand. I misjudged her and was too young to understand her
difficulties. She was attached to a new girl friend, and to her it seemed as though I wanted to take her away. What
the poor girl must have felt like, I know; I know the feeling so well myself!
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Sometimes, in a flash, I saw something of her life, but a moment later I was selfishly absorbed again in my
own pleasures and problems. It was horrid of me to treat her as I did, and now she looked at me, oh so helplessly,
with her pale face and imploring eyes. If only I could help her!
Oh, God, that I should have all I could wish for and that she should be seized by such a terrible fate. I am not
more virtuous than she; she, too, wanted to do what was right, why should I be chosen to live and she probably to
die? What was the difference between us? Why are we so far from each other now?
Quite honestly, I haven’t thought about her for months, yes, almost for a year. Not completely forgotten her,
but still I had never thought about her like this, until I saw her before me in all her misery.
Oh, Lies. I hope that, if you live until the end of the war, you will come back to us and that I shall be able to
take you in and do something to make up for the wrong I did you.
But when I am able to help her again, then she will not need my help so badly as now. I wonder if she ever
thinks of me; if so, what would she feel?
Good Lord, defend her, so that at least she is not alone. Oh, if only You could tell her that I think lovingly of
her and with sympathy, perhaps that would give her greater endurance.
I must not go on thinking about it, because I don’t get any further. I only keep seeing her great big eyes, and
cannot free myself from them. I wonder if Lies has real faith in herself, and not only what has been thrust upon
her?
I don’t even know, I never took the trouble to ask her! Lies, Lies, if only I could take you away, if only I could
let you share all the things I enjoy. It is too late now, I can’t help, or repair the wrong I have done. But I shall
never forget her again, and I shall always pray for her.
Yours, Anne
Monday, 6 December, 1943
Dear Kitty, When St. Nicholas’ Day approached, none of us could help thinking of the prettily decorated basket
we had last year and I, especially, thought it would be very dull to do nothing at all this year. I thought a long time
about it, until I invented something, something funny.
I consulted Pim, and a week ago we started composing a little poem for each person.
On Sunday evening at a quarter to eight we appeared upstairs with the large laundry basket between us,
decorated with little figures, and bows of pink and blue carbon copy paper. The basket was covered with a large
piece of brown paper, on which a letter was pinned. Everyone was rather astonished at the size of the surprise
package. I took the letter from the paper and read:
Santa Claus has come once more,
Though not quite as he came before;
We can’t celebrate his day
In last year’s fine and pleasant way.
For then our hopes were high and bright,
All the optimists seemed right,

As each owner took his shoe from the basket there was a resounding peal of laughter. A little paper package lay
in each shoe with the address of the shoe’s owner on it.
Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 22 December, 1943
Dear Kitty. A bad attack of flu has prevented me from writing to you until today. It’s wretched to be ill here.
When I wanted to cough—one, two, three—I crawled under the blankets and tried to stifle the noise. Usually the
only result was that the tickle wouldn’t go away at all; and milk and honey, sugar or lozenges had to be brought
into operation. It makes me dizzy to think of all the cures that were tried on me. Sweating, compresses, wet cloths
on my chest, dry cloths on my chest, hot drinks, gargling, throat painting, lying still, cushion for extra warmth,
hot-water bottles, lemon squashes, and, in addition, the thermometer every two hours!
Can anyone really get better like this? The worst moment of all was certainly when Mr. Dussel thought he’d
play doctor, and came and lay on my naked chest with his greasy head, in order to listen to the sounds within. Not
only did his hair tickle unbearably, but I was embarrassed, in spite of the fact that he once, thirty years ago,
studied medicine and has the title of Doctor. Why should the fellow come and lie on my heart? He’s not my lover,
after all! For that matter, he wouldn’t hear whether it’s healthy or unhealthy inside me anyway; his ears need
syringing first, as he’s becoming alarmingly hard of hearing.
But that is enough about illness. I’m as fit as a fiddle again, one centimeter taller, two pounds heavier, pale,
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and with a real appetite for learning.
There is not much news to tell you. We are all getting on well together for a change! There’s no quarreling—
we haven’t had such peace in the home for at least half a year. Elli is still parted from us.
We received extra oil for Christmas, sweets and syrup; the “chief present” is a brooch, made out of a two-anda-half-cent piece, and shining beautifully. Anyway, lovely, but indescribable. Mr. Dussel gave Mummy and Mrs.
Van Daan a lovely cake which he had asked Miep to bake for him. With all her work, she has to do that as well! I
have also something for Miep and Elli. For at least two months I have saved the sugar from my porridge, you see,
and with Mr. Koophuis’s help I’ll have it made into fondants.
It is drizzly weather, the stove smells, the food lies heavily on everybody’s tummy, causing thunderous noises
on all sides! The war at a standstill, morale rotten.
Yours, Anne
Friday, 24 December, 1943
Dear Kitty, I have previously written about how much we are affected by atmospheres here, and I think that in
my own case this trouble is getting much worse lately.
“Himmelhoch jauchzend und zum Tode betrübt”\fn{Goëthe: “On top of the world, or in the depths of despair.” } certainly
fits here. I am “Himmelhoch jauchzend” if I only think how lucky we are here compared with other Jewish
children, and “zum Tode betübt” comes over me when, as happened today, for example, Mrs. Koophuis comes and
tells us about her daughter Corry’s hockey club, canoe trips, theatrical performances, and friends. I don’t think
I’m jealous of Corry, but I couldn’t help feeling a great longing to have lots of fun myself for once, and to laugh
until my tummy ached. Especially at this time of the year with all the holidays for Christmas and the New Year,
and we are stuck here like outcasts. Still, I really ought not to write this, because it seems ungrateful and I’ve
certainly been exaggerating. But still, whatever you think of me, I can’t keep everything to myself, so I’ll remind
you of my opening words—“Paper is patient.”
When someone comes in from outside, with the wind in their clothes and the cold on their faces, then I could
bury my head in the blankets to stop myself thinking:
“When will we be granted the privilege of smelling fresh air?”
And because I must not bury my head in the blankets, but the reverse—I must keep my head high and be
brave, the thoughts will come, not once, but oh, countless times. Believe me, if you have been shut up for a year
and a half, it can get too much for you some days. In spite of all justice and thankfulness, you can’t crush your
feelings. Cycling, dancing, whistling, looking out into the world, feeling young, to know that I’m free—that’s
what I long for; still, I mustn’t show it, because I sometimes think if all eight of us began to pity ourselves, or
went about with discontented faces, where would it lead us? I sometimes ask myself,
“Would anyone, either Jew or non-Jew, understand this about me, that I am simply a young girl badly in need
of some rollicking fun?”
I don’t know, and I couldn’t talk about it to anyone, because then I know I should cry. Crying can bring such
relief.
In spite of all my theories, and however much trouble I take, each day I miss having a real mother who
understands me. That is why with everything I do and write I think of the “Mumsie” that I want to be for my
children later on. The “Mumsie” who doesn’t take everything that is said in general conversation so seriously, but
who does take what I say seriously. I have noticed, though I can’t explain how, that the word “Mumsie” tells you
everything. Do you know what I’ve found? To give me the feeling of calling Mummy something which sounds
like “Mumsie” I often call her “Mum;” then from that comes “Mums:” the incomplete “Mumsie,” as it were.
whom I would so love to honor with the extra “ie” yet who does not realize it. It’s a good thing, because it would
only make her unhappy.
That’s enough about that, writing has made my “zum Tode betrübt” go off a bit.
Yours, Anne
Saturday, 25 December, 1943
Dear Kitty, During these days, now that Christmas is here, I find myself thinking all the time about Pim, and
what he told me about the love of his youth. Last year I didn’t understand the meaning of his words as well as I do
now. If he’d only talk about it again, perhaps I would be able to show him that I understand.
I believe that Pim talked about it because he who “knows the secrets of so many other hearts” had to express
his own feelings for once; because otherwise Pim never says a word about himself, and I don’t think Margot has
any idea of all Pim has had to go through. Poor Pim, he can’t make me think that he has forgotten everything. He
will never forget this. He has become very tolerant. I hope that I shall grow a bit like him, without having to go
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through all that.
Yours, Anne
Monday, 27 December, 1943
Dear Kitty, On Friday evening for the first time in my life I received something for Christmas. Koophuis,
Kraler and the girls had prepared a lovely surprise again. Miep has made a lovely Christmas cake, on which was
written “Peace 1944.” Elli had provided a pound of sweet biscuits of prewar quality. For Peter, Margot, and me a
bottle of yogurt, and a bottle of beer for each of the grownups. Everything was so nicely done up, and there were
pictures stuck on the different packages. Otherwise Christmas passed by quickly for us.
Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 29 December, 1943
Dear Kitty, I was very unhappy again last evening. Granny and Lies came into my mind. Granny, oh, darling
Granny, how little we understood of what she suffered, or how sweet she was. And besides all this, she knew a
terrible secret which she carefully kept to herself the whole time. How faithful and good Granny always was; she
would never have let one of us down. Whatever it was, however naughty I had been, Granny always stuck up for
me.
Granny, did you love me or didn’t you understand me either? I don’t know. No one ever talked about
themselves to Granny. How lonely Granny must have been, how lonely in spite of us! A person can be lonely even
if he is loved by many people, because he is still not the “One and Only” to anyone.
And Lies, is she still alive? What is she doing? Oh, God, protect her and bring her back to us. Lies, I see in you
all the time what my lot might have been, I keep seeing myself in your place. Why then should I often be unhappy
over what happens here? Shouldn’t I always be glad, contented, and happy, except when I think about her and her
companions in distress? I am selfish and cowardly. Why do I always dream and think of the most terrible things—
my fear makes me want to scream out loud sometimes. Because still, in spite of everything, I have not enough
faith in God. He has given me so much—which I certainly do not deserve—and I still do so much that is wrong
every day. If you think of your fellow creatures, then you only want to cry, you could really cry the whole day
long. The only thing to do is to pray that God will perform a miracle and save some of them. And I hope that I am
doing that enough.
Yours, Anne
Sunday, 2 January, 1944
Dear Kitty, This morning when I had nothing to do I turned over some of the pages of my diary and several
times I came across letters dealing with the subject “Mummy” in such a hotheaded way that I was quite shocked,
and asked myself:
“Anne, is it really you who mentioned hate? Oh, Anne, how could you!”
I remained sitting with the open page in my hand, and thought about it and how it came about that I should
have been so brimful of rage and really so filled with such a thing as hate that I had to confide it all in you. I have
been trying to understand the Anne of a year ago and to excuse her, because my conscience isn’t clear as long as I
leave you with these accusations, without being able to explain, on looking back, how it happened.
I suffer now—and suffered then—from moods which kept my head under water (so to speak) and only allowed
me to see the things subjectively without enabling me to consider quietly the words of the other side, and to
answer them as the words of one whom I, with my hotheaded temperament, had offended or made unhappy.
I hid myself within myself, I only considered myself and quietly wrote down all my joys, sorrows, and
contempt in my diary. This diary is of great value to me, because it has become a book of memoirs in many
places, but on a good many pages I could certainly put “past and done with.”
I used to be furious with Mummy, and still am sometimes. It’s true that she doesn’t understand me, but I don’t
understand her either. She did love me very much and she was tender, but as she landed in so many unpleasant
situations through me, and was nervous and irritable because of other worries and difficulties, it is certainly
understandable that she snapped at me.
I took it much too seriously, was offended, and was rude and aggravating to Mummy, which, in turn, made her
unhappy. So it was really a matter of unpleasantness and misery rebounding all the time. It wasn’t nice for either
of us, but it is passing.
I just didn’t want to see all this, and pitied myself very much; but that, too, is understandable. Those violent
outbursts on paper were only giving vent to anger which in a normal life could have been worked off by stamping
my feet a couple of times in a locked room, or calling Mummy names behind her back.
The period when I caused Mummy to shed tears is over. I have grown wiser and Mummy’s nerves are not so
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much on edge. I usually keep my mouth shut if I get annoyed, and so does she, so we appear to get on much better
together. I can’t really love Mummy in a dependent childlike way—I just don’t have that feeling.
I soothe my conscience now with the thought that it is better for hard words to be on paper than that Mummy
should carry them in her heart.
Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 5 January, 1944
Dear Kitty, I have two things to confess to you today, which will take a long time. But I must tell someone and
you are the best one to tell, as I know that, come what may, you always keep a secret.
The first is about Mummy. You know that I’ve grumbled a lot about Mummy, yet still tried to be nice to her
again. Now it is suddenly clear to me what she lacks. Mummy herself has told us that she looked upon us more as
her friends than her daughters. Now that is all very fine, but still, a friend can’t take a mother’s place. I need my
mother as an example which I can follow. I want to be able to respect her. I have the feeling that Margot thinks
differently about these things and would never be able to understand what I’ve just told you. And Daddy avoids
all arguments about Mummy
I imagine a mother as a woman who, in the first place, shows great tact, especially towards her children when
they reach our age, and who does not laugh at me if I cry about something—not pain, but other things—like
“Mums” does.
One thing, which perhaps may seem rather fatuous, I have never forgiven her. It was on a day that I had to go
to the dentist. Mummy and Margot were going to come with me, and agreed that I should take my bicycle. When
we had finished at the dentist, and were outside again, Margot and Mummy told me that they were going into the
town to look at something or buy something—I don’t remember exactly what. I wanted to go, too, but was not
allowed to, as I had my bicycle with me.
Tears of rage sprang into my eyes, and Mummy and Margot began laughing at me. Then I became so furious
that I stuck my tongue out at them in the street just as an old woman happened to pass by, who looked very
shocked! I rode home on my bicycle, and I know I cried for a long time.
It is queer that the wound that Mummy made then still burns, when I think of how angry I was that afternoon.
The second is something that is very difficult to tell you, because it is about myself.
Yesterday I read an article about blushing by Sis Heyster. This article might have been addressed to me
personally. Although I don’t blush very easily, the other things in it certainly all fit me. She writes roughly
something like this—that a girl in the years of puberty becomes quiet within and begins to think about the
wonders that are happening to her body.
I experience that, too, and that is why I get the feeling lately of being embarrassed about Margot, Mummy, and
Daddy. Funnily enough, Margot, who is much more shy than I am, isn’t at all embarrassed.
I think what is happening to me is so wonderful, and not only what can be seen on my body, but all that is
taking place inside. I never discuss myself or any of these things with anybody; that is why I have to talk to
myself about them.
Each time I have a period—and that has only been three times—I have the feeling that in spite of all the pain,
unpleasantness, and nastiness, I have a sweet secret, and that is why, although it is nothing but a nuisance to me in
a way, I always long for the time that I shall feel that secret within me again.
Sis Heyster also writes that girls of this age don’t feel quite certain of themselves, and discover that they
themselves are individuals with ideas, thoughts, and habits. After I came here, when I was just fourteen, I began to
think about myself sooner than most girls, and to know that I am a “person.” Sometimes, when I lie in bed at
night, I have a terrible desire to feel my breasts and to listen to the quiet rhythmic beat of my heart.
I already had these kinds of feelings subconsciously before I came here, because I remember that once when I
slept with a girl friend I had a strong desire to kiss her, and that I did do so. I could not help being terribly
inquisitive over her body, for she had always kept it hidden from me. I asked her whether, as a proof of our
friendship, we should feel one another’s breasts, but she refused. I go into ecstasies every time I see the naked
figure of a woman, such as Venus, for example. It strikes me as so wonderful and exquisite that I have difficulty in
stopping the tears rolling down my cheeks.
If only I had a girl friend!
Yours, Anne
Thursday, 6 January, 1944
Dear Kitty, My longing to talk to someone became so intense that somehow or other I took it into my head to
choose Peter.
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Sometimes if I’ve been upstairs into Peter’s room during the day, it always struck me as very snug, but because
Peter is so retiring and would never turn anyone out who became a nuisance, I never dared stay long, because I
was afraid he might think me a bore. I tried to think of an excuse to stay in his room and get him talking, without
it being too noticeable, and my chance came yesterday.
Peter has a mania for crossword puzzles at the moment and hardly does anything else. I helped him with them.
and we soon sat opposite each other at his little table, he on the chair and me on the divan.
It gave me a queer feeling each time I looked into his deep blue eyes, and he sat there with that mysterious
laugh playing round his lips. I was able to read his inward thoughts. I could see on his face that look of
helplessness and uncertainty as to how to behave, and, at the same time, a trace of his sense of manhood. I noticed
his shy manner and it made me feel very gentle; I couldn’t refrain from meeting those dark eyes again and again,
and with my whole heart I almost beseeched him: oh, tell me, what is going on inside you, oh, can’t you look
beyond this ridiculous chatter?
But the evening passed and nothing happened, except that I told him about blushing—naturally not what I have
written, but just so that he would become more sure of himself as he grew older.
When I lay in bed and thought over the whole situation, I found it far from encouraging, and the idea that I
should beg for Peter’s patronage was simply repellent. One can do a lot to satisfy one’s longings, which certainly
sticks out in my case, for I have made up my mind to go and sit with Peter more often and to get him talking
somehow or other.
Whatever you do, don’t think I’m in love with Peter—not a bit of it! If the Van Daans had had a daughter
instead of a son, I should have tried to make friends with her too.
I woke at about five to seven this morning and knew at once, quite positively, what I had dreamed. I sat on a
chair and opposite me sat Peter … Wessel. We were looking together at a book of drawings by Mary Bos. The
dream was so vivid that I can still partly remember the drawings. But that was not all—the dream went on.
Suddenly Peter’s eyes met mine and I looked into those fine, velvet brown eyes for a long time. Then Peter said
very softly,
“If I had only known, I would have come to you long before!”
I turned around brusquely because the emotion was too much for me. And after that I felt a soft, and oh, such a
cool kind cheek against mine and it felt so good, so good …
I awoke at this point, while I could still feel his cheek against mine and felt his brown eyes looking deep into
my heart, so deep, that there he read how much I had loved him and how much I still love him. Tears sprang into
my eyes once more, and I was very sad that I had lost him again, but at the same time glad because it made me
feel quite certain that Peter was still the chosen one.
It is strange that I should often see such vivid images in my dreams here. First I saw Grandma\fn{ “Grandma” is
grandmother on Father’s side; “Granny” is grandmother on Mother’s side } so clearly one night that I could even distinguish her
thick, soft, wrinkled velvety skin. Then Granny appeared as a guardian angel; then followed Lies, who seems to
be a symbol to me of the sufferings of all my girl friends and all Jews. When I pray for her, I pray for all Jews and
all those in need. And now Peter, my darling Peter—never before have I had such a clear picture of him in my
mind. I don’t need a photo of him, I can see him before my eyes, and oh, so well!
Yours, Anne
Friday, 7 January, 1944
Dear Kitty, What a silly ass I am! I am quite forgetting that I have never told you the history of myself and all
my boy friends.
When I was quite small—I was even still at a kindergarten—I became attached to Karel Samson. He had lost
his father, and he and his mother lived with an aunt. One of Karel’s cousins, Robby, was a slender, good-looking
dark boy, who aroused more admiration than the little, humorous fellow, Karel. But looks did not count with me
and I was very fond of Karel for years. We used to be together a lot for quite a long time, but for the rest, my love
was unreturned.
Then Peter crossed my path, and in my childish way I really fell in love. He liked me very much, too, and we
were inseparable for one whole summer. I can still remember us walking hand in hand through the streets
together, he in a white cotton suit and me in a short summer dress. At the end of the summer holidays he went into
the first form of the high school and I into the sixth form of the lower school. He used to meet me from school
and, vice versa, I would meet him. Peter was a very good-looking boy, tall, handsome, and slim, with an earnest,
calm, intelligent face. He had dark hair, and wonderful brown eyes, ruddy cheeks, and a pointed nose. I was mad
about his laugh, above all, when he looked so mischievous and naughty!
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I went to the country for the holidays; when I returned, Peter had in the meantime moved, and a much older
boy lived in the same house. He apparently drew Peter’s attention to the fact that I was a childish little imp, and
Peter gave me up. I adored him so that I didn’t want to face the truth. I tried to hold on to him until it dawned on
me that if I went on running after him I should soon get the name of being boy-mad. The years passed. Peter went
around with girls of his own age and didn’t even think of saying “Hello” to me any more; but I couldn’t forget
him.
I went to the Jewish Secondary School. Lots of boys in our class were keen on me—I thought it was fun, felt
honored, but was otherwise quite untouched. Then later on, Harry was mad about me, but, as I’ve already told
you, I never fell in love again.
There is a saying “Time heals all wounds,” and so it was with me. I imagined that I had forgotten Peter and
that I didn’t like him a bit any more. The memory of him, however, lived so strongly in my subconscious mind
that I admitted to myself sometimes I was jealous of the other girls, and that was why I didn’t like him any more.
This morning I knew that nothing has changed; on the contrary, as I grew older and more mature my love grew
with me. I can quite understand now that Peter thought me childish, and yet it still hurt that he had so completely
forgotten me. His face was shown so clearly to me, and now I know that no one else could remain with me like he
does.
I am completely upset by the dream. When Daddy kissed me this morning, I could have cried out:
“Oh, if only you were Peter!” I think of him all the time and I keep repeating to myself the whole day,
“Oh, Peter, darling, darling Peter …!”
Who can help me now? I must live on and pray to God that He will let Peter cross my path when I come out of
here, and that when he reads the love in my eyes he will say,
“Oh, Anne, if I had only known, I would have come to you long before!”
I saw my face in the mirror and it looks quite different. My eyes look so clear and deep, my cheeks are pink—
which they haven’t been for weeks—my mouth is much softer; I look as if I am happy, and yet there is something
so sad in my expression and my smile slips away from my lips as soon as it has come. I’m not happy, because I
might know that Peter’s thoughts are not with me, and yet I still feel his wonderful eyes upon me and his cool soft
cheek against mine.
Oh, Peter, Peter, how will I ever free myself of your image? Wouldn’t any other in your place be a miserable
substitute? I love you, and with such a great love that it can’t grow in my heart any more but has to leap out into
the open and suddenly manifest itself in such a devastating way!
A week ago, even yesterday, if anyone had asked me, “Which of your friends do you consider would be the
most suitable to marry?” I would have answered, “I don’t know;” but now I would cry, “Peter, because I love him
with all my heart and soul. I give myself completely!” But one thing, he may touch my face, but no more.
Once, when we spoke about sex, Daddy told me that I couldn’t possibly understand the longing yet; I always
knew that I did understand it and now I understand it fully. Nothing is so beloved to me now as he, my Peter.
Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 12 January, 1944
Dear Kitty, Elli has been back a fortnight. Miep and Henk were away from their work for two days—they both
had tummy upsets.
I have a craze for dancing and ballet at the moment, and practice dance steps every evening diligently. I have
made a super-modern dance frock from a light blue petticoat edged with lace belonging to Mansa. A ribbon is
threaded through round the top and ties in a bow in the center, and a pink corded ribbon completes the creation. I
tried in vain to convert my gym shoes into real ballet shoes. My stiff limbs are well on the way to becoming
supple again like they used to be. One terrific exercise is to sit on the floor, hold a heel in each hand, and then lift
both legs up in the air. I have to have a cushion under me, otherwise my poor little behind has a rough time.
Everyone here is reading the book Cloudless Morn. Mummy thought it exceptionally good; there are a lot of
youth problems in it. I thought to myself rather ironically:
“Take a bit more trouble with your own young people first!”
I believe Mummy thinks there could be no better relationship between parents and their children, and that no
one could take a greater interest in their children’s lives than she. But quite definitely she only looks at Margot,
who I don’t think ever had such problems and thoughts as I do. Still, I wouldn’t dream of pointing out to Mummy
that, in the case of her daughters, it isn’t at all as she imagines, because she would be utterly amazed and wouldn’t
know how to change anyway; I want to save her the unhappiness it would cause her, especially as I know that for
me everything would remain the same anyway.
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Mummy certainly feels that Margot loves her much more than I do, but she thinks that this just goes in phases!
Margot has grown so sweet; she seems quite different from what she used to be, isn’t nearly so catty these days
and is becoming a real friend. Nor does she any longer regard me as a little kid who counts for nothing.
I have an odd way of sometimes, as it were, being able to see myself through someone else’s eyes. Then I view
the affairs of a certain “Anne” at my ease, and browse through the pages of her life as if she were a stranger.
Before we came here, when I didn’t think about things as much as I do now, I used at times to have the feeling
that I didn’t belong to Mansa, Pim, and Margot, and that I would always be a bit of an outsider. Sometimes I used
to pretend I was an orphan, until I reproached and punished myself, telling myself it was all my own fault that I
played this self-pitying role, when I was really so fortunate. Then came the time that I used to force myself to be
friendly. Every morning, as soon as someone came downstairs I hoped that it would be Mummy who would say
good morning to me; I greeted her warmly, because I really longed for her to look lovingly at me. Then she made
some remark or other that seemed unfriendly, and I would go off to school again feeling thoroughly disheartened.
On the way home I would make excuses for her because she had so many worries, arrive home very cheerful,
chatter nineteen to the dozen, until I began repeating myself, and left the room wearing a pensive expression, my
satchel under my arm. Sometimes I decided to remain cross, but when I came home from school I always had so
much news that my resolutions were gone with the wind and Mummy, whatever she might be doing, had to lend
an ear to all my adventures. Then the time came once more when I didn’t listen for footsteps on the staircase any
longer, and at night my pillow was wet with tears.
Everything grew much worse at that point; enfin, you know all about it.
Now God has sent me a helper—Peter … I just clasp my pendant, kiss it, and think to myself,
“What do I care about the lot of them! Peter belongs to me and no one knows anything about it.”
This way I can get over all the snubs I receive. Who would ever think that so much can go on in the soul of a
young girl?
Yours, Anne
Saturday, 15 January, 1944
Dear Kitty, There is no point in telling you every time the exact detail of our rows and arguments. Let it suffice
to tell you that we have divided up a great many things, such as butter and meat and that we fry our own potatoes.
For some time now we’ve been eating whole-meal bread between meals as an extra, because by four o’clock in
the afternoon we are longing for our supper so much that we hardly know how to control our rumbling tummies.
Mummy’s birthday is rapidly approaching. She got some extra sugar from Kraler, which made the Van Daans
jealous as Mrs. Van Daan had not been favored in this way for her birthday. But what’s the use of annoying each
other with yet more unkind words, tears, and angry outbursts. You can be sure of one thing, Kitty, that we are even
more fed up with them than ever! Mummy has expressed the wish—one which cannot come true just now—not to
see the Van Daans for a fortnight.
I keep asking myself, whether one would have trouble in the long run, whoever one shared a house with. Or
did we strike it extra unlucky? Are most people so selfish and stingy then? I think it’s all to the good to have
learned a bit about human beings, but now I think I’ve learned enough. The war goes on just the same, whether or
not we choose to quarrel, or long for freedom and fresh air, and so we should try to make the best of our stay here.
Now I’m preaching, but I also believe that if I stay here for very long I shall grow into a dried-up old beanstalk.
And I did so want to grow into a real young woman!
Yours, Anne
Saturday, 22 January, 1944
Dear Kitty, I wonder whether you can tell me why it is that people always try so hard to hide their real
feelings? How is it that I always behave quite differently from what I should in other people’s company?
Why do we trust one another so little? I know there must be a reason, but still I sometimes think it’s horrible
that you find you can never really confide in people, even in those who are nearest to you.
It seems as if I’ve grown up a lot since my dream the other night. I’m much more of an “independent being.”
You’ll certainly be amazed when I tell you that even my attitude towards the Van Daans has changed. I suddenly
see all the arguments and the rest of it in a different light, and am not as prejudiced as I was.
How can I have changed so much? Yes, you see it suddenly struck me that if Mummy had been different, a real
Mumsie, the relationship might have been quite, quite different. It’s true that Mrs. Van Daan is by no means a nice
person, but still I do think that half the quarrels could be avoided if it weren’t for the fact that when the
conversation gets tricky Mummy is a bit difficult too.
Mrs. Van Daan has one good side, and that is that you can talk to her. Despite all her selfishness, stinginess,
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and underhandedness, you can make her give in easily, as long as you don’t irritate her and get on the wrong side
of her. This way doesn’t work every time, but if you have patience you can try again and see how far you get.
All the problems of our “upbringing,” of our being spoiled, the food—it could have been quite different if
we’d remain perfectly open and friendly, and not always only on the lookout for something to seize on.
I know exactly what you’ll say, Kitty:
“But, Anne, do these words really come from your lips? From you, who have had to listen to so many harsh
words from the people upstairs, from you, the girl who has suffered so many injustices?” And yet they come from
me.
I want to start afresh and try to get to the bottom of it all, not be like the saying “the young always follow a bad
example.” I want to examine the whole matter carefully myself and find out what is true and what is exaggerated.
Then if I myself am disappointed in them, I can adopt the same line as Mummy and Daddy; if not, I shall try first
of all to make them alter their ideas and if I don’t succeed I shall stick to my own opinions and judgment. I shall
seize every opportunity to discuss openly all our points of argument with Mrs. Van Daan and not be afraid of
declaring myself neutral, even at the cost of being called a “know-it-all.”\fn{ The text has: know-all} It is not that I
shall be going against my own family, but from today there will be no more unkind gossip on my part.
Until now I was immovable! I always thought the Van Daans were in the wrong, but we too are partly to
blame. We have certainly been right over the subject matter; but handling of others from intelligent people (which
we consider ourselves to be!) one expects more insight. I hope that I have acquired a bit of insight and will use it
well when the occasion arises,
Yours, Anne
Monday, 24 January, 1944
Dear Kitty, Something has happened to me; or rather, I can hardly describe it as an event, except that I think it
is pretty crazy. Whenever anyone used to speak of sexual problems at home or at school, it was something either
mysterious or revolting. Words which had any bearing on the subject were whispered, and often if someone didn’t
understand he was laughed at. It struck me as very odd and I thought,
“Why are people so secretive and tiresome when they talk about these things?”
But as I didn’t think that I could change things, I kept my mouth shut as much as possible, or sometimes asked
girl friends for information. When I had learned quite a lot and had also spoken about it with my parents, Mummy
said one day,
“Anne, let me give you some good advice; never speak about this subject to boys and don’t reply if they begin
about it.” I remember exactly what my answer was: I said,
“No, of course not! The very idea!” And there it remained.
When we first came here, Daddy often told me about things that I would really have preferred to hear from
Mummy, and I found out the rest from books and things I picked up from conversations. Peter Van Daan was
never as tiresome over this as the boys at school—once or twice at first perhaps—but he never tried to get me
talking.
Mrs. Van Daan told us that she had never talked about these things to Peter, and for all she knew neither had
her husband. Apparently she didn’t even know how much he knew.
Yesterday, when Margot, Peter, and I were peeling potatoes, somehow the conversation turned to Boche.
“We still don’t know what sex Boche is, do we?” I asked.
“Yes, certainly,” Peter answered. “He’s a tom.” I began to laugh.
“A tomcat that’s expecting, that’s marvelous!”
Peter and Margot laughed too over this silly mistake. You see, two months ago, Peter had stated that Boche
would soon be having a family, her tummy was growing visibly. However, the fatness appeared to come from the
many stolen bones, because the children didn’t seem to grow fast, let alone make their appearance!
Peter just had to defend himself.
“No,” he said, “you can go with me yourself to look at him. Once when I was playing around with him, I
noticed quite clearly that he’s a tom.”
I couldn’t control my curiosity, and went with him to the warehouse. Boche, however, was not receiving
visitors, and was nowhere to be seen. We waited for a while, began to get cold, and went upstairs again. Later in
the afternoon I heard Peter go downstairs for the second time. I mustered up all my courage to walk through the
silent house alone, and reached the warehouse. Boche stood on the packing table playing with Peter, who had just
put him on the scales to weigh him.
“Hello, do you want to see him?”
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He didn’t make any lengthy preparations, but picked up the animal, turned him over on to his back, deftly held
his head and paws together, and the lesson began.
“These are the male organs, these are just a few stray hairs, and that is his bottom.”
The cat did another half turn and was standing on his white socks once more.
If any other boy had shown me “the male organs,” I would never have looked at him again. But Peter went on
talking quite normally on what is otherwise such a painful subject, without meaning anything unpleasant, and
finally put me sufficiently at my ease for me to be normal too. We played with Boche, amused ourselves,
chattered together, and then sauntered through the large warehouse towards the door.
“Usually, when I want to know something, I find it in some book or other, don’t you?” I asked.
“Why on earth? I just ask upstairs. My father knows more than me and has had more experience in such
things.” We were already on the stair, so I kept my mouth shut after that.
“Things may alter,” as Brer Rabbit said.
Yes. Really I shouldn’t have discussed these things in such a normal way with a girl. I know too definitely that
Mummy didn’t mean it that way when she warned me not to discuss the subject with boys. I wasn’t quite my
usual self for the rest of the day though, in spite of everything. When I thought over our talk, it still seemed rather
odd. But at least I’m wiser about one thing, that there really are young people—and of the opposite sex too—who
can discuss these things naturally without making fun of them.
I wonder if Peter really does ask his parents much. Would he honestly behave with them as he did with me
yesterday? Ah, what would I know about it!
Yours, Anne
Thursday, 27 January, 1944
Dear Kitty, Lately I have developed a great love for family trees and genealogical tables of the royal families,
and have come to the conclusion that, once you begin, you want to delve still deeper into the past, and can keep
on making fresh and interesting discoveries. Although I am extraordinarily industrious over my lessons, and can
already follow the English Home Service quite well on the wireless, I still devote many Sundays to sorting and
looking over my large collection of film stars, which is quite a respectable size by now.
I am awfully pleased whenever Mr. Kraler brings the Cinema and Theater with him on Mondays. Although this
little gift is often called a waste of money by the less worldly members of the household, they are amazed each
time at how accurately I can state who is in a certain film, even after a year. Elli, who, on her days off, often goes
to the movies with her boy friend, tells me the titles of the new films each week; and in one breath I rattle off the
names of the stars who appear in them, together with what the reviews say. Not so long ago, Mum said that I
wouldn’t need to go to a cinema later on because I knew the plots, the names of the stars, and the opinions of the
reviews all by heart.
If ever I come sailing in with a new hair style, they all look disapprovingly at me, and I can be quite sure that
someone will ask which glamorous star I’m supposed to be imitating. They only half believe me if I reply that it’s
my own invention.
But to continue about the hair style—it doesn’t stay put for more than half an hour; then I’m so tired of the
remarks people pass that I quickly hasten to the bathroom and restore my ordinary house-garden-kitchen hair
style.
Yours, Anne
Friday, 28 January, 1944
Dear Kitty, I asked myself this morning whether you don’t sometimes feel rather like a cow who has had to
chew over all the old pieces of news again and again, and who finally yawns loudly and silently wishes that Anne
would occasionally dig up something new.
Alas, I know it’s dull for you, but try to put yourself in my place, and imagine how sick I am of the old cows
who keep having to be pulled out of the ditch again. If the conversation at mealtimes isn’t over politics or a
delicious meal, then Mummy or Mrs. Van Daan trot out one of the old stories of their youth, which we’ve heard so
many times before; or Dussel twaddles on about his wife’s extensive wardrobe, beautiful race horses, leaking
rowboats, boys who can swim at the age of four, muscular pains and nervous patients. What it all boils down to is
this—that if one of the eight of us opens his mouth, the other seven can finish the story for him! We all know the
point of every joke from the start, and the storyteller is alone in laughing at his witticisms. The various milkmen,
grocers, and butchers of the two ex-housewives have already grown beards in our minds, so often have they been
praised to the skies or pulled to pieces; it is impossible for anything in the conversation here to be fresh or new.
Still, all this would be bearable if the grownups didn’t have their little way of telling the stories, with which
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Koophuis, Henk, or Miep oblige the company, ten times over and adding their own little frills and furbelows, so
that I often have to pinch my arm under the table to prevent myself from putting them right. Little children such
as Anne must never, under any circumstances, know better than the grownups, however many blunders they
make, and to whatever extent they allow their imaginations to run away with them.
One favorite subject of Koophuis’s and Henk’s is that of people in hiding and in the underground movement.
They know very well that anything to do with other people in hiding interests us tremendously, and how deeply
we can sympathize with the sufferings of people who get taken away, and rejoice with the liberated prisoner.
We are quite as used to the idea of going into hiding, or “underground,” as in bygone days one was used to
Daddy’s bedroom slippers warming in front of the fire.
There are a great number of organizations, such as “The Free Netherlands,” which forge identity cards, supply
money to people “underground,” find hiding places for people, and work for young men in hiding, and it is
amazing how much noble, unselfish work these people are doing, risking their own lives to help and save others.
Our helpers are a very good example. They have pulled us through up till now and we hope they will bring us
safely to dry land. Otherwise, they will have to share the same fate as the many others who are being searched for.
Never have we heard one word of the burden which we certainly must be to them, never has one of them
complained of all the trouble we give.
They all come upstairs every day, talk to the men about business and politics, to the women about food and
wartime difficulties, and about newspapers and books with the children. They put on the brightest possible faces,
bring flowers and presents for birthdays and bank holidays, are always ready to help and do all they can. That is
something we must never forget; although others may show heroism in the war or against the Germans, our
helpers display heroism in their cheerfulness and affection.
The wildest tales are going around, but still they are usually founded on fact. For instance, Koophuis told us
this week that in Gelderland\fn{The Dutch province of Gelderland, on the lower Rhine. } two football elevens met, and one
side consisted solely of members of the “underground” and the other was made up of members of the police. New
ration books are being handed out in Hilversum. In order that the many people in hiding may also draw rations,
the officials have given instructions to those of them in the district to come at a certain time, so that they can
collect their documents from a separate little table. Still, they’ll have to be careful that such impudent tricks do not
reach the ears of the Germans.
Yours, Anne
Thursday, 3 February 1944
Dear Kitty, Invasion fever in the country is mounting daily. If you were here, on the one hand, you would
probably feel the effect of all these preparations just as I do and, on the other, you would laugh at us for making
such a fuss—who knows—perhaps for nothing.
All the newspapers are full of the invasion and are driving people mad by saying that
“In the event of the English landing in Holland, the Germans will do all they can to defend the country; if
necessary they will resort to flooding.”
With this, maps have been published, on which the parts of Holland that will be under water are marked. As
this applies to large parts of Amsterdam, the first question was, what shall we do if the water in the streets rises to
one meter? The answers given by different people vary considerably.
“As walking or cycling is out of the question, we shall have to wade through the stagnant water.”
“Of course not, one will have to try and swim. We shall all put on our bathing suits and caps and swim under
water as much as possible, then no one will see that we are Jews.”
“Oh, what nonsense! I’d like to see the ladies swimming, if the rats started biting their legs!” (That was
naturally a man: just see who screams the loudest! )
“We shan’t be able to get out of the house anyway; the warehouse will definitely collapse if there is a flood, it
is so wobbly already,”
“Listen, folks, all joking apart, we shall try and get a boat.”
“Why bother? I know something much better. We each get hold of a wooden packing case from the attic and
row with a soup ladle!”
“I shall walk on stilts: I used to be an expert at it in my youth.”
“Henk Van Santen won’t need to, he’s sure to take his wife on his back, then she’ll be on stilts.”
This gives you a rough idea, doesn’t it, Kit?
This chatter is all very amusing, but the truth may be otherwise. A second question about the invasion was
bound to arise: what do we do if the Germans evacuate Amsterdam?
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“Leave the city too, and disguise ourselves as best we can.”
“Don’t go, whatever happens, stay put! The only thing to do is to remain here! The Germans are quite capable
of driving the whole population right into Germany, where they will all die.”
“Yes, naturally, we shall stay here, since this is the safest place. We’ll try and fetch Koophuis and his family
over here to come and live with us; we’ll try and get hold of a sack of wood wool, then we can sleep on the floor.
Let’s ask Miep and Koophuis to start bringing blankets here.”
“We’ll order some extra corn in addition to our sixty pounds. Let’s get Henk to try and obtain more peas and
beans; we have about sixty pounds of beans and ten pounds of peas in the house at present. Don’t forget that
we’ve got fifty tins of vegetables.”
“Mummy, just count up how much we’ve got of other food, will you?”
“Ten tins of fish, forty tins of milk, ten kilos of milk powder, three bottles of salad oil, four preserving jars of
butter, four ditto of meat, two wicker-covered bottles of strawberries, two bottles of raspberries, twenty bottles of
tomatoes, ten pounds of rolled oats, eight pounds of rice; and that’s all.
“Our stock’s not too bad, but if you think that we may be having visitors as well and drawing from reserves
each week, then it seems more than it actually is. We have sufficient coal and firewood in the house, also candles.
Let’s all make little moneybags, which could easily be hidden in our clothing, in case we want to take money with
us.”
“We’ll make lists of the most important things to take, should we have to run for it, and pack rucksacks now in
readiness. If it gets that far, we’ll put two people on watch, one in the front and one in the back loft. I say, what’s
the use of collecting such stocks of food, if we haven’t any water, gas, or electricity?”
“Then we must cook on the stove. Filter and boil our water. We’ll clean out some large wicker bottles and store
water in them.”
I hear nothing but this sort of talk the whole day long, invasion and nothing but invasion, arguments about
suffering from hunger, dying, bombs, fire extinguishers, sleeping bags, Jewish vouchers, poisonous gases, etc.,
etc. None of it is exactly cheering. The gentlemen in the “Secret Annexe” give pretty straightforward warnings; an
example is the following conversation with Henk:
Secret Annexe: “We are afraid that if the Germans withdraw, they will take the whole population with them.”
Henk: “That is impossible, they haven’t the trains at their disposal.”
S.A.: “Trains? Do you really think they’d put civilians in carriages? Out of the question. They could use
‘shank’s mare.’” (Per pedes apostolorum, Dussel always says.)
H.: “I don’t believe a word of it, you look on the black side of everything. What would be their object in
driving all the civilians along with them?”
S.A.: “Didn’t you know that Goebbels said, ‘If we have to withdraw, we shall slam the doors of all the
occupied countries behind us’?”
H.: “They have said so much already.”
S.A.: “Do you think the Germans are above doing such a thing or too humane? What they think is this: ‘If we
have got to go down, then everybody in our clutches will go down with us.’”
H.: “Tell that to the Marines; I just don’t believe it!”
S.A.: “It’s always the same song; no one will see danger approaching until it is actually on top of him.”
H.: “But you know nothing definite; you just simply suppose.”
S.A.: “We have all been through it ourselves, first in Germany, and then here. And what is going on in
Russia?”
H.: “You mustn’t include the Jews. I don’t think anyone knows what is going on in Russia. The English and the
Russians are sure to exaggerate things for propaganda purposes, just like the Germans.”
S.A.: “Out of the question, the English have always told the truth over the wireless. And suppose they do
exaggerate the news, the facts are bad enough anyway, because you can’t deny that many millions of peace-loving
people were just simply murdered or gassed in Poland and Russia.”
I will spare you further examples of these conversations; I myself keep very quiet and don’t take any notice of
all the fuss and excitement. I have now reached the stage that I don’t care much whether I live or die. The world
will still keep on turning without me; what is going to happen, will happen, and anyway it’s no good trying to
resist.
I trust to luck and do nothing but work, hoping that all will end well.
Yours, Anne
Saturday, 12 February, 1944
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Dear Kitty, The sun is shining, the sky is a deep blue, there is a lovely breeze and I’m longing—so longing—
for everything. To talk, for freedom, for friends, to be alone. And I do so long … to cry! I feel as if I’m going to
burst, and I know that it would get better with crying; but I can’t, I’m restless, I go from one room to the other,
breathe through the crack of a closed window, feel my heart beating, as if it is saying,
“Can’t you satisfy my longings at last?”
I believe that it’s spring within me, I feel that spring is awakening, I feel it in my whole body and soul. It is an
effort to behave normally, I feel utterly confused, don’t know what to read, what to write, what to do, I only know
that I am longing …!
Yours, Ann
Sunday, 13 February, 1944
Dear Kitty, Since Saturday a lot has changed for me. It came about like this. I longed—and am still longing—
but … now something has happened, which has made it a little, just a little, less.
To my great joy—I will be quite honest about it—already this morning I noticed that Peter kept looking at me
all the time. Not in the ordinary way, I don’t know how, I just can’t explain.
I used to think that Peter was in love with Margot, but yesterday I suddenly had the feeling that it is not so. I
made a special effort not to look at him too much, because whenever I did, he kept on looking too and then—yes,
then—it gave me a lovely feeling inside, but which I mustn’t feel too often. I desperately want to be alone. Daddy
has noticed that I’m not quite my usual self, but I really can’t tell him everything.
“Leave me in peace, leave me alone,” that’s what I'd like to keep crying out all the time. Who knows, the day
may come when I’m left alone more than I would wish!
Yours, Ann
Monday, 14 February, 1944
Dear Kitty, On Sunday evening everyone except Pim and me was sitting beside the wireless in order to listen
to the “Immortal Music of the German Masters.” Dussel fiddled with the knobs continually. This annoyed Peter,
and the others too. After restraining himself for half an hour, Peter asked somewhat irritably if the twisting and
turning might stop. Dussel answered in his most hoity-toity manner,
“I’m getting it all right.”
Peter became angry, was rude, Mr. Van Daan took his side, and Dussel had to give in.. That was all.
The reason in itself was very unimportant, but Peter seems to have taken it very much to heart. In any case,
when I was rummaging about in the bookcase in the attic, he came up to me and began telling me the whole story.
I didn’t know anything about it, but Peter soon saw that he had found an attentive ear and got fairly into his stride.
“Yes, and you see,” he said, “I don’t easily say anything, because I know beforehand that I’ll only become
tongue-tied. I begin to stutter, blush, and twist around what I want to say, until I have to break off because I
simply can’t find the words. That’s what happened yesterday, I wanted to say something quite different, but once I
had started, I got in a hopeless muddle and that’s frightful.
“I used to have a bad habit; I wish I still had it now. If I was angry with anyone, rather than argue it out I
would get to work on him with my fists. I quite realize that this method doesn’t get me anywhere; and that is why
I admire you. You are never at a loss for a word, you say exactly what you want to say to people and are never the
least bit shy.”
“I can tell you, you’re making a big mistake,” I answered. “I usually say things quite differently from the way I
meant to say them, and then I talk too much and far too long, and that’s just as bad.”
I couldn’t help laughing to myself over this last sentence. However, I wanted to let him go on talking about
himself, so I kept my amusement to myself, went and sat on a cushion on the floor, put my arms around my bent
knees, and looked at him attentively.
I am very glad that there is someone else in the house who can get into the same fits of rage as I get into. I
could see it did Peter good to pull Dussel to pieces to his heart’s content, without fear of my telling tales. And as
for me, I was very pleased, because I sensed a real feeling of fellowship, such as I can only remember having had
with my girl friends.
Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 16 February, 1944
Dear Kitty, It’s Margot’s birthday. Peter came at half past twelve to look at the presents and stayed talking
much longer than was strictly necessary—a thing he’d have never done otherwise. In the afternoon I went to get
some coffee and, after that, potatoes, because I wanted to spoil Margot for just that one day in the year. I went
through Peter’s room; he took all his papers off the stairs at once and I asked whether I should close the trap door
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to the attic.
“Yes,” he replied, “knock when you come back, then I’ll open it for you.”
I thanked him, went upstairs, and searched at least ten minutes in the large barrel for the smallest potatoes.
Then my back began to ache and I got cold. Naturally I didn’t knock, but opened the trap door myself, but still he
came to meet me most obligingly, and took the pan from me.
“I’ve looked for a long time, these are the smallest I could find,” I said.
“Did you look in the big barrel?”
“Yes, I’ve been over them all.” By this time I was standing at the bottom of the stairs and he looked
searchingly in the pan which he was still holding.
“Oh, but these are first-rate,” he said, and added when I took the pan from him, “I congratulate you!”
At the same time he gave me such a gentle warm look which made a tender glow within me. I could really see
that he wanted to please me, and because he couldn’t make a long complimentary speech he spoke with his eyes. I
understood him, oh, so well, and was very grateful. It gives me pleasure even now when I recall those words and
that look he gave me.
When I went downstairs, Mummy said that I must get some more potatoes, this time for supper. I willingly
offered to go upstairs again. When I came into Peter’s room, I apologized at having to disturb him again. When I
was already on the stairs he got up, and went and stood between the door and the wall, firmly took hold of my
arm, and wanted to hold me back by force.
“I’ll go,” he said.
I replied that it really wasn’t necessary and that I didn’t have to get particularly small ones this time. Then he
was convinced and let my arm go. On the way down, he came and opened the trap door and took the pan again.
When I reached the door, I asked,
“What are you doing?”
“French,” he replied.
I asked if I might glance through the exercises, washed my hands, and went and sat on the divan opposite him.
We soon began talking, after I’d explained some of the French to him. He told me that he wanted to go to the
Dutch East Indies and live on a plantation later on. He talked about his home life, about the black market, and
then he said that he felt so useless. I told him that he certainly had a very strong inferiority complex.
He talked about the Jews. He would have found it much easier if he’d been a Christian and if he could be one
after the war. I asked if he wanted to be baptized, but that wasn’t the case either. Who was to know whether he
was a Jew when the war was over? he said.
This gave me rather a pang; it seems such a pity that there’s always just a tinge of dishonesty about him. For
the rest we chatted very pleasantly about Daddy, and about judging people’s characters and all kinds of things, I
can’t remember exactly what now.
It was half past four by the time I left. In the evening he said something else that I thought was nice. We were
talking about a picture of a film star that I’d given him once, which has now been hanging in his room for at least
a year and a half. He liked it very much and I offered to give him a few more sometime.
“No,” he replied, “I’d rather leave it like this. I look at these every day and they have grown to be my friends.”
Now I understand more why he always hugs Mouschi. He needs some affection, too, of course. I’d forgotten
something else that he talked about. He said,
“I don’t know what fear is, except when I think of my own shortcomings. But I’m getting over that too.”
Peter has a terrible inferiority complex. For instance, he always thinks that he is so stupid, and we are so
clever. If I help him with his French, he thanks me a thousand times. One day I shall turn around and say:
“Oh, shut up, you’re much better at English and geography!”
Yours, Anne
Friday, 18 February, 1944
Dear Kitty, Whenever I go upstairs now I keep on hoping that I shall see “him.” Because my life now has an
object, and I have something to look forward to, everything has become more pleasant.
At least the object of my feelings is always there, and I needn’t be afraid of rivals, except Margot. Don’t think
I’m in love, because I’m not, but I do have the feeling all the time that something fine can grow up between us,
something that gives confidence and friendship. If I get half a chance, I go up to him now. It’s not like it used to
be when he didn’t know how to begin. It’s just the opposite—he’s still talking when I’m half out of the room.
Mummy doesn’t like it much, and always says I’ll be a nuisance and that I must leave him in peace. Honestly,
doesn’t she realize that I’ve got some intuition? She looks at me so queerly every time I go into Peter’s little
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room. If I come downstairs from there, she asks me where I’ve been. I simply can’t bear it, and think it’s horrible.
Yours, Anne
Saturday, 19 February, 1944
Dear Kitty, It is Saturday again and that really speaks for itself. The morning was quiet. I helped a bit upstairs,
but I didn’t have more than a few fleeting words with “him.” At half past two, when everyone had gone to their
own rooms, either to sleep or to read, I went to the private office, with my blanket and everything, to sit at the
desk and read or write. It was not long before it all became too much for me, my head drooped on to my arm, and
I sobbed my heart out. The tears streamed down my cheeks and I felt desperately unhappy. Oh, if only “he” had
come to comfort me.
It was four o’clock by the time I went upstairs again. I went for some potatoes, with fresh hope in my heart of
a meeting, but while I was still smartening up my hair in the bathroom he went down to see Bache in the
warehouse.
Suddenly I felt the tears coming back and I hurried to the lavatory, quickly grabbing a pocket mirror as I
passed. There I sat then, fully dressed, while the tears made dark spots on the red of my apron, and I felt very
wretched.
This is what was going through my mind. Oh, I’ll never reach Peter like this. Who knows, perhaps he doesn’t
like me at all and doesn’t need anyone to confide in. Perhaps he only thinks about me in a casual sort of way. I
shall have to go on alone once more, without friendship and without Peter. Perhaps soon I’ll be without hope,
without comfort, or anything to look forward to again. Oh, if I could nestle my head against his shoulder and not
feel so hopelessly alone and deserted!
Who knows, perhaps he doesn’t care about me at all and looks at the others in just the same way. Perhaps I
only imagined that it was especially for me? Oh, Peter, if only you could see or hear me. If the truth were to prove
as bad as that, it would be more than I could bear.
However, a little later fresh hope and anticipation seemed to return, even though the tears were still streaming
down my cheeks.
Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 23 February, 1944
Dear Kitty, It’s lovely weather outside and I’ve quite perked up since yesterday. Nearly every morning I go to
the attic where Peter works to blow the stuffy air out of my lungs. From my favorite spot on the floor I look up at
the blue sky and the bare chestnut tree, on whose branches little raindrops shine, appearing like silver, and at the
seagulls and the other birds as they glide on the wind.
He stood with his head against a thick beam, and I sat down. We breathed the fresh air, looked outside, and
both felt that the spell should not be broken by words. We remained like this for a long time, and when he had to
go up to the loft to chop wood, I knew that he was a nice fellow. He climbed the ladder, and I followed; then he
chopped wood for about a quarter of an hour, during which time we still remained silent. I watched him from
where I stood, he was obviously doing his best to show off his strength. But I looked out of the open window too,
over a large area of Amsterdam, over all the roofs and on to the horizon, which was such a pale blue that it was
hard to see the dividing line.
“As long as this exists,” I thought, “and I may live to see it, this sunshine, the cloudless skies, while this lasts, I
cannot be unhappy.”
The best remedy for those who are afraid, lonely, or unhappy is to go outside, somewhere where they can be
quite alone with the heavens, nature, and God. Because only then does one feel that all is as it should be and that
God wishes to see people happy, amidst the simple beauty of nature. As long as this exists, and it certainly always
will, I know that then there will always he comfort for every sorrow, whatever the circumstances may be. And I
firmly believe that nature brings solace in all troubles.
Oh, who knows, perhaps it won’t be long before I can share this overwhelming feeling of bliss with someone
who feels the way I do about it.
Yours, Anne
A thought: We miss so much here, so very much and for so long now: I miss it too, just as you do. I’m not
talking of outward things, for we are looked after in that way; no, I mean the inward things. Like you, I long for
freedom and fresh air, but I believe now that we have ample compensation for our privations. I realized this quite
suddenly when I sat in front of the window this morning. I mean inward compensation.
When I looked outside right into the depth of Nature and God, then I was happy, really happy. And Peter, so
476

long as I have that happiness here, the joy in nature, health and a lot more besides, all the while one has that, one
can always recapture happiness.
Riches can all be lost, but that happiness in your own heart can only be veiled, and it will still bring you
happiness again, as long as you live. As long as you can look fearlessly up into the heavens, as long as you know
that you are pure within and that you will still find happiness.
Sunday, 27 February, 1944
Dearest Kitty, From early in the morning till late at night, I really do hardly anything else but think of Peter. I
sleep with his image before my eyes, dream about him and he is still looking at me when I awake.
I have a strong feeling that Peter and I are really not so different as we would appear to be, and I will tell you
why. We both lack a mother. His is too superficial, loves flirting and doesn’t trouble much about what he thinks.
Mine does bother about me, but lacks sensitiveness, real motherliness.
Peter and I both wrestle with our inner feelings, we are still uncertain and are really too sensitive to be roughly
treated. If we are, then my reaction is to “get away from it all.” But as that is impossible, I hide my feelings, throw
my weight about the place, am noisy and boisterous, so that everyone wishes that I was out of the way.
He, on the contrary, shuts himself up, hardly talks at all, is quiet, day-dreams and in his way carefully conceals
his true self.
But how and when will we finally reach each other? I don’t know quite how long my common sense will keep
this longing under control.
Yours, Anne
Monday, 28 February, 1944
Dearest Kitty, It is becoming a bad dream—in daytime as well as at night. I see him nearly all the time and
can’t get at him, I mustn’t show anything, must remain gay while I’m really in despair.
Peter Wessel and Peter Van Daan have grown into one Peter, who is beloved and good, and for whom I long
desperately.
Mummy is tiresome, Daddy sweet and therefore all the more tiresome, Margot the most tiresome because she
expects me to wear a pleasant expression; and all I want is to be left in peace.
Peter didn’t come to me in the attic. He went up to the loft instead and did some carpentry. At every creak and
every knock some of my courage seemed to seep away and I grew more unhappy. In the distance a bell was
playing “Pure in body, pure in soul.”\fn{The bells in old clock towers play tunes}
I’m sentimental—I know. I’m desperate and silly—I know that too. Oh, help me!
Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 1 March, 1944
Dear Kitty, My own affairs have been pushed into the background by—a burglary. I’m becoming boring with
all my burglars, but what can I do, they seem to take such a delight in honoring Kolen & Co. with their visits. This
burglary is much more complicated than the one in July 1943.
When Mr. Van Daan went to Kraler’s office at half past seven, as usual, he saw that the communicating glass
doors and the office door were open. Surprised at this, he walked through and was even more amazed to see that
the doors of the little dark room were open too, and that there was a terrible mess in the main office.
“There has been a burglar,” he thought to himself at once, and to satisfy himself he went straight downstairs to
look at the front door, felt the Yale lock, and found everything closed.
“Oh, then both Peter and Elli must have been very slack this evening,” he decided.
He remained in Kraler’s room for a while, then switched off the lamp, and went upstairs, without worrying
much about either the open doors or the untidy office.
This morning Peter knocked at our door early and came with the not so pleasant news that the front door was
wide open. He also told us that the projector and Kraler’s new portfolio had both disappeared from the cupboard.
Peter was told to close the door. Van Daan told us of his discoveries the previous evening and we were all awfully
worried.
What must have happened is that the thief had a skeleton key, because the lock was quite undamaged. He must
have crept into the house quite early and closed the door behind him, hidden himself when disturbed by Mr. Van
Daan, and when he departed fled with his spoils, leaving the door open in his haste.
Who can have our key? Why didn’t the thief go to the warehouse? Might it be one of our own warehousemen, and would he perhaps betray us, since he certainly heard Van Daan and perhaps even saw him?
It is all very creepy, because we don’t know whether this same burglar may not take it into his head to visit us
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again. Or perhaps it gave him a shock to find that there was someone walking about in the house?
Yours, Anne
Thursday, 2 March, 1944
Dear Kitty, Margot and I were both up in the attic today; although we were not able to enjoy it together as I
had imagined, still I do know that she shares my feelings over most things.
During dish washing Elli began telling Mummy and Mrs. Van Daan that she felt very discouraged at times.
And what help do you think they gave her? Do you know what Mummy’s advice was? She should try to think of
all the other people who are in trouble! What is the good of thinking of misery when one is already miserable
oneself? I said this too and was told,
“You keep out of this sort of conversation.”
Aren’t the grownups idiotic and stupid? Just as if Peter, Margot, Elli, and I don’t all feel the same about things,
and only a mother’s love or that of a very, very good friend can help us. These mothers here just don’t understand
us at all. Perhaps Mrs. Van Daan does a little more than Mummy. Oh, I would have so liked to say something to
poor Elli, something that I know from experience would have helped her. But Daddy came between us and pushed
me aside.
Aren’t they all stupid! We aren’t allowed to have any opinions. People can tell you to keep your mouth shut,
but it doesn’t stop you having your own opinion. Even if people are still very young, they shouldn’t be prevented
from saying what they think.
Only great love and devotion can help Elli, Margot, Peter, and me, and none of us gets it. And no one,
especially the stupid “know-alls” here, can understand us, because we are much more sensitive and much more
advanced in our thoughts than anyone here would ever imagine in their wildest dreams.
Mummy is grumbling again at the moment—she is obviously jealous because I talk more to Mrs. Van Daan
than to her nowadays.
I managed to get hold of Peter this afternoon and we talked for at least three quarters of an hour. Peter had the
greatest difficulty in saying anything about himself; it took a long time to draw him out. He told me how often his
parents quarrel over politics, cigarettes, and all kinds of things. He was very shy.
Then I talked to him about my parents. He defended Daddy: he thought him a “first-rate chap.” Then we talked
about “upstairs” and “downstairs” again; he was really rather amazed that we don’t always like his parents.
“Peter,” I said, “you know I’m always honest, so why shouldn’t I tell you that we can see their faults too.” And
among other things I also said,
“I would so like to help you, Peter; can’t I? You are in such an awkward position and, although you don’t say
anything, it doesn’t mean that you don’t care.”
“Oh, I would always welcome your help …”
“Perhaps you would do better to go to Daddy, he wouldn’t let anything go any further, take it from me; you can
easily tell him!”
“Yes, he is a real pal.”
“You’re very fond of him, aren’t you?” Peter nodded and I went on:
“And he is of you too!” He looked up quickly and blushed, it was really moving to see how these few words
pleased him.
“Do you think so?” he asked.
“Yes,” I said, “you can easily tell by little things that slip out now and then!”
Peter is a first-rate chap, too, just like Daddy!
Yours, Anne
Friday, 3 March, 1944
Dear Kitty, When I looked into the candle this evening\fn{ In Jewish homes candles are lit on the Sabbath eve } I felt
calm and happy. Oma seems to be in the candle and it is Oma too who shelters and protects me and who always
makes me feel happy again.
But … there is someone else who governs all my moods and that is … Peter. When I went up to get potatoes
today and was still standing on the stepladder with the pan, he at once asked,
“What have you been doing since lunch?”
I went and sat on the steps and we started talking. At a quarter past five (an hour later) the potatoes, which had
been sitting on the floor in the meantime, finally reached their destinations.
Peter didn’t say another word about his parents; we just talked about books and about the past. The boy has
such warmth in his eyes; I believe I’m pretty near to being in love with him. He talked about that this evening. I
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went into his room, after peeling the potatoes, and said that I felt so hot.
“You can tell what the temperature is by Margot and me; if it’s cold we are white, and if it is hot we are red in
the face,” I said.
“In love?” he asked. “Why should I be in love?” My answer was rather silly.
“Why not?” he said, and then we had to go for supper. Would he have meant anything by that question? I
finally managed to ask him today whether he didn’t find my chatter a nuisance; he only said:
“It’s okay, I like it!”
To what extent this answer was just shyness, I am not able to judge. Kitty, I’m just like someone in love, who
can only talk about her darling. And Peter really is a darling. When shall I be able to tell him so? Naturally, only if
he thinks I’m a darling too. But I’m quite capable of looking after myself, and he knows that very well. And he
likes his tranquillity, so I have no idea how much he likes me. In any case, we are getting to know each other a bit.
I wish we dared to tell each other much more already. Who knows, the time may come sooner than I think! I get
an understanding look from him about twice a day, I wink back, and we both feel happy.
I certainly seem quite mad to be talking about him being happy, and yet I feel pretty sure that he thinks just the
same as I do.
Yours, Anne
Saturday, 4 March, 1944
Dear Kitty, This is the first Saturday for months and months that hasn’t been boring, dreary, and dull. And
Peter is the cause.
This morning I went to the attic to hang up my apron, when Daddy asked whether I’d like to stay and talk
some French. I agreed. First we talked French, and I explained something to Peter; then we did some English.
Daddy read out loud to us from Dickens and I was in the seventh heaven, because I sat on Daddy’s chair very
close to Peter.
I went downstairs at eleven o’clock. When I came upstairs again at half past eleven, he was already waiting for
me on the stairs. We talked until a quarter to one. If, as I leave the room, he gets a chance after a meal, for
instance, and if no one can hear, he says:
“Good-by, Anne, see you soon.”
Oh, I am so pleased! I wonder if he is going to fall in love with me after all? Anyway, he is a very nice fellow
and no one knows what lovely talks I have with him! Mrs. Van Daan quite approves when I go and talk to him,
but she asked today teasingly,
“Can I really trust you two up there together?”
“Of course,” I protested, “really you quite insult me!” From morn till night I look forward to seeing Peter.
Yours, Anne
Monday, 6 March, 1944
Dear Kitty, I can tell by Peter’s face that he thinks just as much as I do, and when Mrs. Van Daan yesterday
evening said scoffingly: “The thinker!” I was irritated. Peter flushed and looked very embarrassed, and I was
about to explode.
Why can’t these people keep their mouths shut?
You can’t imagine how horrible it is to stand by and see how lonely he is and yet not be able to do anything. I
can so well imagine, just as if I were in his place, how desperate he must feel sometimes in quarrels and in love.
Poor Peter, he needs love very much!
When he said he didn’t need any friends how harsh the words sounded to my ears. Oh, how mistaken he is! I
don’t believe he meant it a bit.
He clings to his solitude, to his affected indifference and his grown-up ways, but it’s just an act, so as never,
never to show his real feelings. Poor Peter, how long will he be able to go on playing this role? Surely a terrible
outburst must follow as the result of this superhuman effort?
Oh, Peter, if only I could help you, if only you would let me! Together we could drive away your loneliness
and mine!
I think a lot, but I don’t say much. I am happy if I see him and if the sun shines when I’m with him. I was very
excited yesterday; while I was washing my hair, I knew that he was sitting in the room next to ours. I couldn’t do
anything about it; the more quiet and serious I feel inside, the more noisy I become outwardly.
Who will be the first to discover and break through this armor? I’m glad after all that the Van Daans have a son
and not a daughter, my conquest could never have been so difficult, so beautiful, so good, if I had not happened to
hit on someone of the opposite sex.
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Yours, Anne
P.S. You know that I’m always honest with you, so I must tell you that I actually live from one meeting to the
next. I keep hoping to discover that he too is waiting for me all the time and I’m thrilled if I notice a small shy
advance from his side. I believe he’d like to say a lot just like I would; little does he know that it’s just his
clumsiness that attracts me.
Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 7 March, 1944
Dear Kitty, If I think now of my life in 1942, it all seems so unreal. It was quite a different Anne who enjoyed
that heavenly existence from the Anne who has grown wise within these walls. Yes, it was a heavenly life. Boy
friends at every turn, about twenty friends and acquaintances of my own age, the darling of nearly all the teachers,
spoiled from top to toe by Mummy and Daddy, lots of sweets, enough pocket money, what more could one want?
You will certainly wonder by what means I got around all these people. Peter’s word “attractiveness” is not
altogether true. All the teachers were entertained by my cute answers, my amusing remarks, my smiling face, and
my questioning looks. That is all I was—a terrible flirt, coquettish and amusing. I had one or two advantages,
which kept me rather in favor. I was industrious, honest, and frank. I would never have dreamed of cribbing from
anyone else. I shared my sweets generously, and I wasn’t conceited.
Wouldn’t I have become rather forward with so much admiration? It was a good thing that in the midst of, at
the height of, all this gaiety, I suddenly had to face reality, and it took me at least a year to get used to the fact that
there was no more admiration forthcoming.
How did I appear at school? The one who thought of new jokes and pranks, always “king of the castle,” never
in a bad mood, never a crybaby. No wonder everyone liked to cycle with me, and I got their attentions.
Now I look back at that Anne as an amusing, but very superficial girl, who has nothing to do with the Anne of
today. Peter said quite rightly about me:
“If ever I saw you, you were always surrounded by two or more boys and a whole troupe of girls. You were
always laughing and always the center of everything!”
What is left of this girl? Oh, don’t worry, I haven’t forgotten how to laugh or to answer back readily. I’m just
as good, if not better, at criticizing people, and I can still flirt if … I wish. That’s not it though, I’d like that sort of
life again for an evening, a few days, or even a week; the life which seems so carefree and gay. But at the end of
that week, I should be dead beat and would be only too thankful to listen to anyone who began to talk about
something sensible. I don’t want followers, but friends, admirers who fall not for a flattering smile but for what
one does and for one’s character.
I know quite well that the circle around me would be much smaller. But what does that matter, as long as one
still keeps a few sincere friends?
Yet I wasn’t entirely happy in 1942 in spite of everything; I often felt deserted, but because I was on the go the
whole day long, I didn’t think about it and enjoyed myself as much as I could. Consciously or unconsciously, I
tried to drive away the emptiness I felt with jokes and pranks. Now I think seriously about life and what I have to
do. One period of my life is over forever. The carefree schooldays are gone, never to return.
I don’t even long for them any more; I have outgrown them, I can’t just only enjoy myself as my serious side is
always there.
I look upon my life up till the New Year, as it were, through a powerful magnifying glass. The sunny life at
home, then coming here in 1942, the sudden change, the quarrels, the bickerings. I couldn’t understand it, I was
taken by surprise, and the only way I could keep up some bearing was by being impertinent.
The first half of 1943: my fits of crying, the loneliness, how I slowly began to see all my faults and
shortcomings, which are so great and which seemed much greater then. During the day I deliberately talked about
anything and everything that was farthest from my thoughts, tried to draw Pim to me; but couldn’t. Alone I had to
face the difficult task of changing myself, to stop the everlasting reproaches, which were so oppressive and which
reduced me to such terrible despondency.
Things improved slightly in the second half of the year, I became a young woman and was treated more like a
grownup. I started to think, and write stories, and came to the conclusion that the others no longer had the right to
throw me about like an India-rubber ball.. I wanted to change in accordance with my own desires. But one thing
that struck me even more was when I realized that even Daddy would never become my confidant over
everything. I didn’t want to trust anyone but myself any more.
At the beginning of the New Year: the second great change, my dream … And with it I discovered my longing,
not for a girl friend, but for a boy friend. I also discovered my inward happiness and my defensive armor of
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superficiality and gaiety. In due time I quieted down and discovered my boundless desire for all that is beautiful
and good.
And in the evening, when I lie in bed and end my prayers with the words, “I thank you, God, for all that is
good and dear and beautiful,” I am filled with joy. Then I think about “the good” of going into hiding, of my
health and with my whole being of the “dearness” of Peter, of that which is still embryonic and impressionable
and which we neither of us dare to name or touch, of that which will come sometime; love, the future, happiness
and of “the beauty” which exists in the world; the world, nature, beauty and all, all that is exquisite and fine.
I don’t think then of all the misery, but of the beauty that still remains. This is one of the things that Mummy
and I are so entirely different about. Her counsel when one feels melancholy is:
“Think of all the misery in the world and be thankful that you are not sharing in it!” My advice is:
“Go outside, to the fields, enjoy nature and the sunshine, go out and try to recapture happiness in yourself and
in God. Think of all the beauty that’s still left in and around you and be happy!”
I don’t see how Mummy’s idea can be right, because then how are you supposed to behave if you go through
the misery yourself? Then you are lost. On the contrary, I’ve found that there is always some beauty left—in
nature, sunshine, freedom, in yourself; these can all help you. Look at these things, then you find yourself again,
and God, and then you regain your balance.
And whoever is happy will make others happy too. He who has courage and faith will never perish in misery!
Yours, Anne
Sunday, 12 March, 1944
Dear Kitty, I can’t seem to sit still lately; I run upstairs and down and then back again. I love talking to Peter,
but I’m always afraid of being a nuisance. He has told me a bit about the past, about his parents and about
himself. It’s not half enough though and I ask myself why it is that I always long for more. He used to think I was
unbearable; and I returned the compliment; now I have changed my opinion, has he changed his too? I think so;
still it doesn’t necessarily mean that we shall become great friends, although as far as I am concerned it would
make the time here much more bearable. But still, I won’t get myself upset about it—I see quite a lot of him and
there’s no need to make you unhappy about it too, Kitty, just because I feel so miserable.
On Saturday afternoon I felt in such a whirl, after hearing a whole lot of sad news, that I went and lay on my
divan for a sleep. I only wanted to sleep to stop myself thinking. I slept till four o’clock, then I had to go into the
living room. I found it difficult to answer all Mummy’s questions and think of some little excuse to tell Daddy, as
an explanation for my long sleep. I resorted to a “headache,” which wasn’t a lie, as I had one … but inside!
Ordinary people, ordinary girls, teenagers like myself, will think I’m a bit cracked with all my self-pity; yes,
that’s what it is, but I pour out my heart to you, then for the rest of the day I’m as impudent, gay, and selfconfident as I can be, in order to avoid questions and getting on my own nerves.
Margot is very sweet and would like me to trust her, but still, I can’t tell her everything. She’s a darling, she’s
good and pretty, but she lacks the nonchalance for conducting deep discussions; she takes me so seriously, much
too seriously, and then thinks about her queer little sister for a long time afterwards, looks searchingly at me, at
every word I say, and keeps on thinking:
“Is this just a joke or does she really mean it?”
I think that’s because we are together the whole day long, and that if I trusted someone completely, then I
shouldn’t want them hanging around me all the time. When shall I finally untangle my thoughts, when shall I find
peace and rest within myself again?
Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 14 March, 1944
Dear Kitty, Perhaps it would be entertaining for you—though not in the least for me—to hear what we are
going to eat today. As the charwoman is at work downstairs, I’m sitting on the Van Daans’ table at the moment. I
have a handkerchief soaked in some good scent (bought before we came here) over my mouth and held against
my nose. You won’t gather much from this, so let’s “begin at the beginning.”
The people from whom we obtained food coupons have been caught, so we just have our five ration cards and
no extra coupons, and no fats. As both Miep and Koophuis are ill, Elli hasn’t time to do any shopping, so the
atmosphere is dreary and dejected, and so is the food. From tomorrow we shall not have a scrap of fat, butter, or
margarine left. We can’t have fried potatoes (to save bread) for breakfast any longer, so we have porridge instead,
and as Mrs. Van Daan thinks we’re starving, we have bought some full cream milk “under the counter.” Our
supper today consists of a hash made from kale which has been preserved in a barrel. Hence the precautionary
measure with the handkerchief! It’s incredible how kale can stink when it’s a year old! The smell in the room is a
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mixture of bad plums, strong preservatives, and rotten eggs. Ugh! The mere thought of eating that muck makes
me feel sick.
Added to this, our potatoes are suffering from such peculiar diseases that out of two buckets of pommes de
terre, one whole one ends up on the stove. We amuse ourselves by searching for all the different kinds of diseases,
and have come to the conclusion that they range from cancer and smallpox to measles! Oh, no, it’s no joke to be
in hiding during the fourth year of the war. If only the whole rotten business was over!
Quite honestly, I wouldn’t care so much about the food, if only it were more pleasant here in other ways.
There’s the rub: this tedious existence is beginning to make us all touchy.
The following are the views of the five grownups on the present situation:
Mrs. Van Daan:
“The job as queen of the kitchen lost its attraction a long time ago. It’s dull to sit and do nothing, so I go back
to my cooking again. Still, I have to complain that it’s impossible to cook without any fats, and all these nasty
smells make me feel sick. Nothing but ingratitude and rude remarks do I get in return for fifty services. I am
always the black sheep, always the guilty one. Moreover, according to me, very little progress is being made in
the war; in the end the Germans will still win. I’m afraid we’re going to starve, and if I’m in a bad mood I scold
everyone.”
Mr. Van Daan:
“I must smoke and smoke and smoke, and then the food, the political situation, and Kerli’s moods don’t seem
so bad. Kerli is a darling wife.” But if he hasn’t anything to smoke, then nothing is right, and this is what one
hears:
“I’m getting ill, we don’t live well enough, I must have meat. Frightfully stupid person, my Kerli!” After this a
terrific quarrel is sure to follow.
Mrs. Frank:
“Food is not very important, but I would love a slice of rye bread now, I feel so terribly hungry. If I were Mrs.
Van Daan I would have put a stop to Mr. Van Daan’s everlasting smoking a long time ago. But now I must
definitely have a cigarette, because my nerves are getting the better of me. The English make a lot of mistakes,
but still the war is progressing: I must have a chat and be thankful I’m not in Poland.”
Mr. Frank:
“Everything’s all right. I don’t require anything. Take it easy, we’ve ample time. Give me my potatoes and then
I will keep my mouth shut. Put some of my rations on one side for Elli. The political situation is very promising,
I’m extremely optimistic.”
Mr. Dussel:
“I must get my task for today, everything must be finished on time. Political situation ‘outschtänding’ and it is
‘eempossible’ that we’ll be caught.
“I, I, I …!”
Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 15 March, 1944
Dear Kitty, Phew! Oh dear; oh dear—released from the somber scenes for a moment! Today I hear nothing but
“if this or that should happen, then we are going to be in difficulties … if he or she should become ill, then we’ll
be completely isolated, and then if …”
Enfin, I expect you know the rest, at least I presume you know the “Secret Annexers” well enough by this time
to be able to guess the trend of their conversations.
The reason for all this “if, if” is that Mr. Kraler has been called up to go digging. Elli has a streaming cold and
will probably have to stay at home tomorrow. Miep hasn’t fully recovered from her flu yet, and Koophuis has had
such bad hemorrhage of the stomach that he lost consciousness. What a tale of woe!
The warehouse people are getting a free day tomorrow; Elli can stay at home, then the door will remain locked
and we shall have to be as quiet as mice, so that the neighbors don’t hear us. Henk is coming to visit the deserted
ones at one o’clock—playing the role of zoo-keeper, as it were. For the first time in ages he told us something
about the great wide world this afternoon. You should have seen the eight of us sitting around him; it looked
exactly like a picture of grandmother telling a story. He talked nineteen to the dozen to his grateful audience about
food, of course, and then Miep’s doctor, and everything that we asked about.
“Doctor,” he said, “don’t talk to me about the doctor! I rang him up this morning, had his assistant on the
phone and asked for a prescription for flu. The reply was that I could come and get the prescription any time
between eight and nine in the morning. If you have a very bad attack of flu, the doctor comes to the telephone
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himself and says ‘Put out your tongue, say Aah, I can hear all right that your throat is inflamed. I’ll write out a
prescription for you to order from the chemist. Good-by.’ And that’s that.” A fine practice that, run by telephone
only.
But I don’t want to criticize the doctors; after all, a person has but two hands, and in these days there’s an
abundance of patients and very few doctors to cope with them. Still, we couldn’t help laughing when Henk
repeated the telephone conversation to us.
I can just imagine what a doctor’s waiting room must look like nowadays. One doesn’t look down on panel
patients\fn{Patients registered in a district as being treated in conformity with the provisions of a country’s National Insurance Act } any
more, but on the people with minor ailments, and thinks:
“Hi, you, what are you doing here, end of the line, please; urgent cases have priority!”
Yours, Anne
Thursday, 16 March, 1944
Dear Kitty, The weather is lovely, superb, I can’t describe it; I’m going up to the attic in a minute. Now I know
why I’m so much more restless than Peter. He has his own room where he can work, dream, think, and sleep. I am
shoved about from one corner to another. I hardly spend any time in my “double” room and yet it’s something I
long for so much. That is the reason too why I so frequently escape to the attic. There, and with you, I can be
myself for a while, just a little while. Still, I don’t want to moan about myself, on the contrary, I want to be brave.
Thank goodness the others can’t tell what my inward feelings are, except that I’m growing cooler towards
Mummy daily, I’m not so affectionate to Daddy and don’t tell Margot a single thing. I’m completely closed up.
Above all, I must maintain my outward reserve, no one must know that war still reigns incessantly within. War
between desire and common sense. The latter has won up till now; yet will the former prove to be the stronger of
the two? Sometimes I fear that it will and sometimes I long for it to be!
Oh, it is so terribly difficult never to say anything to Peter, but I know that the first to begin must be he; there’s
so much I want to say and do, I’ve lived it all in my dreams, it is so hard to find that yet another day has gone by,
and none of it comes true! Yes, Kitty, Anne is a crazy child, but I do live in crazy times and under still crazier
circumstances.
But, still, the brightest spot of all is that at least I can write down my thoughts and feelings, otherwise I would
be absolutely stifled! I wonder what Peter thinks about all these things? I keep hoping that I can talk about it to
him one day. There must be something he has guessed about me, because he certainly can’t love the outer Anne,
which is the one he knows so far.
How can he, who loves peace and quiet, have any liking for all my bustle and din? Can he possibly be the first
and only one to have looked through my concrete armor? And will it take him long to get there? Isn’t there an old
saying that love often springs from pity, or that the two go hand in hand? Is that the case with me too? Because
I’m often just as sorry for him as I am for myself.
I really don’t honestly know how to begin, and however would he be able to, when he finds talking so much
more difficult than I do? If only I could write to him, then at least I would know that he would grasp what I want
to say, because it’s so terribly difficult to put it into words!
Yours, Anne
Friday, 17 March, 1944
Dear Kitty, A sigh of relief has gone through the “Secret Annexe.” Kraler has been exempted from digging by
the Court. Elli has given her nose a talking to and strictly forbidden it to be a nuisance to her today. So everything
is all right again, except that Margot and I are getting a bit tired of our parents. Don’t misunderstand me, I can’t
get on well with Mummy at the moment, as you know. I still love Daddy just as much, and Margot loves Daddy
and Mummy, but when you are as old as we are, you do want to decide just a few things for yourself, you want to
be independent sometimes.
If I go upstairs, then I’m asked what I’m going to do, I’m not allowed salt with my food, every evening
regularly at a quarter past eight Mummy asks whether I ought not to start undressing, every book I read must be
inspected. I must admit that they are not at all strict, and I’m allowed to read nearly everything, and yet we are
both sick of all the remarks plus all the questioning that go on the whole day long.
Something else, especially about me, that doesn’t please them: I don’t feel like giving lots of kisses any more
and I think fancy nicknames are terribly affected. In short. I’d really like to be rid of them for a while. Margot said
last evening,
“I think it’s awfully annoying, the way they ask if you’ve got a headache, or whether you don’t feel well, if
you happen to give a sigh and put your hand to your head!”
483

It is a great blow to us both, suddenly to realize how little remains of the confidence and harmony that we
used to have at home. And it’s largely due to the fact that we’re all “skew-wiff” here. By this I mean that we are
treated as children over outward things, and we are much older than most girls of our age inwardly. .
Although I’m only fourteen, I know quite well what I want, I know who is right and who is wrong, I have my
opinions, my own ideas and principles, and although it may sound pretty mad from an adolescent, I feel more of a
person than a child, I feel quite independent of anyone.
I know that I can discuss things and argue better than Mummy, I know I’m not so prejudiced, I don’t
exaggerate so much, I am more precise and adroit and because of this—you may laugh—I feel superior to her
over a great many things. If I love anyone, above all I must have admiration for them, admiration and respect.
Everything would be all right if only I had Peter, for I do admire him in many ways. He is such a nice, goodlooking boy!
Yours, Anne
Sunday, 19 March, 1944
Dear Kitty, Yesterday was a great day for me. I had decided to talk things out with Peter. Just as we were going
to sit down to supper I whispered to him,
“Are you going to do shorthand this evening, Peter?”
“No,” was his reply.
“Then I’d just like to talk to you later!”
He agreed. After the dishes were done, I stood by the window in his parents’ room awhile for the look of
things, but it wasn’t long before I went to Peter. He was standing on the left side of the open window, I went and
stood on the right side, and we talked. It was much easier to talk beside the open window in semidarkness than in
bright light, and I believe Peter felt the same.
We told each other so much, so very, very much, that I can’t repeat it all, but it was lovely; the most wonderful
evening I have ever had in the “Secret Annexe.” I will just tell you briefly the various things we talked about. First
we talked about the quarrels and how I regard them quite differently now, and then about the estrangement
between us and our parents. I told Peter about Mummy and Daddy, and Margot, and about myself. At one moment
he asked,
“I suppose you always give each other a good night kiss, don’t you?”
“One, dozens, why, don’t you?”
“No, I have hardly ever kissed anyone.”
“Not even on your birthday?”
“Yes, I have then.”
We talked about how we neither of us confide in our parents, and how his parents would have loved to have his
confidence, but that he didn’t wish it. How I cry my heart out in bed, and he goes up into the loft and swears. How
Margot and I really only know each other well for a little while, but that, even so, we don’t tell each other
everything, because we are always together. Over every imaginable thing—oh, he was just as I thought!
Then we talked about 1942, how different we were then. We just don’t recognize ourselves as the same people
any more. How we simply couldn’t bear each other in the beginning. He thought I was much too talkative and
unruly, and I soon came to the conclusion that I’d no time for him. I couldn’t understand why he didn’t flirt with
me, but now I’m glad. He also mentioned how much he isolated himself from us all. I said that there was not
much difference between my noise and his silence. That I love peace and quiet too, and have nothing for myself
alone, except my diary. How glad he is that my parents have children here, and that I’m glad he is here. That I
understand his reserve now and his relationship with his parents, and how I would love to be able to help him.
“You always do help me,” he said.
“How?” I asked, very surprised.
“By your cheerfulness.”
That was certainly the loveliest thing he said. It was wonderful, he must have grown to love me as a friend, and
that is enough for the time being.
I am so grateful and happy, I just can’t find the words. I must apologize, Kitty, that my style is not up to
standard today. I have just written down what came into my head. I have the feeling now that Peter and I share a
secret. If he looks at me with those eyes that laugh and wink, then it’s just as if a little light goes on inside me. I
hope it will remain like this and that we may have many, many more glorious times together!
Your grateful, happy Anne
Monday, 20 March, 1944
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Dear Kitty, This morning Peter asked me if I would come again one evening, and said that I really didn’t
disturb him, and if there’s room for one there’s room for two. I said that I couldn’t come every evening, because
they wouldn’t like it downstairs, but he thought that I needn’t let that bother me. Then I said that I would love to
come one Saturday evening and especially asked him to warn me when there was a moon.
“Then we’ll go downstairs,” he answered, “and look at the moon from there.”
In the meantime a little shadow has fallen on my happiness. I’ve thought for a long time that Margot liked
Peter quite a lot too. How much she loves him I don’t know, but I think it’s wretched. I must cause her terrible
pain each time I’m with Peter, and the funny part of it is that she hardly shows it.
I know quite well that I’d be desperately jealous, but Margot only says that I needn’t pity her.
“I think it’s so rotten that you should be the odd one out,” I added.
“I’m used to that,” she answered, somewhat bitterly.
I don’t dare tell Peter this yet, perhaps later on, but we’ve got to talk about so many other things first.
I had a little ticking off yesterday evening from Mummy, which I certainly deserved. I mustn’t overdo my
indifference towards her. So in spite of everything, I must try once again to be friendly and keep my observations
to myself.
Even Pim is different lately. He is trying not to treat me as such a child, and it makes him much too cool. See
what comes of it!
Enough for now, I’m full to the brim with Peter and can do nothing but look at him!
Evidence of Margot’s goodness: I received this today,
March 20th, 1944
Anne, when 1 said yesterday that I was not jealous of you I was only fifty per cent honest. It is like this; I’m jealous
of neither you nor Peter. I only feel a bit sorry that I haven’t found anyone yet, and am not likely to for the time being,
with whom I can discuss my thoughts and feelings. But I should not grudge it to you for that reason. One misses
enough here anyway, things that other people just take for granted.
On the other hand, I know for certain that I would never have got so far with Peter, anyway, because I have the
feeling that if I wished to discuss a lot with anyone, I should want to be on rather intimate terms with him. I would want
to have the feeling that he understood me through and through without my having to say much. But for that reason it
would have to be someone whom I felt was my superior intellectually, and that is not the case with Peter.
But I can imagine it being so with you and Peter.
You are not doing me out of anything which is my due; do not reproach yourself in the least on my account. You and
Peter can only gain by the friendship.

My reply:
Dear Margot,
I thought your letter was exceptionally sweet, but I still don’t feel quite happy about it and nor do I think that I shall.
At present there is no question of such confidence as you have in mind between Peter and myself, but in the twilight
beside an open window you can say more to each other than in brilliant sunshine. Also it’s easier to whisper your
feelings than to trumpet them forth out loud. I believe that you are beginning to feel a kind of sisterly affection for
Peter, and that you would love to help him, just as much as I. Perhaps you will still be able to do that sometime,
although that is not the kind of confidence we have in mind. I think it must come from both sides, and I believe that’s
the reason why Daddy and I have never got so far.
Let’s not talk about it any more; but if you still want anything please write to me about it, because I can say what I
mean much better on paper. You don’t know how much I admire you, and I only hope that I may yet acquire some of
the goodness that you and Daddy have, because now I don’t see much difference between you and Daddy in that sense.
Yours, Anne

Wednesday, 22 March, 1944
Dear Kitty, I received this from Margot last evening:
Dear Anne,
After your letter yesterday I have the unpleasant feeling that you will have prickings of conscience when you visit
Peter; but really there is no reason for this. In my heart of hearts I feel that I have the right to share mutual confidence
with someone, but I could not bear Peter in that role yet.
However, I do feel just as you say, that Peter is a bit like a brother, but—a younger brother; we have put out feelers
towards each other, the affection of a brother and sister might grow if they touched, perhaps they will later—perhaps
never; however, it has certainly not reached that stage yet.
Therefore you really needn’t pity me. Now that you’ve found companionship, enjoy it as much as you can.
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In the meantime it is getting more and more wonderful here. I believe, Kitty, that we may have a real great love
in the “Secret Annexe.” Don’t worry, I’m not thinking of marrying him. I don’t know what he will be like when
he grows up, nor do I know whether we should ever love each other enough to marry. I know now that Peter loves
me, but just how I myself don’t know yet. Whether he only wants a great friend, or whether I attract him as a girl
or as a sister, I can’t yet discover.
When he said that I always helped him over his parents’ quarrels, I was awfully glad; it was one step towards
making me believe in his friendship. I asked him yesterday what he would do if there were a dozen Annes here
who always kept coming to him. His reply was,
“If they were all like you, it certainly wouldn’t be too bad!”
He’s tremendously hospitable towards me and I really believe he likes to see me. Meanwhile he is working
diligently at his French, even when he’s in bed, going on until a quarter past ten. Oh, when I think about Saturday
evening and recall it all, word for word, then for the first time I don’t feel discontented about myself; I mean that I
would still say exactly the same and wouldn’t wish to change anything, as is usually the case.
He is so handsome, both when he laughs and when he looks quietly in front of him; he is such a darling and so
good. I believe what surprised him most about me was when he discovered that I’m not a bit the superficial
worldly Anne that I appear, but just as dreamy a specimen, with just as many difficulties as he himself.
Yours, Anne
Reply:
Dear Margot,
I think the best thing we can do is simply to wait and see what happens. It can’t be very long before Peter and I
come to a definite decision, either to go on as before or be different. Just which way it will go I don’t know myself, and
I don’t bother to look beyond my own nose. But I shall certainly do one thing, if Peter and I decide to be friends, I shall
tell him that you are very fond of him too and would always be prepared to help him should the need arise
The latter may not be what you wish, but I don’t care now; I don’t know what Peter thinks about you, but I shall ask
him then.
I’m sure it’s not bad—the opposite! You are always welcome to join us in the attic, or wherever we are; you honestly
won’t disturb us because I feel we have a silent agreement to talk only in the evenings when it’s dark.
Keep your courage up! Like I do. Although it’s not always easy your time may come sooner than you think.
Yours, Anne

Thursday, 23 March, 1944
Dear Kitty, Things are running more or less normally again now. Our coupon men are out of prison again,
thank goodness!
Miep returned yesterday. Elli is better, although she still has a cough; Koophuis will have to stay at home for a
long time still.
A plane crashed near here yesterday; the occupants were able to jump out in time by parachute. The machine
crashed onto a school, but there were no children there at the time. The result was a small fire and two people
killed. The Germans shot at the airmen terribly as they were coming down. The Amsterdammers who saw it
nearly exploded with rage and indignation at the cowardliness of such a deed. We—I’m speaking of the ladies—
nearly jumped out of our skins, I loathe the blasted shooting.
I often go upstairs after supper nowadays and take a breath of the fresh evening air. I like it up there, sitting on
a chair beside him and looking outside.
Van Daan and Dussel make very feeble remarks when I disappear into his room;
“Anne’s second home,” they call it, or
“Is it suitable for young gentlemen to receive young girls in semidarkness?”
Peter shows amazing wit in his replies to these so-called humorous sallies. For that matter, Mummy too is
somewhat curious and would love to ask what we talk about, if she wasn’t secretly afraid of being snubbed. Peter
says it’s nothing but envy on the part of the grownups, because we are young and we don’t pay much attention to
their spitefulness. Sometimes he comes and gets me from downstairs, but he turns simply scarlet in spite of all
precautions, and can hardly get the words out of his mouth. How thankful I am that I don’t blush, it must be a
highly unpleasant sensation. Daddy always says I’m prudish and vain but that’s not true, I’m just simply vain! I
have not often had anyone tell me I was pretty. Except a boy at school, who said I looked so attractive when I
laughed. Yesterday I received a genuine compliment from Peter, and just for fun I will tell you roughly how the
conversation went: Peter so often used to say,
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“Do laugh, Anne!” This struck me as odd, and I asked,
“Why must I always laugh?”
“Because I like it; you get such dimples in your cheeks when you laugh; how do they come, actually?”
“I was born with them. I’ve got one in my chin too. That’s my only beauty!”
“Of course not, that’s not true.”
“Yes, it is, I know quite well that I’m not a beauty; I never have been and never shall be.”
“I don’t agree at all, I think you’re pretty.”
“That’s not true.”
“If I say so, then you can take it from me it is!” Then I naturally said the same of him.
I hear a lot from all sides about the sudden friendship. We don’t take much notice of all this parental chatter,
their remarks are so feeble. Have the two sets of parents forgotten their own youth? It seems like it, at least they
seem to take us seriously, if we make a joke, and laugh at us when we are serious.
Yours, Anne
Monday, 27 March, 1944
Dear Kitty, One very big chapter of our history in hiding should really be about politics, but as this subject
doesn’t interest me personally very much, I’ve rather let it go. So for once I will devote my whole letter to politics
today.
It goes without saying that there are very many different. opinions on this topic, and it’s even more logical that
it should be a favorite subject for discussion in such critical times, but—it’s just simply stupid that there should be
so many quarrels over it. They may speculate, laugh, abuse, and grumble, let them do what they will, as long as
they stew in their own juice and don’t quarrel, because the consequences are usually unpleasant.
The people from outside bring with them a lot of news that is not true; however, up till now our radio set hasn’t
lied to us. Henk, Miep, Koophuis, Elli, and Kraler all show ups and downs in their political moods, Henk least of
all.
Political feeling here in the “Secret Annexe” is always about the same. During the countless arguments over
invasion, air raids, speeches, etc., etc., one also always hears the countless cries of “impossible,” or
“Um Gottes Willen, if they are going to start now however long is it going to last?”
“It’s going splendidly, first class, good!”
Optimists and pessimists, and, above all, don’t let’s forget the realists who give their opinions with untiring
energy and, just as with everything else, each one thinking he is right. It annoys a certain lady that her spouse has
such unparalleled faith in the British, and a certain gentleman attacks his lady because of her teasing and
disparaging remarks about his beloved nation.
They never seem to tire of it. I have discovered something—the effects are stupendous, just like pricking
someone with a pin and waiting to see how they jump. This is what I do: begin on politics. One question, one
word, one sentence, and at once they’re off!
Just as if the German Wehrmacht news bulletins and the English B.B.C. were not enough, they have now
introduced “Special Air-Raid Announcements.” In one word, magnificent; but on the other hand often
disappointing too. The British are making a non-stop business of their air attacks, with the same zest as the
Germans make a business of lying. The radio therefore goes on early in the morning and is listened to at all hours
of the day, until nine, ten, and often eleven o’clock in the evening.
This is certainly a sign that the grownups have infinite patience, but it also means the power of absorption of
their brains is pretty limited, with exceptions, of course—I don’t want to hurt anyone’s feelings. One or two news
bulletins would be ample per day! But the old geese, well—I’ve said my piece!
Arbeiter-Programm, Radio Oranje, Frank Phillips or Her Majesty Queen Wilhelmina,\fn{ Head of the Dutch
government in exile in London} they each get their turn, and an ever attentive ear. And if they are not eating or
sleeping, then they’re sitting around the radio and discussing food, sleep, and politics.
Ugh! It gets so boring, and it’s quite a job not to become a dull old stick oneself. Politics can’t do much more
harm to the parents!
I must mention one shining exception—a speech by our beloved Winston Churchill is quite perfect.
Nine o’clock on Sunday evening. The teapot stands, with the cozy over it, on the table, and the guests come in.
Dussel next to the radio on the left, Mr. Van Daan in front of it, with Peter beside him. Mummy next to Mr. Van
Daan and Mrs. Van Daan behind him, and Pim at the table, Margot and I beside. I see I haven’t described very
clearly how we sit. The gentlemen puff away at their pipes, Peter’s eyes are popping out of his head with the
strain of listening, Mummy wearing a long dark negligée, and Mrs. Van Daan trembling because of the planes,
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which take no notice of the speech but fly blithely on towards Essen, Daddy sipping tea, Margot and I united in a
sisterly fashion by the sleeping Mouschi, who is monopolizing both our knees. Margot’s hair is in curlers, I am
wearing a nightdress, which is much too small, too narrow, and too short.
It all looks so intimate, snug, peaceful, and this time it is, too; yet I await the consequences with horror. They
can hardly wait till the end of the speech, stamping their feet, so impatient are they to get down to discussing it.
Brr, brr, brr—they egg each other on until the arguments lead to discord and quarrels.
Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 28 March, 1944
Dearest Kitty, I could write a lot more about politics, but I have heaps, of other things to tell you today. First,
Mummy has more or less forbidden me to go upstairs so often, because, according to her, Mrs. Van Daan is
jealous. Secondly, Peter has invited Margot to join us upstairs; I don’t know whether it’s just out of politeness or
whether he really means it. Thirdly, I went and asked Daddy if he thought I need pay any regard to Mrs. Van
Daan’s jealousy, and he didn’t think so. What next? Mummy is cross, perhaps jealous too. Daddy doesn’t grudge
us these times together, and thinks it’s nice that we get on so well. Margot is fond of Peter too, but feels that two’s
company and three’s a crowd.
Mummy thinks that Peter is in love with me; quite frankly, I only wish he were, then we’d be quits and really
be able to get to know each other. She also says that he keeps on looking at me. Now, I suppose that’s true, but
still I can’t help it if he looks at my dimples and we wink at each other occasionally, can I?
I’m in a very difficult position. Mummy is against me and I’m against her, Daddy closes his eyes and tries not
to see the silent battle between us. Mummy is sad, because she does really love me, while I’m not in the least bit
sad, because I don’t think she understands. And Peter—I don’t want to give Peter up, he’s such a darling. I admire
him so; it can grow into something beautiful between us; why do the “old ’uns” have to poke their noses in all the
time? Luckily I’m quite used to hiding my feelings and I manage extremely well not to let them see how mad I
am about him. Will he ever say anything? Will I ever feel his cheek against mine, like I felt Peters cheek in my
dream? Oh, Peter and Petel, you are one and the same! They don’t understand us; won’t they ever grasp that we
are happy, just sitting together and not saying a word. They don’t understand what has driven us together like this.
Oh, when will all these difficulties be overcome? And yet it is good to overcome them, because then the end will
be all the more wonderful. When he lies with his head on his arm with his eyes closed, then he is still a child;
when he plays with Boche, he is loving; when he carries potatoes or anything heavy, then he is strong; when he
goes and watches the shooting, or looks for burglars in the darkness, then he is brave; and when he is so awkward
and clumsy, then he is just a pet.
I like it much better if he explains something to me than when I have to teach him; I would really adore him to
be my superior in almost everything.
What do we care about the two mothers? Oh, but if only he would speak!
Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 29 March, 1944
Dear Kitty, Bolkestein, an M.P., was speaking on the Dutch News from London, and he said that they ought to
make a collection of diaries and letters after the war. Of course, they all made a rush at my diary immediately. Just
imagine how interesting it would be if I were to publish a romance of the “Secret Annexe.”\fn{ The original title of this
diary was Het Achterhuis, for which there is no exact translation into English, the closest being The Secret Annexe} The title alone
would be enough to make people think it was a detective story. But, seriously, it would seem quite funny ten years
after the war if we Jews were to tell how we lived and what we ate and talked about here. Although I tell you a lot,
still, even so, you only know very little of our lives.
How scared the ladies are during the air raids. For instance, on Sunday, when 350 British planes dropped half a
million kilos of bombs on Ijmuiden,\fn{ A small city about 15 miles from Amsterdam. } how the houses trembled like a
wisp of grass in the wind, and who knows how many epidemics now rage. You don’t know anything about all
these things, and I would need to keep on writing the whole day if I were to tell you everything in detail. People
have to line up for vegetables and all kinds of other things; doctors are unable to visit the sick, because if they turn
their backs on their cars for a moment, they are stolen; burglaries and thefts abound, so much so that you wonder
what has taken hold of the Dutch for them suddenly to have become such thieves. Little children of eight and
eleven years break the windows of people’s homes and steal whatever they can lay their hands on. No one dares to
leave his house unoccupied for five minutes, because if you go, your things go too. Every day there are
announcements in the newspapers offering rewards for the return of lost property, typewriters, Persian rugs,
electric clocks, cloth, etc., etc. Electric clocks in the streets are dismantled, public telephones are pulled to pieces
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—down to the last thread. Morale among the population can’t be good, the weekly rations are not enough to last
for two days except the coffee substitute. The invasion is a long time coming, and the men have to go to Germany.
The children are ill or undernourished, everyone is wearing old clothes and old shoes. A new sole costs 7.50
florins in the black market; moreover, hardly any of the shoemakers will accept shoe repairs or, if they do, you
have to wait months, during which time the shoes often disappear.
There’s one good thing in the midst of it all, which is that as the food gets worse and the measures against the
people more severe, so sabotage against the authorities steadily increases. The people in the food offices, the
police, officials, they all either work with their fellow citizens and help them or they tell tales on them and have
them sent to prison. Fortunately, only a small percentage of Dutch people are on the wrong side.
Yours, Anne
Friday, 31 March, 1944
Dear Kitty, Think of it, it’s still pretty cold, but most people have been without coal for about a month—
pleasant, eh! In general public feeling over the Russian front is optimistic again, because that is terrific! You know
I don’t write much about politics, but I must just tell you where they\fn{ The Russian armed forces} are now; they are
right by the Polish border and have reached the Pruth near Rumania. They are close to Odessa. Every evening
here they expect an extra communique from Stalin.
They fire off so many salvos in Moscow to celebrate their victories that the city must rumble and shake just
about every day—whether they think it’s fun to pretend that the war is close at hand again or that they know of no
other way of expressing their joy, I don’t know!
Hungary is occupied by German troops.\fn{ The Nazi regime occupied Hungary from March-October, 1944 } There are
still a million Jews there, so they too will have had it now.\fn{ Several hundred thousand Jews were deported to German
concentration camps and subsequently slaughtered; this was part of a general campaign against all dissidents in the country }
The chatter about Peter and me has calmed down a bit now. We are very good friends, are together a lot and
discuss every imaginable subject. It is awfully nice never to have to keep a check on myself as I would have to
with other boys, whenever we get on to precarious ground. We were talking, for instance, about blood and via that
subject we began talking about menstruation. He thinks we women are pretty tough. Why on earth? My life here
has improved, greatly improved. God has not left me alone and will not leave me alone.
Yours, Anne
Saturday, 1 April, 1944
Dear Kitty, And yet everything is still so difficult; I expect you cal1 guess what I mean, can’t you? I am so
longing for a kiss, the kiss that is so long in coming. I wonder if all the time he still regards me as a friend? Am I
nothing more?
You know and I know that I am strong, that I can carry most of my burdens alone. I have never been used to
sharing my troubles with anyone, I have never clung to my mother but now I would so love to lay my head on
“his” shoulder just once and remain still.
I can’t, I simply can’t ever forget that dream of Peter’s cheek, when it was all, all so good! Wouldn’t he long
for it too? Is it that he is just too shy to acknowledge his love? Why does he want me with him so often? Oh, why
doesn’t he speak?
I’d better stop, I must be quiet, I shall remain strong and with a bit of patience the other will come too, but—
and that is the worst of it—it looks just as if I’m running after him; I am always the one who goes upstairs, he
doesn’t come to me.
But that is just because of the rooms, and he is sure to understand the difficulty.
Oh, yes, and there’s more he’ll understand.
Yours, Anne
Monday, 3 April, 1944
Dear Kitty, Contrary to my usual custom, I will for once write more fully about food because it has become a
very difficult and important matter, not only here in the “Secret Annexe” but in the whole of Holland, all Europe,
and even beyond.
In the twenty-one months that we’ve spent here we have been through a good many “food cycles”—you’ll
understand what that means in a minute. When I talk of “food cycles” I mean periods in which one has nothing
else to eat but one particular dish or kind of vegetable. We had nothing but endive for a long time, day in, day out,
endive with sand, endive without sand, stew with endive, boiled or en casserole; then it was spinach, and after
that followed kohlrabi,\fn{A type of cabbage} salsify,\fn{A European herb with an edible root } cucumbers, tomatoes,
sauerkraut, etc., etc.
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For instance, it’s really disagreeable to eat a lot of sauerkraut for lunch and supper every day, but you do it if
you’re hungry. However, we have the most delightful period of all now, because we don’t get any fresh vegetables
at all. Our weekly menu for supper consists of kidney beans, pea soup, potatoes with dumplings, potato-chalet
and, by the grace of God, occasionally turnip tops or rotten carrots, and then the kidney beans once again. We eat
potatoes at every meal, beginning with breakfast, because of the bread shortage. We make our soup from kidney
or haricot beans, potatoes, Julienne soup in packets, French beans in packets, kidney beans in packets. Everything
contains beans, not to mention the bread!
In the evening we always have potatoes with gravy substitute and—thank goodness we’ve still got it—beetroot
salad. I must still tell you about the dumplings, which we make out of government flour, water, and yeast. They
are so sticky and tough, they lie like stones in one’s stomach—ah, well!
The great attraction each week is a slice of liver sausage, and jam on dry bread. But we’re still alive, and quite
often we even enjoy our poor meals.
Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 4 April, 1944
Dear Kitty, For a long time I haven’t had any idea of what I was working for any more; the end of the war is so
terribly far away, so unreal, like a fairy tale. If the war isn’t over by September, I shan’t go to school any more,
because I don’t want to be two years behind.
Peter filled my days—nothing but Peter, dreams and thoughts until Saturday, when I felt so utterly miserable;
oh, it was terrible. I was holding back my tears all the while I was with Peter, then laughed with Van Daan over
lemon punch, was cheerful and excited, but the moment I was alone I knew that I would have to cry my heart out.
So, clad in my nightdress, I let myself go and slipped down onto the floor. First I said my long prayer very
earnestly, then I cried with my head on my arms, my knees bent up, on the bare floor, completely folded up. One
large sob brought me back to earth again, and I quelled my tears because I didn’t want them to hear anything in
the next room. Then I began trying to talk some courage into myself. I could only say:
“I must, I must, I must …”
Completely stiff from the unnatural position, I fell against the side of the bed and fought on, until I climbed
into bed again just before half past ten. It was over!
And now it’s all over. I must work, so as not to be a: fool, to get on, to become a journalist, because that’s what
I want! I know that I can write, a couple of my stories are good, my descriptions of the “Secret Annexe” are
humorous, there’s a lot in my diary that speaks, but—whether I have real talent remains to be seen.
“Eva’s Dream” is my best fairy tale, and the queer thing about it is that I don’t know where it comes from.
Quite a lot of “Cady’s Life” is good too, but, on the whole, it’s nothing.
I am the best and sharpest critic of my own work. I know myself what is and what is not well written. Anyone
who doesn’t write doesn’t know how wonderful it is; I used to bemoan the fact that I couldn’t draw at all, but now
I am more than happy that I can at least write. And if I haven’t any talent for writing books or newspaper articles,
well, then I can always write for myself.
I want to get on; I can’t imagine that I would have to lead the same sort of life as Mummy and Mrs. Van Daan
and all the women who do their work and are then forgotten. I must have something besides a husband and
children, something that I can devote myself to!
I want to go on living even after my death! And therefore I am grateful to God for giving me this gift, this
possibility of developing myself and of writing, of expressing all that is in me.
I can shake off everything if I write; my sorrows disappear, my courage is reborn. But, and that is the great
question, will I ever be able to write anything great, will I ever become a journalist or a writer? I hope so, oh, I
hope so very much, for I can recapture everything when I write, my thoughts, my ideals and my fantasies.
I haven’t done anything more to “Cady’s Life” for ages; in my mind I know exactly how to go on, but
somehow it doesn’t flow from my pen. Perhaps I never shall finish it, it may land up in the wastepaper basket, or
the fire … that’s a horrible idea, but then I think to myself,
“At the age of fourteen and with so little experience, how can you write about philosophy?”
So I go on again with fresh courage; I think I shall succeed, because I want to write!
Yours, Anne
Thursday, 6 April, 1944
Dear Kitty, You asked me what my hobbies and interests were, so I want to reply. I warn you, however, that
there are heaps of them, so don’t get a shock!
First of all: writing, but that hardly counts as a hobby.
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Number two: family trees. I’ve been searching for family trees of the French, German, Spanish, English,
Austrian, Russian, Norwegian, and Dutch royal families in all the newspapers, books, and pamphlets I can find.
I’ve made great progress with a lot of them, as, for a long time already, I’ve been taking down notes from all the
biographies and history books that I read; I even copy out many passages of history.
My third hobby then is history, on which Daddy has already bought me a lot of books. I can hardly wait for the
day that I shall be able to comb through the books in a public library.
Number four is Greek and Roman mythology. I have various books about this too.
Other hobbies are film stars and family photos. Mad on books and reading. Have a great liking for history of
art, poets and painters. I may go in for music later on. I have a great loathing for algebra, geometry, and figures. I
enjoy all the other school subjects, but history above all!
Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 11 April, 1944
Dear Kitty, My head throbs, I honestly don’t know where to begin.
On Friday (Good Friday) we played Monopoly, Saturday, afternoon too. These days passed quickly and
uneventfully. On Sunday afternoon, on my invitation, Peter came to my room at half past four; at a quarter past
five we went to the front attic, where we remained until six o’clock. There was a beautiful Mozart concert on the
radio from six o’clock until a quarter past seven. I enjoyed it all very much, but especially the Kleine Nachtmusik.
I can hardly listen in the room because I’m always so inwardly stirred when I hear lovely music.
On Sunday evening Peter and I went to the front attic together and, in order to sit comfortably, we took with us
a few divan cushions that we were able to lay our hands on. We seated ourselves on one packing case. Both the
case and the cushions were very narrow, so we sat absolutely squashed together, leaning against other cases.
Mouschi kept us company too, so we weren’t unchaperoned.
Suddenly, at a quarter to nine, Mr. Van Daan whistled and asked if we had one of Dussel’s cushions. We both
jumped up and went downstairs with cushion, cat, and Van Daan.
A lot of trouble arose out of this cushion, because Dussel was annoyed that we had one of his cushions, one
that he used as a pillow. He was afraid that there might be fleas in it and made a great commotion about his
beloved cushion! Peter and I put two hard brushes in his bed as a revenge. We had a good laugh over this little
interlude!
Our fun didn’t last long. At half past nine Peter knocked softly on the door and asked Daddy if he would just
help him upstairs over a difficult English sentence.
“That’s a blind,” I said to Margot, “anyone could see through that one!”
I was right. They were in the act of breaking into the warehouse. Daddy, Van Daan, Dussel, and Peter were
downstairs in a flash. Margot, Mummy, Mrs. Van Daan, and I stayed upstairs and waited.
Four frightened women just have to talk, so talk we did, until we heard a bang downstairs. After that all was
quiet, the clock struck a quarter to ten. The color had vanished from our faces, we were still quiet, although we
were afraid. Where could the men be? What was that bang? Would they be fighting the burglars? Ten o’clock,
footsteps on the stairs: Daddy, white and nervous, entered, followed by Mr. Van Daan.
“Lights out, creep upstairs, we expect the police in the house!”
There was no time to be frightened: the lights went out, I quickly grabbed a jacket, and we were upstairs.
“What has happened? Tell us quickly!”
There was no one to tell us, the men having disappeared downstairs again. Only at ten past ten did they
reappear; two kept watch at Peter’s open window, the door to the landing was closed, the swinging cupboard shut.
We hung a jersey round the night light, and after that they told us:
Peter heard two loud bangs on the landing, ran downstairs, and saw there was a large plank out of the left half
of the door. He dashed upstairs, warned the “Home Guard” of the family, and the four of them proceeded
downstairs. When they entered the warehouse, the burglars were in the act of enlarging the hole. Without further
thought Van Daan shouted:
“Police!”
A few hurried steps outside, and the burglars had fled. In order to avoid the hole being noticed by the police, a
plank was put against it, but a good hard kick from outside sent it flying to the ground. The men were perplexed at
such impudence, and both Van Daan and Peter felt murder welling up within them; Van Daan beat on the ground
with a chopper, and all was quiet again. Once more they wanted to put the plank in front of the hole. Disturbance!
A married couple outside shone a torch through the opening, lighting up the whole warehouse.
“Hell!” muttered one of the men, and now they switched over from their role of police to that of burglars. The
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four of them sneaked upstairs, Peter quickly opened the doors and windows of the kitchen and private office,
flung the telephone onto the floor, and finally the four of them landed behind the swinging cupboard.
The married couple with the torch would probably have warned the police: it was Sunday evening, Easter
Sunday, no one at the office on Easter Monday, so none of us could budge until Tuesday morning. Think of it,
waiting in such fear for two nights and a day! No one had anything to suggest, so we simply sat there in pitchdarkness, because Mrs. Van Daan in her fright had unintentionally turned the lamp right out; talked in whispers,
and at every creak one heard
“Sh! Sh!”
It turned half past ten, eleven, but not a sound; Daddy and Van Daan joined us in turns. Then a quarter past
eleven, a bustle and noise downstairs. Everyone’s breath was audible, otherwise no one moved. Footsteps in the
house, in the private office, kitchen, then … on our staircase. No one breathed audibly now, footsteps on our
staircase, then a rattling of the swinging cupboard. This moment is indescribable.
“Now we are lost!” I said, and could see us all being taken away by the Gestapo that very night. Twice they
rattled at the cupboard, then there was nothing, the footsteps withdrew, we were saved so far. A shiver seemed to
pass from one to another, I heard someone’s teeth chattering, no one said a word.
There was not another sound in the house, but a light was burning on our landing, right in front of the
cupboard. Could that be because it was a secret cupboard? Perhaps the police had forgotten the light? Would
someone come back to put it out? Tongues loosened. there was no one in the house any longer, perhaps there was
someone on guard outside.
Next we did three things: we went over again what we supposed had happened, we trembled with fear, and we
had to go to the lavatory. The buckets were in the attic, so all we had was Peter’s tin wastepaper basket. Van Daan
went first, then Daddy, but Mummy was too shy to face it. Daddy brought the wastepaper basket into the room,
where Margot, Mrs. Van Daan, and I gladly made use of it. Finally Mummy decided to do so too. People kept on
asking for paper—fortunately I had some in my pocket!
The tin smelled ghastly, everything went on in a whisper, we were tired, it was twelve o’clock.
“Lie dawn on the floor then and sleep.”
Margot and I were each given a pillow and one blanket; Margot lying just near the store cupboard and between
the table legs. The smell wasn’t quite so bad when one was on the floor, but still Mrs. Van Daan quietly brought
some chlorine, a tea towel over the pot serving as a second expedient.
Talk, whispers, fear, stink, flatulation, and always someone on the pot; then try to go to sleep! However, by
half past two I was so tired that I knew no more until half past three. I awoke when Mrs. Van Daan laid her head
on my foot.
“For heaven’s sake, give me something to put on!” I asked.
I was given something, but don’t ask what—a pair of woolen knickers over my pajamas, a red jumper, and a
black skirt, white oversocks and a pair of sports stockings full of holes. Then Mrs. Van Daan sat in the chair and
her husband came and lay on my feet. I lay thinking till half past three, shivering the whole time, which prevented
Van Daan from sleeping. I prepared myself for the return of the police, then we’d have to say that we were in
hiding; they would either be good Dutch people, then we’d be saved, or N.S.B.-ers,\fn{ The Dutch National Socialist
Movement} then we’d have to bribe them!
“In that case, destroy the radio,” sighed Mrs. Van Daan.
“Yes, in the stove!” replied her husband. “If they find us, then let them find the radio as well!”
“Then they will find Anne’s diary,” added Daddy.
“Burn it then,” suggested the most terrified member of the party. This, and when the police rattled the
cupboard door, were my worst moments.
“Not my diary; if my diary goes, I go with it!” But luckily Daddy didn’t answer.
There is no object in recounting all the conversations that I can still remember; so much was said. I comforted
Mrs. Van Daan, who was very scared. We talked about escaping and being questioned by the Gestapo, about
ringing up, and being brave.
“We must behave like soldiers, Mrs. Van Daan. If all is up now, then let’s go for Queen and Country, for
freedom, truth, and the right, as they always say on the Dutch News from England. The only thing that is really
rotten is that we get a lot of other people into trouble too.”
Mr. Van Daan changed places again with his wife after an hour, and Daddy came and sat beside me. The men
smoked non-stop, now and then there was a deep sigh, then someone went on the pot and everything began all
over again.
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Four o’clock, five o’clock, half past five. Then I went and sat with Peter by his window and listened, so close
together that we could feel each other’s bodies quivering; we spoke a word or two now and then, and listened
attentively. In the room next door they took down the blackout. They wanted to call up Koophuis at seven o’clock
and get him to send someone around. Then they wrote down everything they wanted to tell Koophuis over the
phone. The risk that the police on guard at the door, or in the warehouse, might hear the telephone was very great,
but the danger of the police returning was even greater. The points were these:
Burglars broken in: police have been in the house, as far as the swinging cupboard, but no further.
Burglars apparently disturbed, forced open the door in the warehouse and escaped through the garden.
Main entrance bolted, Kraler must have used the second door when he left. The typewriters and adding
machine are safe in the black case in the private office.
Try to warn Henk and fetch the key from Elli, then go and look round the office—on the pretext of feeding the
cat.
Everything went according to plan. Koophuis was phoned, the typewriters which we had upstairs were put in
the case. Then we sat around the table again and waited for Henk or the police.
Peter had fallen asleep and Van Daan and I were lying on the floor, when we heard loud footsteps downstairs. I
got up quietly:
“That’s Henk.”
“No, no, it’s the police,” some of the others said. Someone knocked at the door, Miep whistled. This was too
much for Mrs. Van Daan, she turned as white as a sheet and sank limply into a chair; had the tension lasted one
minute longer she would have fainted.
Our room was a perfect picture when Miep and Henk entered, the table alone would have been worth
photographing! A copy of Cinema and Theater, covered with jam and a remedy for diarrhea, opened at a page of
dancing girls, two jam pots, two started loaves of bread, a mirror, comb, matches, ash, cigarettes, tobacco, ash
tray, books, a pair of pants, a torch, toilet paper, etc., etc., lay jumbled together in variegated splendor.
Of course Henk and Miep were greeted with shouts and tears. Henk mended the hole in the door with some
planks, and soon went off again to inform the police of the burglary. Miep had also found a letter under the
warehouse door from the night watchman Slagter, who had noticed the hole and warned the police, whom he
would also visit.
So we had half an hour to tidy ourselves. I’ve never seen such a change take place in half an hour. Margot and
I took the bedclothes downstairs, went to the W.C., washed, and did our teeth and hair. After that I tidied the room
a bit and went upstairs again. The table there was already cleared, so we ran off some water and made coffee and
tea, boiled the milk, and laid the table for lunch. Daddy and Peter emptied the potties and cleaned them with warm
water and chlorine.
At eleven o’clock we sat round the table with Henk, who was back by that time, and slowly things began to be
more normal and cozy again. Henk’s story was as follows:
Mr. Slagter was asleep, but his wife told Henk that her husband had found the hole in our door when he was
doing his tour round the canals, and that he had called a policeman, who had gone through the building with him.
He would be coming to see Kralez: on Tuesday and would tell him more then. At the police station they knew
nothing of the burglary yet, but the policeman had made a note of it at once and would come and look round on
Tuesday. On the way back Henk happened to meet our greengrocer at the corner, and told him that the house had
been broken into.
“I know that,” he said quite coolly. “I was passing last evening with my wife and saw the hole in the door. My
wife wanted to walk on, but I just had a look in with my torch; then the thieves cleared at once. To be on the safe
side, I didn’t ring up the police, as with you I didn’t think it was the thing to do. I don’t know anything, but I
guess a lot.”
Henk thanked him and went on. The man obviously guesses that we’re here, because he always brings the
potatoes during the lunch hour. Such a nice man!
It was one by the time Henk had gone and we’d finished doing the dishes. We all went for a sleep. I awoke at a
quarter to three and saw that Mr. Dussel had already disappeared. Quite by chance, and with my sleepy eyes, I ran
into Peter in the bathroom; he had just come down. We arranged to meet downstairs. I tidied myself and went
down.
“Do you still dare to go to the front attic?” he asked.
I nodded, fetched my pillow, and we went up to the attic. It was glorious weather, and soon the sirens were
wailing; we stayed where we were. Peter put his arm around my shoulder, and I put mine around his and so we
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remained, our arms around each other, quietly waiting until Margot came to fetch us for coffee at four o’clock.
We finished our bread, drank lemonade and joked (we were able to again), otherwise everything went
normally. In the evening I thanked Peter because he was the bravest of us all.
None of us has ever been in such danger as that night. God truly protected us; just think of it—the police at our
secret cupboard, the light on right in front of it, and still we remained undiscovered.
If the invasion comes, and bombs with it, then it is each man for himself, but in this case the fear was also for
our good, innocent protectors.
“We are saved, go on saving us!” That is all we can say.
This affair has brought quite a number of changes with it. Mr. Dussel no longer sits downstairs in Kraler’s
office in the evenings, but in the bathroom instead. Peter goes round the house for a checkup at half past eight and
half past nine. Peter isn’t allowed to have his window open at nights any more. No one is allowed to pull the plug
after half past nine. This evening there’s a carpenter coming to make the warehouse doors even stronger.
Now there are debates going on all the time in the “Secret Annexe.” Kraler reproached us for our carelessness.
Henk, too, said that in a case like that we must never go downstairs. We have been pointedly reminded that we are
in hiding, that we are Jews in chains, chained to one spot, without any rights, but with a thousand duties. We Jews
mustn’t show our feelings, must be brave and strong, must accept all inconveniences and not grumble, must do
what is within our power and trust in God. Sometime this terrible war will be over. Surely the time will come
when we are people again, and not just Jews.
Who has inflicted this upon us? Who has made us Jews different from all other people? Who has allowed us to
suffer so terribly up till now? It is God that has made us as we are, but it will be God, too, who will raise us up
again. If we bear all this suffering and if there are still Jews left, when it is over, then Jews, instead of being
doomed, will be held up as an example. Who knows, it might even be our religion from which the world and all
peoples learn good, and for that reason and that reason only do we have to suffer now. We can never become just
Netherlanders, or just English, or representatives of any country for that matter, we will always remain Jews, but
we want to, too.
Be brave! Let us remain aware of our task and not grumble, a solution will come, God has never deserted our
people. Right through the ages there have been Jews, through all the ages they have had to suffer, but it has made
them strong too; the weak fall, but the strong will remain and never go under!
During that night I really felt that I had to die, I waited for the police, I was prepared, as the soldier is on the
battlefield. I was eager to lay down my life for the country, but now, now I’ve been saved again, now my first
wish after the war is that I may become Dutch! I love the Dutch, I love this country, I love the language and want
to work here. And even if I have to write to the Queen myself, I will not give up until I have reached my goal.
I am becoming still more independent of my parents, young as I am, I face life with more courage than
Mummy; my feeling for justice is immovable, and truer than hers. I know what I want, I have a goal, an opinion, I
have a religion and love. Let me be myself and then I am satisfied. I know that I’m a woman, a woman with
inward strength and plenty of courage.
If God lets me live, I shall attain more than Mummy ever has done, I shall not remain insignificant, I shall
work in the world and for mankind!
And now I know that first and foremost I shall require courage and cheerfulness!
Yours, Anne
Friday, 14 April, 1944
Dear Kitty, The atmosphere here is still extremely strained.
Pim has just about reached boiling point. Mrs. Van Daan is in bed with a cold and trumpeting away. Mr. Van
Daan grows pale without his fags, Dussel, who is giving up a lot of his comfort, is full of observations, etc., etc.
There is no doubt that our luck’s not in at the moment. The lavatory leaks and the washer of the tap has gone,
but, thanks to our many connections, we shall soon be able to get these things put right.
I am sentimental sometimes, I know that, but there is occasion to be sentimental here at times, when Peter and
I are sitting somewhere together on a hard, wooden crate in the midst of masses of rubbish and dust, our arms
around each other’s shoulders, and very close, he with one of my curls in his hand; when the birds sing outside
and you see the trees changing to green, the sun invites one to be out in the open air, when the sky is so blue, then
—oh, then, I wish for so much!
One sees nothing but dissatisfied, grumpy faces here, nothing but sighs and suppressed complaints; it really
would seem as if suddenly we were very badly off here. If the truth is told, things are just as bad as you yourself
care to make them. There’s no one here that sets a good example; everyone should see that he gets the better of his
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own moods. Every day you hear,
“If only it was all over.”
My work, my hope, my love, my courage, all these things keep my head above water and keep me from
complaining.
I really believe, Kits, that I’m slightly bats today, and yet I don’t know why. Everything here is so mixed up,
nothing’s connected any more, and sometimes I very much doubt whether in the future anyone will be interested
in all my tosh.
“The unbosomings of an ugly duckling” will be the title of all this nonsense. My diary really won’t be much
use to Messrs. Bolkestein or Gerbrandy.”\fn{Two members of the Dutch wartime Cabinet-in-Exile in London}
Yours, Anne
Saturday, 15 April, 1944
Dear Kitty, “Shock upon shock. Will there ever be an end?” We honestly can ask ourselves that question now.
Guess what’s the latest. Peter forgot to unbolt the front door (which is bolted on the inside at night) and the lock
of the other door doesn’t work. The result was that Kraler and the men could not get into the house, so he went to
the neighbors, forced open the kitchen window, and entered the building from the back. He is livid at us for being
so stupid.
I can tell you, it’s upset Peter frightfully. At one meal, when Mummy said she felt more sorry for Peter than
anyone else, he almost started to cry. We’re all just as much to blame as he is, because nearly every day the men
ask whether the door’s been unbolted and, just today, no one did.
Perhaps I shall be able to console him a bit later on; I would so love to help him.
Yours, Anne
Sunday morning, just before eleven o’clock, 16 April, 1944
Darlingest Kitty, Remember yesterday’s date, for it is a very important day in my life. Surely it is a great day
for every girl when she receives her first kiss? Well, then, it is just as important for me too! Bram’s kiss on my
right cheek doesn’t count any more, likewise the one from Mr. Walker on my right hand.
How did I suddenly come by this kiss? Well, I will tell you. Yesterday evening at eight o’clock I was sitting
with Peter on his divan, it wasn’t long before his arm went round me.
“Let’s move up a bit,” I said, “then I don’t bump my head against the cupboard.” He moved up, almost into the
corner, I laid my arm under his and across his back, and he just about buried me, because his arm was hanging on
my shoulder.
Now we’ve sat like this on other occasions, but never so close together as yesterday. He held me firmly against
him, my left shoulder against his chest; already my heart began to beat faster, but we had not finished yet. He
didn’t rest until my head was on his shoulder and his against it. When I sat upright again after about five minutes,
he soon took my head in his hands and laid it against him once more.
Oh, it was so lovely, I couldn’t talk much, the joy was too great. He stroked my cheek and arm a bit
awkwardly, played with my curls and our heads lay touching most of the time. I can’t tell you, Kitty, the feeling
that ran through me all the while. I was too happy for words, and I believe he was as well.
We got up at half past eight. Peter put on his gym shoes, so that when he toured the house he wouldn’t make a
noise, and I stood beside him. How it came about so suddenly, I don’t know, but before we went downstairs he
kissed me, through my hair, half on my left cheek, half on my ear; I tore downstairs without looking round, and
am simply longing for today!
Yours, Anne
Monday, 17 April, 1944
Dear Kitty, Do you think that Daddy and Mummy would approve of my sitting and kissing a boy on a divan—
a boy of seventeen and a half and a girl of just under fifteen? I don’t really think they would, but I must rely on
myself over this. It is so quiet and peaceful to lie in his arms and to dream, it is so thrilling to feel his cheek
against mine, it is so lovely to know that there is someone waiting for me. But there is indeed a big “but,” because
will Peter be content to leave it at this? I haven’t forgotten his promise already, but … he is a boy!
I know myself that I’m starting very soon, not even fifteen, and so independent already! It’s certainly hard for
other people to understand, I know almost for certain that Margot would never kiss a boy unless there had been
some talk of an engagement or marriage, but neither Peter nor I have anything like that in mind. I’m sure too that
Mummy never touched a man before Daddy. What would my girl friends say about it if they knew that I lay in
Peter’s arms, my heart against his chest, my head on his shoulder and with his head against mine!
Oh, Anne, how scandalous! But honestly, I don’t think it is; we are shut up here, shut away from the world, in
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fear and anxiety, especially just lately. Why, then, should we who love each other remain apart? Why should we
wait until we’ve reached a suitable age? Why should we bother?
I have taken it upon myself to look after myself; he would never want to cause me sorrow or pain. Why
shouldn’t I follow the way my heart leads me, if it makes us both happy? All the same, Kitty, I believe you can
sense that I’m in doubt, I think it must be my honesty which rebels against doing anything on the sly! Do you
think it’s my duty to tell Daddy what I’m doing? Do you think we should share our secret with a third person? A
lot of the beauty would be lost, but would my conscience feel happier? I will discuss it with “him.”
Oh, yes, there’s still so much I want to talk to him about, for I don’t see the use of only just cuddling each
other. To exchange our thoughts, that shows confidence and faith in each other, we would both be sure to profit by
it!
Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 18 April, 1944
Dear Kitty, Everything goes well here. Daddy’s just said that he definitely expects large-scale operations to
take place before the twentieth of May, both in Russia and Italy, and also in the West; I find it more and more
difficult to imagine our liberation from here.
Yesterday Peter and I finally got down to our talk, which had already been put off for at least ten days. I
explained everything about girls to him and didn’t hesitate to discuss the most intimate things. The evening ended
by each giving the other a kiss, just about beside my mouth, it’s really a lovely feeling.
Perhaps I’ll take my diary up there sometime, to go more deeply into things for once. I don’t get any
satisfaction out of lying in each other’s arms day in, day out, and would so like to feel that he’s the same.
We are having a superb spring after our long, lingering winter; April is really glorious, not too hot and not too
cold, with little showers now and then. Our chestnut tree is already quite greenish and you can even see little
blooms here and there.
Elli gave us a treat on Saturday, by bringing four bunches of flowers, three bunches of narcissus and one of
grape hyacinths, the latter being for me.
I must do some algebra, Kitty—good-by.
Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 19 April, 1944
My darling, Is there anything more beautiful in the world than to sit before an open window and enjoy nature,
to listen to the birds singing, feel the sun on your cheeks and have a darling boy in your arms? It is so soothing
and peaceful to feel his arms around me, to know that he is close by and yet to remain silent, it can’t be bad, for
this tranquillity is good. Oh, never to be disturbed again, not even by Mouschi.
Yours, Anne
Friday, 21 April, 1944
Dear Kitty, Yesterday afternoon I was lying in bed with a sore throat, but since I was already bored on the first
day and did not have a temperature, I got up again today. It’s the eighteenth birthday of Her Royal Highness
Princess Elizabeth of York. The B.B.C. has said that she will not be declared of age yet, though it’s usually the
case with royal children. We have been asking ourselves what prince this beauty is going to marry, but cannot
think of anyone suitable. Perhaps her sister, Princess Margaret Rose, can have Prince Baudouin of Belgium one
day.
Here we are having one misfortune after another. Scarcely had the outside doors been strengthened than the
warehouse man appeared again. In all probability it was he who stole the potato meal and wants to put the blame
on to Elli’s shoulders. The whole “Secret Annexe” is understandably het up again. Elli is beside herself with
anger.
I want to send in to some paper or other to see if they will take one of my stories, under a pseudonym, of
course. Till next time, darling!
Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 25 April, 1944
Dear Kitty, Dussel has not been on speaking terms with Van Daan for ten days and just because, ever since the
burglary, a whole lot of fresh security measures have been made that don’t suit him. He maintains that Van Daan
has been shouting at him.
“Everything here happens upside down,” he told me. “I am going to speak to your father about it.”
He is not supposed to sit in the office downstairs on Saturday afternoons and Sundays any more, but he goes
on doing it just the same. Van Daan was furious and Father went downstairs to talk to him. Naturally, he kept on
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inventing excuses, but this time he could not get around even Father. Father now talks to him as little as possible,
as Dussel has insulted him. None of us know in what way, but it must have been very bad.
I have written a lovely story called “Blurr, the Explorer,” which pleased the three to whom I read it very much.
Yours, Anne
Thursday, 27 April, 1944
Dear Kitty, Mrs. Van Daan was in such a bad mood this morning, nothing but complaints! First, there’s her
cold, and she can’t get any lozenges, and so much nose-blowing is unendurable. Next, it’s that the sun’s not
shining, that the invasion doesn’t come, that we can’t look out of the windows, etc., etc. We all had to laugh at
her; and she was sporting enough to join in. At the moment I’m reading The Emperor Charles V, written by a
professor at Gottingen University; he worked at the book for forty years. I read fifty pages in five days; it’s
impossible to do more. The book has 598 pages, so now you can work out how long it will take me—and there is
a second volume to follow. But very interesting.
What doesn’t a schoolgirl get to know in a single day! Take me, for example. First, I translated a piece from
Dutch into English, about Nelson’s last battle. After that, I went through some more of Peter the Great’s war
against Norway (1700-1721), Charles XII, Augustus the Strong, Stanislavs Leczinsky, Mazeppa, Von Gorz,
Brandenburg, Pomerania and Denmark, plus the usual dates.
After that I landed up in Brazil, read about Bahia tobacco, the abundance of coffee and the one and a half
million inhabitants of Rio de Janeiro, of Pernambuco and Sao Paulo, not forgetting the river Amazon; about
Negroes, Mulattos, Mestizos, Whites, more than fifty per cent of the population being illiterate, and the malaria.
As there was still some time left, I quickly ran through a family tree. Jan the Elder, Willem Lodewijk, Ernst
Casimir I, Hendrik Casimir I, right up to the little Margriet Franciska (born in 1943 in Ottawa).
Twelve o’clock: In the attic, I continued my program with the history of the Church—Phew! Till one o’clock.
Just after two, the poor child sat working (‘hm, ‘hm!) again, this time studying narrow- and broad-nosed
monkeys. Kitty, tell me quickly how many toes a hippopotamus has! Then followed the Bible, Noah and the Ark,
Shem, Ham, and Japheth. After that Charles V. Then with Peter: The Colonel, in English by Thackeray. Heard my
French verbs and then compared the Mississippi with the Missouri.
I’ve still got a cold and have given it to Margot as well as to Mummy and Daddy. As long as Peter doesn’t get
it! He called me his “Eldorado” and wanted a kiss. Of course, I couldn’t! Funny boy! But still, he’s a darling.
Enough for today, good-by!
Yours, Anne
Friday, 28 April, 1944
Dear Kitty, I have never forgotten my dream about Peter Wessel (see beginning of January). If I think of it, I
can still feel his cheek against mine now, and recall that lovely feeling that made everything good.
Sometimes I have had the same feeling here with Peter, but never to such an extent, until yesterday, when we
were as usual, sitting on the divan, our arms around each other’s waists. Then suddenly the ordinary Anne slipped
away and a second Anne took her place, a second Anne who is not reckless and jocular, but one who just wants to
love and be gentle.
I sat pressed closely against him and felt a wave of emotion come over me, tears sprang into my eyes, the left
one trickled onto his dungarees, the right one ran down my nose and also fell onto his dungarees. Did he notice?
He made no move or sign to show that he did. I wonder if he feels the same as I do? He hardly said a word. Does
he know that he has two Annes before him? These questions must remain unanswered.
At half past eight I stood up and went to the window, where we always say good-by. I was still trembling, I
was still Anne number two. He came towards me, I hung my arms around his neck and gave him a kiss on his left
cheek, and was about to kiss the other cheek, when my lips met his and we pressed them together.
In a whirl we were clasped in each other’s arms, again and again, never to leave off. Oh, Peter does so need
tenderness. For the first time in his life he has discovered a girl, has seen for the first time that even the most
irritating girls have another side to them, that they have hearts and can be different when you are alone with them.
For the first time in his life he has given of himself and, having never had a boy or girl friend in his life before,
shown his real self. Now we have found each other. For that matter, I didn’t know him either, like him having
never had a trusted friend, and this is what it has come to …
Once more there is a question which gives me no peace:
“Is it right? Is it right that I should have yielded so soon, that I am so ardent, just as ardent and eager as Peter
himself? May I, a girl, let myself go to this extent?” There is but one answer:
“I have longed so much and for so long—I am so lonely—and now I have found consolation.”
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In the mornings we just behave in an ordinary way, in the afternoons more or less so (except just occasionally);
but in the evenings the suppressed longings of the whole day, the happiness and the blissful memories of all the
previous occasions come to the surface and we only think of each other. Every evening, after the last kiss, I would
like to dash away, not to look into his eyes any more—away, away, alone in the darkness.
And what do I have to face, when I reach the bottom of the staircase? Bright lights, questions, and laughter; I
have to swallow it all and not show a thing. My heart still feels too much; I can’t get over a shock such as I
received yesterday all at once. The Anne who is gentle shows herself too little anyway and, therefore, will not
allow herself to be suddenly driven into the background. Peter has touched my emotions more deeply than anyone
has ever done before—except in my dreams. Peter has taken possession of me and turned me inside out; surely it
goes without saying that anyone would require a rest and a little while to recover from such an upheaval?
Oh Peter, what have you done to me? What do you want of me? Where will this lead us? Oh, now I understand
Elli; now, now that I am going through this myself, now I understand her doubt; if I were older and he should ask
me to marry him, what should I answer? Anne, be honest! You would not be able to marry him, but yet, it would
be hard to let him go. Peter hasn’t enough character yet, not enough will power, too little courage and strength. He
is still a child in his heart of hearts, he is no older than I am; he is only searching for tranquillity and happiness.
Am I only fourteen? Am I really still a silly little schoolgirl? Am I really so inexperienced about everything? I
have more experience than most; I have been through things that hardly anyone of my age has undergone. I am
afraid of myself, I am afraid that in my longing I am giving myself too quickly. How, later on, can it ever go right
with other boys? Oh, it is so difficult, always battling with one’s heart and reason; in its own time, each will
speak, but do I know for certain that I have chosen the right time?
Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 2 May, 1944
Dear Kitty, On Saturday evening I asked Peter whether he thought that I ought to tell Daddy a bit about us;
when we’d discussed it a little, he came to the conclusion that I should. I was glad, for it shows that he’s an honest
boy. As soon as I got downstairs I went off with Daddy to get some water; and while we were on the stairs I said,
“Daddy, I expect you’ve gathered that when we’re together Peter and I don’t sit miles apart. Do you think it’s
wrong?” Daddy didn’t reply immediately, then said,
“No, I don’t think it’s wrong, but you must be careful, Anne, you’re in such a confined space here.”
When we went upstairs, he said something else on the same lines. On Sunday morning he called me to him and
said,
“Anne, I have thought more about what you said.” I felt scared already.
“It’s not really very right—here in this house; I thought that you were just pals. Is Peter in love?”
“Oh, of course not,” I replied.
“You know that I understand both of you, but you must be the one to hold back. Don’t go upstairs so often,
don’t encourage him more than you can help. It is the man who is always the active one in these things; the
woman can hold him back. It is quite different under normal circumstances, when you are free, you see other boys
and girls, you can get away sometimes, play games and do all kinds of other things; but here, if you’re together a
lot, and you want to get away, you can’t; you see each other every hour of the day—in fact, all the time. Be
careful, Anne, and don’t take it too seriously!”
“I don’t, Daddy, but Peter is a decent boy, really a nice boy!”
“Yes, but he is not a strong character; he can be easily influenced, for good, but also for bad; I hope for his
sake that his good side will remain uppermost, because, by nature, that is how he is.”
We talked on for a bit and agreed that Daddy should talk to him too. On Sunday morning in the attic he asked,
“And have you talked to your father, Anne?”
“Yes,” I replied, “I’ll tell you about it. Daddy doesn’t think it’s bad, but he says that here, where we’re so close
together all the time, clashes may easily arise.”
“But we agreed, didn’t we, never to quarrel; and I’m determined to stick to it!”
“So will I, Peter, but Daddy didn’t think that it was like this, he just thought we were pals; do you think that we
still can be?”
“I can—what about you?”
“Me too, I told Daddy that I trusted you. I do trust you, Peter, just as much as I trust Daddy, and I believe you
to be worthy of it. You are, aren’t you, Peter?”
“I hope so.” (He was very shy and rather red in the face.)
“I believe in you, Peter,” I went on, “I believe that you have good qualities, and that you’ll get on in the
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world.” After that, we talked about other things. Later I said,
“If we come out of here, I know quite well that you won’t bother about me any more!” He flared right up.
“That’s not true, Anne, oh no, I won’t let you think that of me!”
Then I was called away. Daddy has talked to him; he told me about it today.
“Your father thought that the friendship might develop into love sooner or later,” he said. But I replied that we
would keep a check on ourselves.
Daddy doesn’t want me to go upstairs so much in the evenings now, but I don’t want that. Not only because I
like being with Peter; I have told him that I trust him. I do trust him and I want to show him that I do, which can’t
happen if I stay downstairs through lack of trust. No, I’m going!
In the meantime the Dussel drama has righted itself again. At supper on Saturday evening he apologized in
beautiful Dutch. Van Daan was nice about it straight away; it must have taken Dussel a whole day to learn that
little lesson off by heart.
Sunday, his birthday, passed peacefully. We gave him a bottle of good 1919 wine, from the Van Daans (who
could give their presents now after all), a bottle of piccalilli and a packet of razor blades, a jar of lemon jam from
Kraler, a book, Little Martin, from Miep, and a plant from Elli. He treated each one of us to an egg.
Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 3 May, 1944
Dear Kitty, First, just the news of the week. We’re having a holiday from politics; there is nothing, absolutely
nothing to announce. I too am gradually beginning to believe that the invasion will come. After all, they can’t let
the Russians clear up everything; for that matter, they’re not doing anything either at the moment.
Mr. Koophuis comes to the office every morning again now. He’s got a new spring for Peter’s divan, so Peter
will have to do some upholstering, about which, quite understandably, he doesn’t feel a bit happy.
Have I told you that Boche has disappeared? Simply vanished—we haven’t seen a sign of her since Thursday
of last week. I expect she’s already in the cats’ heaven, while some animal lover is enjoying a succulent meal from
her. Perhaps some little girl will be given a fur cap out of her skin. Peter is very sad about it.
Since Saturday we’ve changed over, and have lunch at half past eleven in the mornings, so we have to last out
with one cupful of porridge; this saves us a meal. Vegetables are still very difficult to obtain: we had rotten boiled
lettuce this afternoon. Ordinary lettuce, spinach, and boiled lettuce, there’s nothing else. With these we eat rotten
potatoes, so it’s a delicious combination! As, you can easily imagine we often ask ourselves here despairingly:
“What, oh, what is the use of the war? Why can’t people live peacefully together? Why all this destruction?”
The question is very understandable, but no one has found a satisfactory answer to it so far. Yes, why do they
make still more gigantic planes, still heavier bombs and, at the same time, prefabricated houses for
reconstruction? Why should millions be spent daily on the war and yet there’s not a penny available for medical
services, artists, or for poor people? Why do some people have to starve, while there are surpluses rotting in other
parts of the world? Oh, why are people so crazy?
I don’t believe that the big men, the politicians and the capitalists alone, are guilty of the war. Oh no, the little
man is just as guilty, otherwise the peoples of the world would have risen in revolt long ago! There’s in people
simply an urge to destroy, an urge to kill, to murder and rage, and until all mankind, without exception, undergoes
a great change, wars will be waged, everything that has been built up, cultivated, and grown will be destroyed and
disfigured, after which mankind will have to begin all over again.
I have often been downcast, but never in despair; I regard our hiding as a dangerous adventure, romantic and
interesting at the same time. In my diary I treat all the privations as amusing. I have made up my mind now to
lead a different life from other girls and, later on, different from ordinary housewives. My start has been so very
full of interest, and that is the sole reason why I have to laugh at the humorous side of the most dangerous
moments.
I am young and I possess many buried qualities; I am young and strong and am living a great adventure; I am
still in the midst of it and can’t grumble the whole day long. I have been given a lot, a happy nature, a great deal
of cheerfulness and strength. Every day I feel that I am developing inwardly, that the liberation is drawing nearer
and how beautiful nature is, how good the people are about me, how interesting this adventure is! Why, then,
should I be in despair?
Yours, Anne
Friday, 5 May, 1944
Dear Kitty, Daddy is not pleased with me; he thought that after our talk on Sunday I automatically wouldn’t go
upstairs every evening. He doesn’t want any “necking,” a word I can’t bear. It was bad enough talking about it,
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why must he make it so unpleasant now? I shall talk to him today. Margot has given me some good advice, so
listen; this is roughly what I want to say:
“I believe, Daddy, that you expect a declaration from me, so I will give it you. You are disappointed in me, as
you had expected more reserve from me, and I suppose you want me to be just as a fourteen-year-old should be.
But that’s where you’re mistaken!
“Since we’ve been here, from July 1942 until a few weeks ago, I can assure you that I haven’t had an easy
time. If you only knew how I cried in the evening, how unhappy I was, how lonely I felt, then you would
understand that I want to go upstairs!
“I have now reached the stage that I can live entirely on my own, without Mummy’s support or anyone else’s
for that matter. But it hasn’t just happened in a night; it’s been a bitter, hard struggle and I’ve shed many a tear,
before I became as independent as I am now. You can laugh at me and not believe me, but that can’t harm me. I
know that I’m a separate individual and I don’t feel in the least bit responsible to any of you. I am only telling you
this because I thought that otherwise you might think that I was underhand, but I don’t have to give an account of
my deeds to anyone but myself.
“When I was in difficulties you all closed your eyes and stopped up your ears and didn’t help me; on the
contrary, I received nothing but warnings not to be so boisterous. I was only boisterous so as not to be miserable
all the time. I was reckless so as not to hear that persistent voice within me continually. I played a comedy for a
year and a half, day in, day out, I never grumbled, never lost my cue, nothing like that—and now, now the battle
is over. I have won! I am independent both in mind and body. I don’t need a mother any more, for all this conflict
has made me strong.
“And now, now that I’m on top of it, now that I know that I’ve fought the battle, now I want to be able to go on
in my own way too, the way that I think is right. You can’t and mustn’t regard me as fourteen, for all these
troubles have made me older; I shall not be sorry for what I have done, but shall act as I think I can. You can’t
coax me into not going upstairs; either you forbid it, or you trust me through thick and thin, but then leave me in
peace as well!”
Yours, Anne
Saturday, 6 May, 1944
Dear Kitty, I put a letter, in which I wrote what I explained to you yesterday, in Daddy’s pocket before supper
yesterday. After reading it, he was, according to Margot, very upset for the rest of the evening. (I was upstairs
doing the dishes.) Poor Pim, I might have known what the effect of such an epistle would be. He is so sensitive! I
immediately told Peter not to ask or say anything more. Pim hasn’t said any more about it to me. Is that yet in
store, I wonder?
Here everything is going on more or less normally again. What they tell us about the prices and the people
outside is almost unbelievable, half a pound of tea costs 350 florins!\fn{1 florin = about 28¢ (1952).} a pound of coffee
80 florins, butter 35 florins per pound,. an egg 1.45 florin. People pay 14 florins for an ounce of Bulgarian
tobacco! Everyone deals in the black market, every errand boy has something to offer. Our baker’s boy got hold of
some sewing silk, 0.9 florin for a thin little skein, the milkman manages to get clandestine ration cards, the
undertaker delivers the cheese. Burglaries, murders, and theft go on daily. The police and night watchmen join in
just as strenuously as the professionals, everyone wants something in their empty stomachs and because wage
increases are forbidden the people simply have to swindle. The police are continually on the go, tracing girls of
fifteen, sixteen, seventeen and older, who are reported missing every day.
Yours, Anne
Sunday morning, 7 May, 1944
Dear Kitty, Daddy and I had a long talk yesterday afternoon, I cried terribly and he joined in. Do you know
what he said to me, Kitty?
“I have received many letters in my life, but this is certainly the most unpleasant! You, Anne, who have
received such love from your parents, you, who have parents who are always ready to help you, who have always
defended you whatever it might be, can you talk of feeling no responsibility towards us? You feel wronged and
deserted; no, Anne, you have done us a great injustice!
“Perhaps you didn’t mean it like that, but it is what you wrote; no, Anne, we haven’t deserved such a reproach
as this!”
Oh, I have failed miserably; this is certainly the worst thing I’ve ever done in my life. I was only trying to
show off with my crying and my tears, just trying to appear big, so that he would respect me. Certainly, I have had
a lot of unhappiness, but to accuse the good Pim, who has done and still does do everything for me—no, that was
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too low for words.
It’s right that for once I’ve been taken down from my inaccessible pedestal, that my pride has been shaken a
bit, for I was becoming much too taken up with myself again. What Miss Anne does is by no means always right!
Anyone who can cause such unhappiness to someone else, someone he professes to love, and on purpose, too, is
low, very low!
And the way Daddy has forgiven me makes me feel more than ever ashamed of myself, he is going to throw
the letter in the fire and is so sweet to me now, just as if he had done something wrong. No, Anne, you still have a
tremendous lot to learn, begin by doing that first, instead of looking down on others and accusing them!
I have had a lot of sorrow, but who hasn’t at my age? I have played the clown a lot too, but I was hardly
conscious of it; I felt lonely, but hardly ever in despair! I ought to be deeply ashamed of myself, and indeed I am.
What is done cannot be undone, but one can prevent it happening again. I want to start from the beginning
again and it can’t be difficult, now that I have Peter. With him to support me, I can and will!
I’m not alone any more; he loves me. I love him, I have my books, my storybook and my diary, I’m not so
frightfully ugly, not utterly stupid, have a cheerful temperament and want to have a good character!
Yes, Anne, you’ve felt deeply that your letter was too hard and that it was untrue. To think that you were even
proud of it! I will take Daddy as my example, and I will improve.
Yours, Anne
Monday, 8 May, 1944
Dear Kitty, Have I ever really told you anything about our family? I don’t think I have, so I will begin now. My
father’s parents were very rich. His father had worked himself right up and his mother came from a prominent
family, who were also rich. So in his youth Daddy had a real little rich boy’s upbringing, parties every week, balls,
festivities, beautiful girls, dinners, a large home, etc., etc.
After Grandpa’s death all the money was lost during the World War and the inflation that followed. Daddy was
therefore extremely well brought up and he laughed very much yesterday when, for the first time in his fifty-five
years, he scraped out the frying pan at table.
Mummy’s parents were rich too and we often listen openmouthed to stories of engagement parties of two
hundred and fifty people, private balls and dinners. One certainly could not call us rich now, but all my hopes are
pinned on after the war.
I can assure you I’m not at all keen on a narrow, cramped existence like Mummy and Margot. I’d adore to go
to Paris for a year and London for a year to learn the languages and study the history of art. Compare that with
Margot, who wants to be a midwife in Palestine! I always long to see beautiful dresses and interesting people.
I want to see something of the world and do all kinds of exciting things. I’ve already told you this before. And
a little money as well won’t do any harm.
Miep told us this morning about a party she went to, to celebrate an engagement. Both the future bride and
bridegroom came from rich families and everything was very grand. Miep made our mouths water telling us about
the food they had: vegetable soup with minced meat balls in it, cheese, rolls, hors d’oeuvre with eggs and roast
beef, fancy cakes, wine and cigarettes, as much as you wanted of everything (black market). Miep had ten drinks
—can that be the woman who calls herself a teetotaler? If Miep had all those, I wonder however many her spouse
managed to knock back? Naturally, everyone at the party was a bit tipsy. There were two policemen from the
fighting squad, who took photos of the engaged couple. It seems as if we are never far from Miep’s thoughts,
because she took down the addresses of these men at once, in case anything should happen at some time or other,
and good Dutchmen might come in useful.
She made our mouths water. We, who get nothing but two spoonfuls of porridge for our breakfast and whose
tummies were so empty that they were positively rattling, we, who get nothing but half-cooked spinach (to
preserve the vitamins) and rotten potatoes day after day, we, who get nothing but lettuce, cooked or raw, spinach
and yet again spinach in our hollow stomachs. Perhaps we may yet grow to be as strong as Popeye, although I
don’t see much sign of it at present!
If Miep had taken us to the party we shouldn’t have left any rolls for the other guests. I can tell you, we
positively drew the words from Miep’s lips, we gathered round her, as if we’d never heard about delicious food or
smart people in our lives before!
And these are the granddaughters of a millionaire. The world is a queer place!
Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 9 May, 1944
Dear Kitty, I’ve finished my story of Ellen the fairy. I have copied it out on nice note paper. It certainly looks
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very attractive, but is it really enough for Daddy’s birthday? I don’t know. Margot and Mummy have both written
poems for him.
Mr. Kraler came upstairs this afternoon with the news that Mrs. B., who used to act as demonstrator for the
business, wants to eat her box lunch in the office here at two o’clock every afternoon. Think of it! No one can
come upstairs any more, the potatoes cannot be delivered, Elli can’t have any lunch, we can’t go to the W.C., we
mustn’t move, etc., etc. We thought up the wildest and most varied suggestions to wheedle her away. Van Daan
thought that a good laxative in her coffee would be sufficient.
“No,” replied Koophuis, “I beg of you not, then we’d never get her off the box!” Resounding laughter.
“Off the box,” asked Mrs. Van Daan, “what does that mean?” An explanation followed.
“Can I always use it?” she then asked stupidly.
“Imagine it,” Elli giggled, “if one asked for the box in Bijenkorfs’\fn{ A large store in downtown Amsterdam } they
wouldn’t even understand what you mean!”
Oh, Kit, it’s such wonderful weather, if only I could go outdoors!
Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 10 May, 1944
Dear Kitty, We were sitting in the attic doing some French yesterday afternoon when I suddenly heard water
pattering down behind me. I asked Peter what it could be, but he didn’t even reply, simply tore up to the loft,
where the source of the disaster was, and pushed Mouschi, who, because of the wet earth box, had sat down
beside it, harshly back to the right place. A great din and disturbance followed, and Mouschi, who had finished by
that time, dashed downstairs.
Mouschi, seeking the convenience of something similar to his box, had chosen some wood shavings. The pool
had trickled down from the loft into the attic immediately and, unfortunately, landed just beside and in the barrel
of potatoes. The ceiling was dripping, and as the attic floor is not free from holes either, several yellow drips came
through the ceiling into the dining room between a pile of stockings and some books, which were lying on the
table. I was doubled up with laughter, it really was a scream. There was Mouschi crouching under a chair, Peter
with water, bleaching powder, and floor cloth, and Van Daan trying to soothe everyone. The calamity was soon
over, but it’s a well-known fact that cats’ puddles positively stink. The potatoes proved this only too clearly and
also the wood shavings that Daddy collected in a bucket to be burned. Poor Mouschi! How were you to know that
peat is unobtainable?
Yours, Anne
P.S. Our beloved Queen spoke to us yesterday and this evening. She is taking a holiday in order to be strong
for her return to Holland. She used words like “soon, when I am back, speedy liberation, heroism, and heavy
burdens.” A speech by Gerbrandy\fn{ Pieter Gerbrandy, the Dutch Prime-Minister-in-Exile, who continued the struggle of free
Dutch against the Nazis after September of 1940 } followed. A clergyman concluded with a prayer to God to take care of
the Jews, the people in concentration camps, in prisons, and in Germany.
Yours, Anne
Thursday, 11 May, 1944
Dear Kitty, I’m frightfully busy at the moment, and although it sounds mad, I haven’t time to get through my
pile of work. Shall I tell you briefly what I have got to do? Well, then, by tomorrow I must finish reading the first
part of Galileo Galilei, as it has to be returned to the library. I only started it yesterday, but I shall manage it.
Next week I have got to read Palestine at the Crossroads and the second part of Galilei. Next I finished
reading the first part of the biography of The Emperor Charles V yesterday, and it’s essential that I work out all
the diagrams and family trees that I have collected from it. After that I have three pages of foreign words gathered
from various books, which have all got to be recited, written down, and learned. Number four is that my film stars
are all mixed up together and are simply gasping to be tidied up; however, as such a clearance would take several
days, and since Professor Anne, as she’s already said, is choked with work, the chaos will have to remain a chaos.
Next Theseus, Oedipus, Peleus, Orpheus, Jason, and Hercules are all awaiting their turn to be arranged, as their
different deeds lie crisscross in my mind like fancy threads in a dress; it’s also high time Myron and Phidias had
some treatment, if they wish to remain at all coherent. Likewise it’s the same with the seven and nine years’ war;
I’m mixing everything up together at this rate. Yes, but what can one do with such a memory! Think how forgetful
I shall be when I’m eighty!
Oh, something else, the Bible; how long is it still going to take before I meet the bathing Suzanna? And what
do they mean by the guilt of Sodom and Gomorrah? Oh, there is still such a terrible lot to find out and to learn.
And in the meantime I’ve left Lisolette of the Pfalz completely in the lurch.
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Kitty, can you see that I’m just about bursting? Now, about something else: you’ve known for a long time that
my greatest wish is to become a journalist someday and later on a famous writer. Whether these leanings towards
greatness (or insanity?) will ever materialize remains to be seen, but I certainly have the subjects in my mind. In
any case, I want to publish a book entitled Het Achterhuis after the war. Whether I shall succeed or not, I cannot
say, but my diary will be a great help. I have other ideas as well, besides Het Achterhuis. But I will write more
fully about them some other time, when they have taken a clearer form in my mind.
Yours, Anne
Saturday, 18 May, 1944
Dearest Kitty, It was Daddy’s birthday yesterday. Mummy and Daddy have been married nineteen years. The
charwoman wasn’t below and the sun shone as it has never shone before in 1944. Our horse chestnut is in full
bloom, thickly covered with leaves and much more beautiful than last year.
Daddy received a biography of the life of Linnaeus from Koophuis, a book on nature from Kraler, Amsterdam
by the Water from Dussel, a gigantic box from Van Daan, beautifully done up and almost professionally
decorated, containing three eggs, a bottle of beer, a bottle of yogurt, and a green tie. It made our pot of syrup seem
rather small. My roses smelled lovely compared with Miep’s and Elli’s carnations, which had no smell, but were
very pretty too. He was certainly spoiled. Fifty fancy pastries have arrived, heavenly! Daddy himself treated us to
spiced gingerbread, beer for the gentlemen, and yogurt for the ladies. Enjoyment all around!
Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 16 May, 1944
Dearest Kitty, Just for a change, as we haven’t talked about them for so long, I want to tell you a little
discussion that went on between Mr. and Mrs. Van Daan yesterday.
Mrs. Van Daan: “The Germans are sure to have made the Atlantic Wall very strong indeed, they will certainly
do all in their power to hold back the English. It’s amazing how strong the Germans are!”
Mr. Van Daan: “Oh yes, incredibly.”
Mrs. Van Daan: “Ye-es.”
Mr. Van Daan: “The Germans are so strong they’re sure to win the war in the end, in spite of everything!”
Mrs. Van Daan: “It’s quite possible, I’m not convinced of the opposite yet.”
Mr. Van Daan: “I won’t bother to reply any more.”
Mrs. Van Daan: “Still you always do answer me, you can’t resist capping me every time.”
Mr. Van Daan: “Of course not, but my replies are the bare minimum.”
Mrs. Van Daan: “But still you do reply, and you always have to be in the right! Your prophecies don’t always
come true by a long shot.”
Mr. Van Daan: “They have up till now.”
Mrs. Van Daan: “That’s not true. The invasion was to have come last year, and the Finns were to have been out
of the war by now. Italy was finished in the winter, but the Russians would already have Lemberg; oh, no, I don’t
think much of your prophecies.”
Mr. Van Daan (standing up): “It’s about time you shut your mouth. One day I’ll show you that I’m right;
sooner or later you’ll get enough of it. I can’t bear any more of your grousing. You’re so infuriating but you’ll
stew in your own juice one day.”
I really couldn’t help laughing. Mummy too, while Peter sat biting his lip. Oh, those stupid grownups, they’d
do better to start learning themselves, before they have so much to say to the younger generation!
Yours, Anne
Friday, 19 May, 1944
Dear Kitty, I felt rotten yesterday, really out of sorts (unusual for Anne!), with tummy-ache and every other
imaginable misery. I’m much better again today, feel very hungry, but I’d better not touch the kidney beans we’re
having today.
All goes well with Peter and me. The poor boy seems to need a little love even more than I do. He blushes
every evening when he gets his good-night kiss and simply begs for another. I wonder if I’m a good substitute for
Boche? I don’t mind, he is so happy now that he knows that someone loves him.
After my laborious conquest I’ve got the situation a bit more in hand now, but I don’t think my love has cooled
off. He’s a darling, but I soon closed up my inner self from him. If he wants to force the lock again he’ll have to
work a good deal harder than before!
Yours, Anne
Saturday, 20 May, 1944
503

Dear Kitty, Last evening I came downstairs from the attic and as I entered the room saw at once the lovely vase
of carnations lying on the floor, Mummy down on hands and knees mopping up and Margot fishing up some
papers from the floor.
“What’s happened here?” I asked, full of misgivings and, not even waiting for their answer, tried to sum up the
damage from a distance. My whole portfolio of family trees, writing books, textbooks, everything was soaked. I
nearly wept and was so worked up that I can hardly remember what I said, but Margot said that I let fly something
about “incalculable loss, frightful, terrible, can never be repaired,” and still more. Daddy burst out laughing,
Mummy and Margot joined in, but I could have cried over all the toil that was wasted, and the diagrams I’d so
carefully worked out.
On closer inspection the “incalculable loss” didn’t turn out to be as bad as I’d thought. I carefully sorted out all
the papers that were stuck together and separated them in the attic. After that I hung them all up on the clothes
lines to dry. It was a funny sight and I couldn’t help laughing myself. Maria de Medici beside Charles V, William
of Orange and Marie Antoinette; it’s a “racial outrage,” was Mr. Van Dann’s joke on the subject. After I’d
entrusted my papers into Peter’s care I went downstairs again.
“Which books are spoiled?” I asked Margot, who was checking up on them.
“Algebra,” she said.
I hurried to her side, but unfortunately not even the algebra book was spoiled. I wish it had fallen right in the
vase; I’ve never loathed any other book so much as that one. There are the names of at least twenty girls in the
front, all previous owners; it is old, yellow, full of scribbles and improvements. If I’m ever in a really very wicked
mood, I’ll tear the blasted thing to pieces!
Yours, Anne
Monday, 22 May, 1944
Dear Kitty, On May 20 th Daddy lost five bottles of yogurt on a bet with Mrs. Van Daan. The invasion still
hasn’t come yet; it’s no exaggeration to say that all Amsterdam, all Holland, yes, the whole west coast of Europe,
right down to Spain, talks about the invasion day and night, debates about it, and makes bets on it and … hopes.
The suspense is rising to a climax. By no means everyone we had regarded as “good” Dutch have stuck to their
faith in the English; by no means everyone thinks the English bluff a masterly piece of strategy, oh no, the people
want to see deeds at last, great, heroic deeds. Nobody sees beyond his own nose, no one thinks that the English
are fighting for their own land and their own people, everyone thinks that it’s their duty to save Holland, as
quickly and as well as they can.
What obligations have the English towards us? How have the Dutch earned the generous help that they seem
so explicitly to expect? Oh no, the Dutch will have made a big mistake, the English, in spite of all their bluff, are
certainly no more to blame than all the other countries, great and small, which are not under occupation. The
English really won’t offer us their apologies, for even if we do reproach them for being asleep during the years
when Germany was rearming, we cannot deny that all the other countries, especially those bordering Germany,
also slept. We shan’t get anywhere by following an ostrich policy. England and the whole world have seen that
only too well now, and that is why, one by one, England, no less than the rest, will have to make heavy sacrifices.
No country is going to sacrifice its men for nothing and certainly not in the interests of another. England is not
going to do that either. The invasion, with liberation and freedom, will come sometime, but England and America
will appoint the day, not all the occupied countries put together.
To our great horror and regret we hear that the attitude of a great many people towards us Jews has changed.
We hear that there is anti-Semitism now in circles that never thought of it before. This news has affected us all
very, very deeply. The cause of this hatred of the Jews is understandable, even human sometimes, but not good.
The Christians blame the Jews for giving secrets away to the Germans, for betraying their helpers and for the fact
that, through the Jews a great many Christians have gone the way of so many others before them, and suffered
terrible punishments and a dreadful fate.
This is all true, but one must always look at these things from both sides. Would Christians behave differently
in our place? The Germans have a means of making people talk. Can a person, entirely at their mercy, whether
Jew or Christian, always remain silent? Everyone knows that is practically impossible. Why, then, should people
demand the impossible of the Jews?
It’s being murmured in underground circles that the German Jews who emigrated to Holland and who are now
in Poland may not be allowed to return here; they once had the right of asylum in Holland, but when Hitler has
gone they will have to go back to Germany again.
When one hears this one naturally wonders why we are carrying on with this long and difficult war. We always
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hear that we’re all fighting together for freedom, truth, and right! Is discord going to show itself while we are still
fighting, is the Jew once again worth less than another? Oh, it is sad, very sad, that once more, for the umpteenth
time, the old truth is confirmed:
“What one Christian does is his own responsibility, what one Jew does is thrown back at all Jews.”\fn{ The
Jewish population of The Netherlands was virtually exterminated: only some 10% survived the war, despite the exertions of Dutch
Christians who participated in hiding them, often at the cost of their own lives }

Quite honestly, I can’t understand that the Dutch, who are such a good, honest, upright people, should judge us
like this, we, the most oppressed, the unhappiest, perhaps the most pitiful of all peoples of the whole world. I hope
one thing only, and that is that this hatred of the Jews will be a passing thing, that the Dutch will show what they
are after all, and that they will never totter and lose their sense of right. For anti-Semitism is unjust! And if this
terrible threat should actually come true, then the pitiful little collection of Jews that remain will have to leave
Holland. We, too, shall have to move on again with our little bundles, and leave this beautiful country, which
offered us such a warm welcome and which now turns its back on us.
I love Holland. I who, having no native country, had hoped that it might become my fatherland, and I still hope
it will!
Yours, Anne
Thursday, 25 May, 1944
Dear Kitty, There’s something fresh every day. This morning our vegetable man was picked up for having two
Jews in his house. It’s a great blow to us, not only that those poor Jews are balancing on the edge of an abyss; but
it’s terrible for the man himself.
The world has turned topsy-turvy, respectable people are being sent off to concentration camps, prisons, and
lonely cells, and the dregs that remain govern young and old, rich and poor. One person walks into the trap
through the black market, a second through helping the Jews or other people who’ve had to go “underground;”
anyone who isn’t a member of the N.S.B. doesn’t know what may happen to him from one day to another.
This man is a great loss to us too. The girls can’t and aren’t allowed to haul along our share of potatoes, so the
only thing to do is to eat less. I will tell you how we shall do that; it’s certainly not going to make things any
pleasanter. Mummy says we shall cut out breakfast altogether, have porridge and bread for lunch, and for supper
fried potatoes and possibly once or twice per week vegetables or lettuce, nothing more. We’re going to be hungry,
but anything is better than being discovered.
Yours, Anne
Friday, 26 May, 1944
Dear Kitty, At last, at last I can sit quietly at my table in front of a crack of window and write you everything.
I feel so miserable, I haven’t felt like this for months; even after the burglary I didn’t feel so utterly broken. On
the one hand, the vegetable man, the Jewish question, which is being discussed minutely over the whole house,
the invasion delay, the bad food, the strain, the miserable atmosphere, my disappointment in Peter; and on the
other hand, Elli’s engagement, Whitsun\fn{ Of, or pertaining to, or observed at, Whitsunday (the seventh Sunday and fiftieth day
after Easter, at which times Whitsun farthings were offered to the parish priest or the mother church) or Whitsuntide (known to have lasted
a full week, but applied particularly to Whitsunday, Whitmonday, and Whit-Tuesday, during which a Council of Constance in 1094
prohibited court sessions and all servile work, and when in England Whitsunplays were presented during country festivals called Whitsun
Ales, and large numbers of baptisms were performed, especially in Northern European countries, probably because of the relatively warmer
weather than that prevalent at Easter. It commemorates the descent of the Holy Spirit upon the Apostles (Acts 2:1-4); and the term itself
derives from the special white garment worn by the baptized during such occasions } reception, flowers, Kraler’s birthday, fancy

cakes, and stories about cabarets, films, and concerts.
That difference, that huge difference, it’s always there; one day we laugh and see the funny side of the
situation, but the next we are afraid, fear, suspense, and despair staring from our faces. Miep and Kraler carry the
heaviest burden of the eight in hiding, Miep in all she does, and Kraler through the enormous responsibility,
which is sometimes so much for him that he can hardly talk from pent-up nerves and strain. Koophuis and Elli
look after us well too, but they can forget us at times, even if it’s only for a few hours, or a day, or even two days.
They have their own worries, Koophuis over his health, Elli over her engagement, which is not altogether rosy,
but they also have their little outings, visits to friends, and the whole life of ordinary people. For them the
suspense is sometimes lifted, even if it is only for a short time, but for us it never lifts for a moment. We’ve been
here for two years now; how long have we still to put up with this almost unbearable, ever increasing pressure?
The sewer is blocked, so we mustn’t run water, or rather only a trickle; when we go to the W.C. we have to
take a lavatory brush with us, and we keep dirty water in a large cologne pot. We can manage for today, but what
do we do if the plumber can’t do the job alone? The municipal scavenging service doesn’t come until Tuesday.
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Miep sent us a currant cake, made up in the shape of a doll, with the words “Happy Whitsun” on the note
attached to it. It’s almost as if she’s ridiculing us; our present frame of mind and our uneasiness could hardly be
called “happy.” The affair of the vegetable man has made us more nervous, you hear “shh, shh” from all sides
again, and we’re being quieter over everything. The police forced the door there, so they could do it to us too! If
one day we too should … no, I mustn’t write it, but I can’t put the question out of my mind today. On the contrary,
all the fear I’ve already been through seems to face me again in all its frightfulness.
This evening at eight o’clock I had to go to the downstairs lavatory all alone; there was no one down there, as
everyone was listening to the radio; I wanted to be brave, but it was difficult. I always feel much safer here
upstairs than alone downstairs in that large, silent house; alone with the mysterious muffled noises from upstairs
and the tooting of motor horns in the street. I have to hurry for I start to quiver if I begin thinking about the
situation.
Again and again I ask myself, would it not have been better for us all if we had not gone into hiding, and if we
were dead now and not going through all this misery, especially as we shouldn’t be running our protectors into
danger any more. But we all recoil from these thoughts too, for we still love life; we haven’t yet forgotten the
voice of nature, we still hope, hope about everything. I hope something will happen soon now, shooting if need be
—nothing can crush us more than this restlessness. Let the end come, even if it is hard; then at least we shall
know whether we are finally going to win through or go under.
Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 81 May, 1944
Dear Kitty, It was so frightfully hot on Saturday, Sunday, Monday, and Tuesday that I simply couldn’t hold a
fountain pen in my hand. That’s why it was impossible to write to you. The drains went phut again on Friday,
were mended again on Saturday; Mr. Koophuis came to see us in the afternoon and told us masses about Corry
and her being in the same hockey club as Jopie.
On Sunday Elli came to make sure no one had broken in and stayed for breakfast, on Whit Monday Mr. Van
Santen acted as the hide-out watchman, and, finally, on Tuesday the windows could be opened again at last.
There’s seldom been such a beautiful, warm, one can even say hot, Whitsun. The heat here in the “Secret
Annexe” is terrible; I will briefly describe these warm days by giving you a sample of the sort of complaints that
arise:
Saturday: “Lovely, what perfect weather,” we all said in the morning. “If only it wasn’t quite so warm,” in the
afternoon when the windows had to be closed.
Sunday: “It’s positively unbearable, this heat. The butter’s melting, there’s not a cool spot anywhere in the
house, the bread’s getting so dry, the milk’s going sour, windows can’t be opened, and we, wretched outcasts, sit
here suffocating while other people enjoy their Whitsun holiday.”
Monday: “My feet hurt me, I haven’t got any thin clothes. I can’t wash the dishes in this heat,” all this from
Mrs. Van Daan. It was extremely unpleasant.
I still can’t put up with heat and am glad that there’s a stiff. breeze today, and yet the sun still shines.
Yours, Anne
Monday, 5 June, 1944
Dear Kitty, Fresh “Secret Annexe” troubles, a quarrel between Dussel and the Franks over something very
trivial: the sharing out of the butter. Dussel’s capitulation. Mrs. Van Daan and the latter very thick, flirtations,
kisses and friendly little laughs. Dussel is beginning to get longings for women.
The Fifth Army has taken Rome. The city has been spared devastation by both armies and air forces, and is
undamaged. Very few vegetables and potatoes. Bad weather. Heavy bombardments against the French coast and
Pas de Calais continue.
Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 6 June, 1944
Dear Kitty, “This is D-day,” came the announcement over the English news and quite rightly, “this is the
day.”\fn{In the text, this text is originally in English}
The invasion has begun!
The English gave the news at eight o’clock this morning: Calais, Boulogne, Le Havre, and Cherbourg, also the
Pas de Calais (as usual), were heavily bombarded. Moreover, as a safety measure for all occupied territories, all
people who live within a radius of thirty-five kilometers from the coast are warned to be prepared for
bombardments. If possible, the English will drop pamphlets one hour beforehand.
According to German news, English parachute troops have landed on the French coast, English landing craft
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are in battle with the German Navy, says the B.B.C.
We discussed it over the “Annexe” breakfast at nine o’clock: Is this just a trial landing like Dieppe two years
ago?
English broadcast in German, Dutch, French, and other languages at ten o’clock:
“The invasion has begun!”—that means the “real” invasion. English broadcast in German at eleven o’clock,
speech by the Supreme Commander, General Dwight Eisenhower.
The English news at twelve o’clock in English:
“This is D-day.” General Eisenhower said to the French people: “Stiff fighting will come now, but after this the
victory. The year 1944 is the year of complete victory; good luck.”\fn{ Original English}
English news in English at one o’clock (translated): 11,000 planes stand ready, and are flying to and fro nonstop, landing troops and attacking behind the lines; 4000 landing boats, plus small craft, are landing troops and
materiel between Cherbourg and Le Havre incessantly. English and American troops are already engaged in hard
fighting. Speeches by Gerbrandy, by the Prime Minister of Belgium, King Haakon of Norway, De Gaulle of
France, the King of England, and last, but not least, Churchill.
Great commotion in the “Secret Annexe” Would the long-awaited liberation that has been talked of so much,
but which still seems too wonderful, too much like a fairy tale, ever come true? Could we be granted victory this
year, 1944? We don’t know yet, but hope is revived within us; it gives us fresh courage, and makes us strong
again. Since we must put up bravely with all the fears, privations, and sufferings, the great thing now is to remain
calm and steadfast. Now more than ever we must clench our teeth and not cry out. France, Russia, Italy, and
Germany, too, can all cry out and give vent to their misery, but we haven’t the right to do that yet!
Oh, Kitty, the best part of the invasion is that I have the feeling that friends are approaching. We have been
oppressed by those terrible Germans for so long, they have had their knives so at our throats, that the thoughts of
friends and delivery fills us with confidence!
Now it doesn’t concern the Jews any more; no, it concerns Holland and all occupied Europe. Perhaps, Margot
says, I may yet be able to go back to school in September or October.
Yours, Anne
P.S. I’ll keep you up to date with all the latest news!
Friday, 9 June, 1944
Dear Kitty, Super news of the invasion. The Allies have taken Bayeux, a small village on the French coast, and
are now fighting for Caen. It’s obvious that they intend to cut off the peninsular where Cherbourg lies. Every
evening war correspondents give news from the battle front, telling us of the difficulties, courage, and enthusiasm
of the army; they manage to get hold of the most incredible stories. Also some of the wounded who are already
back in England again came to the microphone. The air force are up all the time in spite of the miserable weather.
We heard over the B.B.C. that Churchill wanted to land with the troops on D-day, however, Eisenhower and the
other generals managed to get him out of the idea. Just think of it, what pluck he has for such an old man—he
must be seventy at least.
The excitement here has worn off a bit; still, we’re hoping that the war will be over at the end of this year. It’ll
be about time too! Mrs. Van Daan’s grizzling is absolutely unbearable; now she can’t any longer drive us crazy
over the invasion, she nags us the whole day long about the bad weather. It really would be nice to dump her in a
bucket of cold water and put her up in the loft.
The whole of the “Secret Annexe” except Van Daan and Peter have read the trilogy Hungarian Rhapsody. This
book deals with the life history of the composer, virtuoso, and child prodigy, Franz Liszt. It is a very interesting
book, but in my opinion there is a bit too much about women in it. In his time Liszt was not only the greatest and
most famous pianist, but also the greatest ladies’ man—right up to the age of seventy. He lived with the Duchess
Marie d’Agould, Princess Caroline Sayn-Wittgenstein, the dancer Lola Montez, the pianist Agnes Kingworth, the
pianist Sophie Menter, Princess Olga Janina, Baroness Olga Meyendorff, the actress Lilla what’s-her-name etc.,
etc.; it is just endless. The parts of the book that deal with music and art are much more interesting. Among those
mentioned are Schumann, Clara Wieck, Hector Berlioz, Johannes Brahms, Beethoven, Joachim, Richard Wagner,
Hans von Billow, Anton Rubinstein, Frederic Chopin, Victor Hugo, Honore de Balzac, Hiller, Hummel, Czerny,
Rossini, Cherubini, Paganini, Mendelssohn, etc., etc.
Liszt was personally a fine man, very generous, and modest about himself though exceptionally vain. He
helped everyone, his art was everything to him, he was mad about cognac and about women, could not bear to see
tears, was a gentleman, would never refuse to do anyone a favor, didn’t care about money, loved religious liberty
and world freedom.
507

Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 13 June, 1944
Dear Kitty, Another birthday has gone by, so now I’m fifteen. I received quite a lot of presents. All five parts of
Sprenger’s History of Art, a set of underwear, a handkerchief, two bottles of yogurt, a pot of jam, a spiced
gingerbread cake, and a book on botany from Mummy and Daddy, a double bracelet from Margot, a book from
the Van Daans, sweet peas from Dussel, sweets and exercise books from Miep and Elli and, the high spot of all,
the book Maria Theresa and three slices of full-cream cheese from Kraler. A lovely bunch of peonies from Peter;
the poor boy took a lot of trouble to try and find something, but didn’t have any luck.
There’s still excellent news of the invasion, in spite of the wretched weather, countless gales, heavy rains, and
high seas.
Yesterday Churchill, Smuts,\fn{Ian Smuts, the English leader of the old Union of South Africa. } Eisenhower, and
Arnold\fn{General Henry Harley Arnold (1886-1950), responsible for building the largest and most powerful Air Force in the world
(1943-1947)} visited French villages which have been conquered and liberated. The torpedo boat that Churchill was
in shelled the coast. He appears, like so many men, not to know what fear is—makes me envious!
It’s difficult for us to judge from our secret redoubt how people outside have reacted to the news. Undoubtedly
people are pleased that the idle\fn{ The editor has inserted a “(?)” at this point; but Anne may simply be venting a popular
frustration that D-Day had not happened up to a year or so earlier than it did. } English have rolled up their sleeves and are doing
something at last. Any Dutch people who still look down on the English, scoff at England and her government of
old gentlemen, call the English cowards, and yet hate the Germans deserve a good shaking. Perhaps it would put
some sense into their woolly brains.
I hadn’t had a period for over two months, but it finally started again on Saturday. Still, in spite of all the
unpleasantness and bother, I’m glad it hasn’t failed me any longer.
Yours, Anne
Wednesday, 14 June, 1944
Dear Kitty, My head is haunted by so many wishes and thoughts, accusations and reproaches. I’m really not as
conceited as so many people seem to think, I know my own faults and shortcomings better than anyone, but the
difference is that I also know that I want to improve, shall improve, and have already improved a great deal.
Why is it then, I so often ask myself, that everyone still thinks I’m so terribly knowing and forward? Am I so
knowing? Is it that I really am, or that maybe the others aren’t? That sounds queer, I realize now, but I shan’t cross
out the last sentence, because it really isn’t so crazy. Everyone knows that Mrs. Van Daan, one of my chief
accusers, is unintelligent. I might as well put it plainly and say “stupid.” Stupid people usually can’t take it if
others do better than they do.
Mrs. Van Daan thinks I’m stupid because I’m not quite so lacking in intelligence as she is; she thinks I’m
forward because she’s even more so; she thinks my dresses are too short, because hers are even shorter. And that’s
also the reason that she thinks I’m knowing, because she’s twice as bad about joining in over subjects she knows
absolutely nothing about. But one of my favorite sayings is “There’s no smoke without fire,” and I readily admit
that I’m knowing.
Now the trying part about me is that I criticize and scold myself far more than anyone else does. Then if
Mummy adds her bit of advice the pile of sermons becomes so insurmountable that in my despair I become rude
and start contradicting and then, of course, the old well-known Anne watchword comes back:
“No one understands me!”
This phrase sticks in my mind; I know it sounds silly, yet there is some truth in it. I often accuse myself to such
an extent that I simply long for a word of comfort, for someone who could give me sound advice and also draw
out some of my real self; but, alas, I keep on looking, but I haven’t found anyone yet.
I know that you’ll immediately think of Peter, won’t you, Kit? It’s like this: Peter loves me not as a lover but as
a friend and grows more affectionate every day. But what is the mysterious something that holds us both back? I
don’t understand it myself. Sometimes I think that my terrible longing for him was exaggerated, yet that’s really
not it, because if I don’t go up to see him for two days, then I long for him more desperately than ever before.
Peter is good and he’s a darling, but still there’s no denying that there’s a lot about him that disappoints me.
Especially his dislike of religion and all his talk about food and various other things don’t appeal to me. Yet I feel
quite convinced that we shall never quarrel now that we’ve made that straightforward agreement together. Pete is
a peace-loving person; he’s tolerant and gives in very easily. He lets me say a lot of things to him that he would
never accept from his mother, he tries most persistently to keep his things in order. And yet why should he keep
his innermost self to himself and why am I never allowed there? By nature he is more closed-up than I am, I
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agree, but I know—and from my own experience—that at some time or other even the most uncommunicative
people long just as much, if not more, to find someone in whom they can confide.
Both Peter and I have spent our most meditative years in the “Secret Annexe.” We often discuss the future, the
past, and the present, but, as I’ve already said, I still seem to miss the real thing and yet I know that it’s there.
Yours, Anne
Thursday, 15 June, 1944
Dear Kitty, I wonder if it’s because I haven’t been able to poke my nose outdoors for so long that I’ve grown
so crazy about everything to do with nature? I can perfectly well remember that there was a time when a deep
blue sky, the song of the birds, moonlight and flowers could never have kept me spellbound. That’s changed since
I’ve been here.
At Whitsun, for instance, when it was so warm, I stayed awake on purpose until half past eleven one evening
in order to have a good look at the moon for once by myself. Alas, the sacrifice was all in vain, as the moon gave
far too much light and I didn’t dare risk opening a window. Another time, some months ago now, I happened to be
upstairs one evening when the window was open. I didn’t go downstairs until the window had to be shut. The
dark, rainy evening, the gale, the scudding clouds held me entirely in their power; it was the first time in a year
and a half that I’d seen the night face to face.
After that evening my longing to see it again was greater than my fear of burglars, rats, and raids on the house.
I went downstairs all by myself and looked outside through the windows in the kitchen and the private office. A
lot of people are fond of nature, many sleep outdoors occasionally, and people in prisons and hospitals long for
the day when they will be free to enjoy the beauties of nature, but few are so shut away and isolated from that
which can be shared alike by rich and poor. It’s not imagination on my part when I say that to look up at the sky,
the clouds, the moon, and the stars makes me calm and patient. It’s a better medicine than either Valerian or
bromine; Mother Nature makes me humble and prepared to face every blow courageously.
Alas, it has had to be that I am only able—except on a few rare occasions—to look at nature through dirty net
curtains hanging before very dusty windows. And it’s no pleasure looking through these any longer, because
nature is just the one thing that really must be unadulterated.
Yours, Anne
Friday, 16 June, 1944
Dear Kitty, New problems: Mrs. Van Daan is desperate, talks about a bullet through her head, prison, hanging,
and suicide. She’s jealous that Peter confides in me and not her. She’s offended that Dussel doesn’t enter into her
flirtations—with him, as she’d hoped, afraid that her husband is smoking all the fur-coat money away, she
quarrels, uses abusive language, cries, pities herself, laughs, and then starts a fresh quarrel again. What on earth
can one do with such a foolish, blubbering specimen? No one takes her seriously, she hasn’t any character, and
she grumbles to everyone. The worst of it is that it makes Peter rude, Mr. Van Daan irritable, and Mummy cynical.
Yes, it’s a frightful situation! There’s one golden rule to keep before you: laugh about everything and don’t bother
yourself about the others! It sounds selfish, but it’s honestly the only cure for anyone who has to seek consolation
in himself.
Kraler has received another call-up to go digging for four weeks. He’s trying to get out of it with a doctor’s
certificate and a letter from the business. Koophuis wants to have an operation on his stomach. All private
telephones were cut off at eleven o’clock yesterday.
Yours, Anne
Friday, 23 June, 1944
Dear Kitty, Nothing special going on here. The English have begun their big attack on Cherbourg; according to
Pim and Van Daan, we’re sure to be free by October 10. The Russians are taking part in the campaign, and
yesterday began their offensive near Vitebsk; it’s exactly three years to a day since the Germans attacked. We’ve
hardly got any potatoes; from now on we’re going to count them out for each person, then everyone knows what
he’s getting.
Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 27 June, 1944
Dearest Kitty, The mood has changed, everything’s going wonderfully. Cherbourg, Vitebsk, and Sloben fell
today. Lots of prisoners and booty. Now the English can land what they want now they’ve got a harbor, the whole
Cotentin Peninsula three weeks after the English invasion! A tremendous achievement! In the three weeks since
D-day not a day has gone by without rain and gales, both here and in France, but a bit of bad luck didn’t prevent
the English and Americans from showing their enormous strength, and how! Certainly the “wonder
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weapon”\fn{The V-1 and V-2 rockets and other forms of pilotless missiles launched at the end of the war against London by German
military forces} is in full swing, but of what consequence are a few squibs apart from a bit of damage in England
and pages full of it in the Boche newspapers? For that matter, when they really realize in “Bocheland” that the
Bolshevists really are on the way, they’ll get even more jittery.
All German women not in military service are being evacuated to Groningen, Friesland, and Gelderland with
their children.\fn{These three provinces apparently comprised the German-occupied areas of The Netherlands, over which Arthur
Seyss-Inquart was made Reichskommissar by the Nazis} Mussert\fn{Anton Mussert, the leader of the Dutch National Socialist Party,
nominally in charge of the rest of the country} has announced that if they get as far as here with the invasion he’ll put on a
uniform. Does the old fatty want to do some fighting? He could have done so in Russia before now. Some time
ago Finland turned down a peace offer, now the negotiations have just been broken off again, they’ll be sorry for
it later, the silly fools!
How far do you think we’ll be on July 27?
Yours, Anne
Friday, 30 June, 1944
Dear Kitty, Bad weather, or bad weather at a stretch to the thirtieth of June.\fn{ This last clause is in English in the
original} Isn’t that well said! Oh yes, I have a smattering of English already; just to show that I can, I’m reading An
Ideal Husband with the aid of a dictionary. War going wonderfully! Bobroisk, Mogilef, and Orsa have fallen, lots
of prisoners.
Everything’s all right here and tempers are improving. The super-optimists are triumphing. Elli has changed
her hair style, Miep has the week off. That’s the latest news.
Yours, Anne
Thursday, 6 July, 1944
Dear Kitty, It strikes fear to my heart when Peter talks of later being a criminal, or of gambling; although it’s
meant as a joke, of course, it gives me the feeling that he’s afraid of his own weakness. Again and again I hear
from both Margot and Peter:
“Yes, if I was as strong and plucky as you are, if I always stuck to what I wanted, if I had such persistent
energy, yes then …!”
I wonder if it’s really a good quality not to let myself be influenced. Is it really good to follow almost entirely
my own conscience? Quite honestly, I can’t imagine how anyone can say, “I’m weak,” and then remain so. After
all, if you know it, why not fight against it, why not try to train your character? The answer was:
“Because it’s so much easier not to!”
This reply rather discouraged me. Easy? Does that mean that a lazy, deceitful life is an easy life? Oh, no, that
can’t be true, it mustn’t be true, people can so easily be tempted by slackness … and by money.
I thought for a long time about the best answer to give Peter, how to get him to believe in himself and, above
all, to try and improve himself; I don’t know whether my line of thought is right though, or not.
I’ve so often thought how lovely it would be to have someone’s complete confidence, but now, now that I’m
that far, I realize how difficult it is to think what the other person is thinking and then to find the right answer.
More especially because the very ideas of “easy” and “money” are something entirely foreign and new to me.
Peter’s beginning to lean on me a bit and that mustn’t happen under any circumstances. A type like Peter finds it
difficult to stand on his own feet, but it’s even harder to stand on your own feet as a conscious, living being.
Because if you do, then it’s twice as difficult to steer a right path through the sea of problems and still remain
constant through it all. I’m just drifting around, have been searching for days, searching for a good argument
against that terrible word “easy,” something to settle it once and for all.
How can I make it clear to him that what appears easy and attractive will drag him down into the depths,
depths where there is no comfort to be found, no friends and no beauty, depths from which it is almost impossible
to raise oneself?
We all live, but we don’t know the why or the wherefore. We all live with the object of being happy; our lives
are all different and yet the same. We three have been brought up in good circles, we have the chance to learn, the
possibility of attaining something, we have all reason to hope for much happiness, but … we must earn it for
ourselves. And that is never easy. You must work and do good, not be lazy and gamble, if you wish to earn
happiness. Laziness may appear attractive, but work gives satisfaction.
I can’t understand people who don’t like work, yet that isn’t the case with Peter; he just hasn’t got a fixed goal
to aim at, and he thinks he’s too stupid and too inferior to achieve anything. Poor boy, he’s never known what it
feels like to make other people happy, and I can’t teach him that either. He has no religion, scoffs at Jesus Christ,
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and swears, using the name of God; although I’m not orthodox either, it hurts me every time I see how deserted,
how scornful, and how poor he really is.
People who have a religion should be glad, for not everyone has the gift of believing in heavenly things. You
don’t necessarily even have to be afraid of punishment after death; purgatory, hell, and heaven are things that a lot
of people can’t accept, but still a religion, it doesn’t matter which, keeps a person on the right path. It isn’t the fear
of God but the upholding of one’s own honor and conscience. How noble and good everyone could be if, every
evening before falling asleep, they were to recall to their minds the events of the whole day and consider exactly
what has been good and bad. Then, without realizing it, you try to improve yourself at the start of each new day;
of course, you achieve quite a lot in the course of time. Anyone can do this, it costs nothing and is certainly very
helpful. Whoever doesn’t know it must learn and find by experience that:
“A quiet conscience makes one strong!”
Yours, Anne
Saturday, 8 July, 1944
Dear Kitty, The chief representative of the business, Mr. B., has been in Beverwijk and managed, just like that,
to get strawberries at the auction sale.\fn{\fn{ In 1952, it was still compulsory in The Netherlands for all growers to sell their
produce at public auction. } They arrived here dusty, covered with sand, but in large quantities. No less then twentyfour trays for the office people and us. That very same evening we bottled six jars and made eight pots of jam.
The next morning Miep wanted to make jam for the office people.
At half past twelve, no strangers in the house, front door bolted, trays fetched, Peter, Daddy, Van Daan
clattering on the stairs: Anne, get hot water; Margot, bring a bucket; all hands on deck! I went into the kitchen,
which was chock-full, with a queer feeling in my tummy, Miep, Elli, Koophuis, Henk, Daddy, Peter: the families
in hiding and their supply column, all mingling together, and in the middle of the day too!
People can’t see in from outside because of the net curtains, but, even so, the loud voices and banging doors
positively gave me the jitters. Are we really supposed to be in hiding? That’s what flashed through my mind, and
it gives me a very queer feeling to be able to appear in the world again. The pan was full, and I dashed upstairs
again. The rest of the family was seated round our table in the kitchen busy stalk-picking—at least that’s what
they were supposed to be doing; more went into mouths than into buckets.
Another bucket would soon be required. Peter went to the downstairs kitchen again—the bell rang twice; the
bucket stayed where it was, Peter tore upstairs, locked the cupboard door! We were kicking our heels impatiently,
couldn’t turn on a tap, even though the strawberries were only half washed; the rule: “If anyone in the house, use
no water, because of the noise,” was strictly maintained.
At one o’clock Henk came and told us that it was the postman. Peter hurried downstairs again. Ting-a-ling, the
bell, right about turn. I go and listen to see if I can hear anyone coming, first at our cupboard door and then creep
to the top of the stairs. Finally Peter and I both lean over the banisters like a couple of thieves, listening to the din
downstairs. No strange voices, Peter sneaks down, stops halfway, and calls out:
“Elli!” No answer, one more:
“Elli!” Peter’s voice is drowned by the din in the kitchen. He goes right down and into the kitchen. I stand
looking down tensely.
“Get upstairs at once, Peter, the accountant is here, clear out!”
It was Koophuis speaking. Peter comes upstairs sighing, the cupboard door closes. Finally Kraler arrives at
half past one.
“Oh, dearie me, I see nothing but strawberries, strawberries at breakfast, strawberries stewed by Miep, I smell
strawberries, must have a rest from them and go upstairs—what is being washed up here … strawberries.”
The remainder are being bottled. In the evening: two jars unsealed. Daddy quickly makes them into jam. The
next morning: two more unsealed and four in the afternoon. Van Daan hadn’t brought them to the right
temperature for sterilizing. Now Daddy makes jam every evening.
We eat strawberries with our porridge, skimmed milk with strawberries, bread and butter with strawberries,
strawberries for dessert, strawberries with sugar, strawberries with sand. For two whole days strawberries and
nothing but strawberries, then the supply was finished or in bottles and under lock and key.
“I say, Anne,” Margot calls out, “the greengrocer on the corner has let us have some green peas, nineteen
pounds.”
“That’s nice of him,” I replied. And it certainly is, but oh, the work … ugh!
“You’ve all got to help shelling
peas on Saturday morning,” Mummy announced when we were at table. And, sure enough, the big enamel pan
duly appeared this morning, filled to the brim.
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Shelling peas is a boring job, but you ought to try “skinning” the pods. I don’t think many people realize how
soft and tasty the pod is when the skin on the inside has been removed. However, an even greater advantage is that
the quantity which can be eaten is about triple the amount of when one only eats the peas. It’s an exceptionally
precise, finicky job, pulling out this skin; perhaps it’s all right for pedantic dentists or precise office workers, but
for an impatient teenager like me, it’s frightful. We began at half past nine, I got up at half past ten, at half past
eleven I sat down again. This refrain hummed in my ears: bend the top, pull the skin, remove the string, throw out
the pod, etc., etc., they dance before my eyes, green, green, green maggots, strings, rotten pods, green, green,
green. Just for the sake of doing something, I chatter the whole morning, any nonsense that comes into my head,
make everyone laugh, and bore them stiff. But every string that I pull makes me feel more certain that I never,
never want to be just a housewife only!
We finally have breakfast at twelve o’clock, but from half past twelve until quarter past one we’ve got to go
skinning pods again. I’m just about seasick when I stop, the others a bit too. I go and sleep till four o’clock, but
I’m still upset by those wretched peas.
Yours, Anne
Saturday, 15 July, 1944
Dear Kitty, We have had a book from the library with the challenging title of: What Do You Think of the
Modern Young Girl? I want to talk about this subject today.
The author of this book criticizes “the youth of today” from top to toe, without, however, condemning the
whole of the young brigade as “incapable of anything good.” On the contrary, she is rather of the opinion that if
young people wished, they have it in their hands to make a bigger, more beautiful and better world, but that they
occupy themselves with superficial things, without giving a thought to real beauty.
In some passages, the writer gave me very much the feeling she was directing her criticism at me, and that’s
why I want to lay myself completely bare to you for once and defend myself against this attack.
I have one outstanding trait in my character, which must strike anyone who knows me for any length of time,
and that is my knowledge of myself. I can watch myself and my actions, just like an outsider. The Anne of every
day I can face entirely without prejudice, without making excuses for her, and watch what’s good and what’s bad,
about her. This “self-consciousness” haunts me, and every time I open my mouth I know as soon as I’ve spoken
whether “that ought to have been different” or “that was right as it was.” There are so many things about myself
that I condemn; I couldn’t begin to name them all. I understand more and more how true Daddy’s words were
when he said:
“All children must look after their own upbringing.”
Parents can only give good advice or put them on the right paths, but the final forming of a person’s character
lies in their own hands. In addition to this, I have lots of courage, I always feel so strong and as if I can bear a
great deal, I feel so free and so young! I was glad when I first realized it, because I don’t think I shall easily bow
down before the blows that inevitably come to everyone.
But I’ve talked about these things so often before. Now I want to come to the chapter of “Daddy and Mummy
don’t understand me.”
Daddy and Mummy have always thoroughly spoiled me, were sweet to me, defended me, and have done all
that parents could do. And yet I’ve felt so terribly lonely for a long time, so left out, neglected, and misunderstood. Daddy tried all he could to check my rebellious spirit, but it was no use, I have cured myself, by seeing for
myself what was wrong in my behavior and keeping it before my eyes.
How is it that Daddy was never any support to me in my struggle, why did he completely miss the mark when
he wanted to offer me a helping hand? Daddy tried the wrong methods, he always talked to me as a child who was
going through difficult phases. It sounds crazy, because Daddy’s the only one who has always taken me into his
confidence, and no one but Daddy has given me the feeling that I’m sensible. But there’s one thing he’s omitted:
you see, he hasn’t realized that for me the fight to get on top was more important than all else. I didn’t want to
hear about “symptoms of your age,” or “other girls,” or “it wears off by itself;” I didn’t want to be treated as a
girl-like-all-others, but as Anne-on-her-own-merits. Pim didn’t understand that. For that matter, I can’t confide in
anyone, unless they tell me a lot about themselves, and as I know very little about Pim, I don’t feel that I can tread
upon more intimate ground with him. Pim always takes up the older, fatherly attitude, tells me that he too has had
similar passing tendencies.. But still he’s not able to feel with me like a friend, however hard he tries. These things
have made me never mention my views on life nor my well-considered theories to anyone but my diary and,
occasionally, to Margot. I concealed from Daddy everything that perturbed me; I never shared my ideals with him.
I was aware of the fact that I was pushing him away from me.
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I couldn’t do anything else. I have acted entirely according to my feelings, but I have acted in the way that was
best for my peace of mind. Because I should completely lose my repose and self-confidence, which I have built
up so shakily, if, at this stage, I were to accept criticisms of my half-completed task. And I can’t do that even from
Pim, although it sounds very hard, for not only have I not shared my secret thoughts with Pim but I have often
pushed him even further from me, by my irritability.
This is a point that I think a lot about: why is it that Pim annoys me? So much so that I can hardly bear him
teaching me, that his affectionate ways strike me as being put on, that I want to be left in peace and would really
prefer it if he dropped me a bit, until I felt more certain in my attitude towards him. Because I still have a gnawing
feeling of guilt over that horrible letter that I dared to write him when I was so wound up. Oh, how hard it is to be
really strong and brave in every way!
Yet this was not my greatest disappointment; no, I ponder far more over Peter than Daddy. I know very well
that I conquered him instead of he conquering me. I created an image of him in my mind, pictured him as a quiet,
sensitive, lovable boy, who needed affection and friendship. I needed a living person to whom I could pour out my
heart; I wanted a friend who’d help to put me on the right road. I achieved what I wanted, and slowly but surely, I
drew him towards me. Finally, when I had made him feel friendly, it automatically developed into an intimacy
which, on second thought, I don’t think I ought to have allowed.
We talked about the most private things, and yet up till now we have never touched on those things that filled,
and still fill, my heart and soul. I still don’t know quite what to make of Peter, is he superficial, or does he still
feel shy, even of me? But dropping that, I committed one error in my desire to make a real friendship: I switched
over and tried to get at him by developing it into a more intimate relation, whereas I should have explored all
other possibilities. He longs to be loved and I can see that he’s beginning to be more and more in love with me.
He gets satisfaction out of our meetings, whereas they just have the effect of making me want to try it out with
him again. And yet I don’t seem able to touch on the subjects that I’m so longing to bring out into the daylight. I
drew Peter towards me, far more than he realizes. Now he clings to me, and for the time being, I don’t see any
way of shaking him off and putting him on his own feet. When I realized that he could not be a friend for my
understanding, I thought I would at least try to lift him up out of his narrow-mindedness and make him do
something with his youth.
“For in its innermost depths youth is lonelier than old age.”
I read this saying in some book and I’ve always remembered it, and found it to be true. Is it true then that
grownups have a more difficult time here than we do? No. I know it isn’t. Older people have formed their
opinions about everything, and don’t waver before they act. It’s twice as hard for us young ones to hold our
ground, and maintain our opinions, in a time when all ideals are being shattered and destroyed, when people are
showing their worst side, and do not know whether to believe in truth and right and God.
Anyone who claims that the older ones have a more difficult time here certainly doesn’t realize to what extent
our problems weigh down on us, problems for which we are probably much too young, but which thrust
themselves upon us continually, until, after a long time, we think we’ve found a solution, but the solution doesn’t
seem able to resist the facts which reduce it to nothing again. That’s the difficulty in these times: ideals, dreams,
and cherished hopes rise within us, only to meet the horrible truth and be shattered.
It’s really a wonder that I haven’t dropped all my ideals, because they seem so absurd and impossible to carry
out. Yet I keep them, because in spite of everything I still believe that people are really good at heart. I simply
can’t build up my hopes on a foundation consisting of confusion, misery, and death. I see the world gradually
being turned into a wilderness, I hear the ever approaching thunder, which will destroy us too, I can feel the
sufferings of millions and yet, if I look up into the heavens, I think that it will all come right, that this cruelty too
will end, and that peace and tranquillity will return again.
In the meantime, I must uphold my ideals, for perhaps the time will come when I shall be able to carry them
out.
Yours, Anne
Friday, 21 July, 1944
Dear Kitty, Now I am getting really hopeful, now things are going well at last. Yes, really, they’re going well!
Super news! An attempt has been made on Hitler’s life and not even by Jewish communists or English capitalists
this time, but by a proud German general, and what’s more, he’s a count, and still quite young. The Führer’s life
was saved by Divine Providence and, unfortunately, he managed to get off with just a few scratches and burns. A
few officers and generals who were with him have been killed and wounded. The chief culprit was shot.\fn{ A
reference to an attempt made on July 20, 1944, under the leadership of Col. Graf Claus von Stauffenberg and others, to destroy him by a
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bomb, planted at his headquarters in East Prussia. Several people at the conference were killed; hundreds of the plotters were killed by the
Gestapo; many of them were strangled to death by piano wire}

Anyway, it certainly shows that there are lots of officers and generals who are sick of the war and would like to
see Hitler descend into a bottomless pit. When they’ve disposed of Hitler, their aim is to establish a military
dictator, who will make peace with the Allies, then they intend to rearm and start and another war in about twenty
years’ time. Perhaps the Divine Power tarried on purpose in getting him out of the way, because it would be much
easier and more advantageous to the Allies if the impeccable Germans kill each other off; it’ll make less work for
the Russians and the English and they’ll be able to begin rebuilding their own towns all the sooner.
But still, we’re not that far yet, and I don’t want to anticipate the glorious events too soon. Still, you must have
noticed, this is all sober reality and that I’m in quite a matter-of-fact mood today; for once, I’m not jabbering
about high ideals. And what’s more, Hitler has even been so kind as to announce to his faithful, devoted people
that from now on everyone in the armed forces must obey the Gestapo, and that any soldier who knows that one
of his superiors was involved in this low, cowardly attempt upon his life may shoot the same on the spot, without
court-martial.
What a perfect shambles it’s going to be. Little Johnnie’s feet begin hurting him during a long march, he’s
snapped at by his boss, the officer, Johnnie grabs his rifle and cries out:
“You wanted to murder the Führer, so there’s your reward.”
One bang and the proud chief who dared to tick off little Johnnie has passed into eternal life (or is it eternal
death?). In the end, whenever an officer finds himself up against a soldier, or having to take the lead, he’ll be
wetting his pants from anxiety, because the soldiers will dare to say more than they do. Do you gather a bit what I
mean, or have I been skipping too much from one subject to another? I can’t help it; the prospect that I may be
sitting on school benches next October makes me feel far too cheerful to be logical! Oh, dearie me, hadn’t I just
told you that I didn’t want to be too hopeful? Forgive me, they haven’t given me the name “little bundle of
contradictions” all for nothing!
Yours, Anne
Tuesday, 1 August, 1944
Dear Kitty, “Little bundle of contradictions.” That’s how I ended my last letter and that’s how I’m going to
begin this one. “A little bundle of contradictions,” can you tell me exactly what it is? What does contradiction
mean? Like so many words, it can mean two things, contradiction from without and contradiction from within.
The first is the ordinary “not giving in easily, always knowing best, getting in the last word,” en fin, all the
unpleasant qualities for which I’m renowned. The second nobody knows about, that’s my own secret.
I’ve already told you before that I have, as it were, a dual personality. One half embodies my exuberant
cheerfulness, making fun of everything, my high-spiritedness, and above all, the way I take everything light. This
includes not taking offense at a flirtation, a kiss, an embrace, a dirty joke. This side is usually lying in wait and
pushes away the other which is much better, deeper and purer. You must realize that no one knows Anne’s better
side and that’s why most people find me so insufferable.
Certainly I’m a giddy clown for one afternoon, but then everyone’s had enough of me for another month.
Really, it’s just the same as a love film is for deep-thinking people, simply a diversion, amusing just for once,
something which is soon forgotten, not bad, but certainly not good. I loathe having to tell you this, but why
shouldn’t I, if I know it’s true anyway? My lighter superficial side will always be too quick for the deeper side of
me and that’s why it will always win. You can’t imagine how often I’ve already tried to push this Anne away, to
cripple her, to hide her, because after all, she’s only half of what’s called Anne: but it doesn’t work and I know,
too, why it doesn’t work.
I’m awfully scared that everyone who knows me as I always am will discover that I have another side, a finer
and better side. I’m afraid they’ll laugh at me, think I’m ridiculous and sentimental, not take me seriously. I’m
used to not being taken seriously but it’s only the “lighthearted” Anne that’s used to it and can bear it; the
“deeper” Anne is too frail for it. Sometimes, if I really compel the good Anne to take the stage for a quarter of an
hour, she simply shrivels up as soon as she has to speak, and lets Anne number one take over, and before I realize
it, she has disappeared.
Therefore, the nice Anne is never present in company, has not appeared one single time so far, but almost
always predominates when we’re alone. I know exactly how I’d like to be, how I am too … inside. But, alas, I’m
only like that for myself. And perhaps that’s why, no, I’m sure it’s the reason why I say I’ve got a happy nature
within and why other people think I’ve got a happy nature without. I am guided by the pure Anne within, but
outside I’m nothing but a frolicsome little goat who’s broken loose.
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As I’ve already said, I never utter my real feelings about anything and that’s how I’ve acquired the name of
chaser-after-boys, flirt, know-all, reader of love stories. The cheerful Anne laughs about it, gives cheeky answers,
shrugs her shoulders indifferently, behaves as if she doesn’t care, but, oh dearie me, the quiet Anne’s reactions are
just the opposite. If I’m to be quite honest, then I must admit that it does hurt me, that I try terribly hard to change
myself, but that I’m always fighting against a more powerful enemy. A voice sobs within me:
“There you are, that’s what’s become of you: you’re uncharitable, you look supercilious and peevish, people
dislike you and all because you won’t listen to the advice given you by your own better half.”
Oh, I would like to listen, but it doesn’t work; if I’m quiet and serious, everyone thinks it’s a new comedy and
then I have to get out of it by turning it into a joke, not to mention my own family, who are sure to think I’m ill,
make me swallow pills for headaches and nerves, feel my neck and my head to see whether I’m running a
temperature, ask if I’m constipated and criticize me for being in a bad mood. I can’t keep that up: if I’m watched
to that extent, I start by getting snappy, then unhappy, and finally I twist my heart round again, so that the bad is
on the outside and the good is on the inside and keep on trying to find a way of becoming what I would so like to
be, and what I could be, if … there weren’t any other people living in the world.
Yours, Anne\fn{A note adds: Anne’s diary ends here. On August 4, 1944, [Sgt. Silverbauer and four subordinates of the Grüne Polizei;
this information is in the preface] made a raid on the “Secret Annexe.” All the occupants, together with Kraler and Koophuis, were
arrested and sent to German and Dutch concentration camps. The “Secret Annexe” was plundered by the Gestapo. [“While searching the
attic, the sergeant picked up Mr. Frank’s briefcase. He asked if there were any jewels. Mr. Frank said there was nothing but papers. The
sergeant opened it. Disappointed, he threw the papers and the diary to the floor and put the silverware and the Hanukkah candlestick into
the brief case. The little group which had spent the last twenty-five months in the attic was led away. The room was left in disarray.”-preface] Among a pile of old books, magazines, and newspapers which were left lying on the floor, Miep and Elli found Anne’s diary. Apart
from a very few passages, which are of little interest to the reader, the original text has been printed. Of all the occupants of the “Secret
Annexe,” Anne’s father [Pim] alone returned. Kraler and Koophuis, who withstood the hardships of the Dutch camp, were able to go home
to their families. In March 1945, two months before the liberation of Holland [May 1945], Anne died in the concentration camp at BergenBelsen}

47.251 The Farlow Express\fn{by Anthony Christopher Robinson (1931(M) 11

)}

Hindenburgh, Saxony-Anhalt, Germany

When Johnson left the U.S.S. Villaume, we lost an important man aboard ship, not for the fact that Johnson
himself was a particular bargain (he was capable and did his job, but you always had the feeling he was bored to
tears, which he probably was) but simply because he was the ship’s barber. Now we had none at all.
Naturally the Executive Officer was worried because we were leaving in less than a week for the Far East, and
he didn’t want to admit to the Captain that no one was ready to take over the job. You see, Mr. French was a great
man for training. He ran about three movies a week in the mess decks, on radar, first-aid, gunnery, boat handling,
VD prevention, military justice, on all kinds of things, and he made each department head turn in a weekly report
on what he had done on his own to further the program, the drills and exercises he had held, and what lectures he
had given. Mr. French was a thorough man. You’d swear he knew every sailor aboard, how many times he had
been on report in the last quarter, what his battle station was, how much time he had to do. The Executive Officer
of the Villaume had the ship’s company at his fingertips.
That is, all except Johnson, and now he was gone. At officers’ quarters the next morning, Mr. French gave us
the word. He was a nervous, heavy man, with dull eyes the color of old cordovan leather, and a large face that
demanded a smile to keep it from looking mean. But you seldom saw the smile, only the small eyes and the
straight, thick mouth. So you always thought that Mr. French was mad. And you were usually right.
“I’ll make it plain and simple. We need a barber.”
He curled his lower lip over a cork-tipped cigarette, and lit it with a silver-cased Zippo. He took a deep drag
and you could tell that he needed it.
“I want each division officer to turn in names to me, any likely prospects, the more on the ball they have the
better. We only have a couple of days and I want that barbershop open.”
“Why can’t we just request one from the Squadron Commander?” Steve Nellis asked. He was a tall boy with a
young, pale face, and was Damage Control Officer on the Villaume. We called him “Watertight.” Watertight
Nellis. He was at his best when he could trace a leak in the ship’s fire and flushing system.
“Mr. Nellis.”
The Exec paused. If he paused after your name you knew you were about to get it, anywhere from thirty
seconds to ten minutes, solid.
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“Do you understand how this reflects on our training program? How long have we had Johnson? Two years. It
takes no mental genius to see we’ve failed somewhere. Do you want to run it all the way up to the Commodore,
via the Captain, do you?”
“No, sir,” Steve Nellis said quickly.
“All right.”
The Exec began to breathe quickly and you could see his meaty chest expand under his khaki shirt. He caught
hold of his cigarette on one of his inhales, then coughed when the smoke came out. I looked down at the dark gray
deck. We were all silent.
“All right. We see where we stand. Somewhere there’s a ship’s barber, right in the men we have, and we’re
going to find him, if we have to interview every last hand aboard this vessel. Are there any questions?”
There were none.
“Very well. Now get me some good names. Post!”
We saluted and went to our divisions. I have fifty men, and to be honest, there never existed a more likely
group of non-barbers. Most of them are in the deck force, with a sprinkling of gunner’s mates and torpedomen;
together they make up the Second Division.
We muster on the forecastle when we’re in port. My leading petty officer is a first-class gunner, and I heard his
Irish bellow bring the men to attention as I approached.
“Now square away here, sailors! Off those lifelines!” Then he turned to me and saluted.
“Good morning, Mr. Baldwin.”
“Good morning, Flannigan. All present?”
“Yes, sir, except Heath. Still over the hill.”
I nodded, then faced the men, and felt suddenly as I had so many times before, that here was the U.S. Navy, the
sailors in dungarees on the forecastle of a destroyer, the deckhands and gunner’s mates that had always been,
since warships first went upon the seas. I was glad they weren’t radarmen, although without radar today our fleets
would be lost; I was glad they weren’t electrician’s mates, although without electricity our ships couldn’t sail.
These were deck men, and you could tell by the way they stood that they were deck men. It wasn’t that they wore
their uniforms any better than Steve Nellis’s pipefitters or that they had formed neater ranks than Hutch
Furguson’s quartermasters. It was that these were harder men; not smarter, not more loyal, not better sailors even.
They were just more sailor, harder sailor, as if somehow their mast-climbing and muzzle-ramming predecessors
had arranged it this way, that those who came after them on newer men-of-war without sails and with breechloaded guns would still be the real men aboard ship.
“I’m looking for any man who’d like to be ship’s barber,” I said, after a few moments.
No answer, only shuffling feet. I went on.
“We’re in pretty bad straits now that Johnson’s left, and we have to get the shop opened before shoving off
Tuesday. Are there any takers?”
“Anderson wants it!” exploded from the outboard rank, and immediately a howl went up.
“Yes, Anderson for ship’s barber!” another voice cried.
“Can it, you bums!” bellowed Flannigan.
I looked at Anderson, who was standing not more than ten feet from me in the inboard rank. Anderson, the joy
of the deck force, a twin-hashmark seaman who had onetime been a second-class boatswain’s mate. Not more
than a year ago he had received a summary and a special court-martial within five months, and the only wonder
was he had not been discharged from the service. Now, watching him, I knew he was irritated, and that he wanted
to throw back an appropriate answer; but he kept silent. Sounding off at the wrong time had already cost him his
rating. He had a chiseled, freckled face, and sand-colored hair. There wasn’t a better sailor in the division.
“I’ll let Anderson speak for himself, just like any other man here.” Finally, after a few seconds, I turned to
Flannigan. “Do you have anything for the division?”
“No, sir.”
I dismissed the men. About ten o’clock that morning I was in my room working on an ammunition expenditure
report, when I heard a light knock outside the curtain.
“Yes, come in.” One of the seamen in the Second Division entered my room.
“What is it, Farlow?”
“May I talk with you, Mr. Baldwin?”
“Sure, sit down.”
Farlow pulled up the steel-framed chair and sat down carefully. He was a tall, thin boy about twenty-one years
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old with a great shock of straw-colored hair and a pleasing, country-lad face. His eyes were a light blue, almost
the identical color of his faded dungaree shirt, and they always seemed moist, as if some sad thought perpetually
had him on the verge of tears. I had known him for two years, ever since I had been aboard the Villaume, and he
had struck me then, right through till now, as a lonely young man. All his duty had been on deck. At reveile it
became automatic for him to hit the brightwork, at evening “sweepers” to start a broom. And in between you
could find him working, not too fast, chipping rust, laying on a coat of red lead, or washing down a bulkhead. He
talked little and few were the men outside the deck force who knew him, except as the familiar figure shining
turnbuckles when the ship was beginning to awaken, and dawn still concealed the gray hull of the Villaume in the
gray morning waters.
“Now what’s on your mind?”
“Well, sir, I want you to know I’d like to strike for ship’s barber.”
It was the last thing in the world I expected him to say. I lit a cigarette, took three, four puffs. I didn’t know
where to begin.
“Well, I’ll say one thing, you’ve taken me by surprise,” I said, finally.
“I thought you’d be surprised.”
“What’s behind it, Farlow? Just fed up with deck?”
“It’s more than that, sir.” He twirled his white hat in his long, loose-jointed fingers. “I would like to get off the
deck force, but I felt that way a year, even two years ago. This is something different. It’s the first thing I’ve ever
wanted in the Navy, really wanted. Being ship’s barber.”
“I think that’s fine, Farlow, but it’s not all as simple as that, like shifting from the fantail to the 0-1 level. You
can see that. It’s quite a skill to be a barber; I’m not sure you could just step into it.”
“I know it’s a skill, sir.”
“And another thing, you haven’t got much time left, have you?”
“Just this cruise.”
I shook my head and crushed out the cigarette in a heavy glass ashtray.
“There it is, Farlow. You’ve been over three years on deck, and now at the end you want to change jobs,
departments, everything all at once. I think it’s too late. It takes experience and time, and I don’t honestly believe
—“
“I’ve been practicing, Mr. Baldwin.”
“Oh?”
“Yes, sir. The boot-seamen have been sitting for me. Here, I have a list.” He drew out a crumpled piece of
paper from the pocket of his shirt and handed it to me.
I read the names, seven altogether, and recognized them as the new men straight from the Training Center in
San Diego.
“I really hacked the first five, but the last two weren’t bad,” he admitted, pulling a little closer in the chair.
I was smiling, inside my mind, because of the light in Farlow’s eyes.
“It’s a start, anyway. When did you do them?”
“In the evenings, sir.”
“After a full day on deck you cut these men’s hair?”
“Yes, sir.”
“You must really be serious, Farlow, to practice in your spare time.”
He crossed his legs and you could see his bony kneecaps through the worn dungaree trousers. For a moment he
stared at the piece of faded green carpet covering the steel deck in my room, then he looked up into my face and
spoke with a seriousness I had never heard a sailor use before, or very few people at all.
“I figure I have to do this, Mr. Baldwin. The ship’s barber is my job. The day Johnson left, I knew it. It came to
me like that, I don’t know how, lying awake in the compartment. If I let it go”—his wide, bony shoulders twisted
—“if I let it go, it’s like giving up, Mr. Baldwin, and a man can’t give up, not yet. Not at twenty-one. It’s like a
chance you don’t take because you just didn’t put your hand out. I know I’ve only got this cruise to go, but that’s
enough, that’s enough”—he lowered his eyes for the first time—“for a man to find himself in.”
All you could hear was the constant low roar of the ship’s ventilators.
“I’ll see the Exec,” I said.
The Exec was at his desk that afternoon when I went in his room. He had just stamped out a cigarette in a
polished brass ashtray made from a cut-off five-inch powder case.
“Yes, Mr. Baldwin?”
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“Sir, I’d like to talk to you about a barber, well, about a man who’s interested.”
He motioned for me to sit down, then ran his hand through his damp, graying hair. He had probably been at
paperwork for two hours. His room was about half again as big as mine with a full-deck carpet and a stainless
metal clothes locker which we all envied. But it was no cooler.
“Well, finally. I don’t think anyone of you cares one damn whether we get a barber or not. Do you know who
Mr. Nellis gave me. Lazzaro. That—that convict!”
I felt the sweat start rolling down my sides, like little spiders.
“Well, give me your name. I haven’t got all day.”
I took an especially deep breath.
“Farlow, sir.”
Mr. French looked at me for a long time. His eyes were lifeless, dull, but excellent for staring.
“Mr. Baldwin.” Exasperation traced deep ridges across his wet brow. “If you choose to wait, sir, until fivethirty, and joke with me over a couple of Tom Collinses, all right. But not now! Now, is there anything else you
wish to talk about?”
“I’m not joking, Mr. French.”
“Not joking? Why, Farlow can’t even get a job done on deck, how in God’s name do you expect him to run a
barbershop? Furthermore”—he swung around on his swivel chair and gave me the full shot of his heavy chest—
“furthermore, Farlow’s a clown. Just recall only two weeks ago, Mr. Baldwin, the slight incident on the starboard
side, the spilling of five gallons of deck gray. And when he was mess-cooking for the chiefs, do you happen to
remember the whole platter of steaks he sent flying when he tripped down the ladder? And what about that time,
yes, what about that time he had the whaleboat when we were still in Norfolk, and was gone five hours, five
whole hours drifting around in the bay somewhere because he hadn’t checked his fuel before shoving off? And
you want to recommend this boy for barber, you want to trust him with clippers and scissors and appointments
and responsibility. Mr. Baldwin, I wonder about you sometimes. I really do.”
“Well, Mr. French, I just thought—”
“You think too much, Mr. Baldwin.” I got up slowly.
“Yes, sir,” I said. Very often it was the only thing you could say to the Executive Officer of the Villaume. I was
about to go out when I remembered the list of names Farlow had given me.
“Anyway, sir, here’s a few of the men’s hair he’s cut recently. Perhaps—”
He took the crumpled piece of paper and looked it over quickly.
“Wonder he hasn’t killed any of them,” he said, and turned back to his desk.
It was good to get on deck and smoke a cigarette in the April breeze coming in from the Pacific.
I didn’t go right to Farlow and tell him about my talk with the Exec. I hoped his enthusiasm would die naturally,
that he’d soon give up the idea and stick to being a deck hand. But two days later I noticed several of the twentyyear men in the division with a distinctive Farlow touch about their heads. Jackson, my second-class torpedoman,
suffered from severe unsymmetrical sideburns; Newman, a boatswain third with twelve years in, couldn’t exactly
say his case of splotchy hairline was a mild one; and Singleton, a seaman who only the week before had shipped
for six, was awarded for his devotion to the service by a thousand-dollar bonus and clipperscar.
Yet, I decided, even these haircuts, rough as they were, were better than having the men about deck with wild
hair over their ears and down their necks. There would have been no “Ah’s” from a visiting Admiral making a
personnel inspection. On the other hand, there would be no chance he would say to the Captain, afterwards:
“Your men need haircuts.”
It was too obvious some demon had already insured against that.
After the mess line was secured that evening, I walked into the division’s berthing compartment. About ten or
twelve men were getting ready for the night’s liberty, squirming into their tailor-makes, getting a professional
brush-off from one of their buddies. Others, still in dungarees, sat on the aluminum deck lockers writing letters
and smoking, while three shipmates strummed guitars and sang, I’m In The Jailhouse Now. And there were those
already in the rack, dead to the noise and commotion, sleeping through it all under glaring bulbs as only sailors
can do. They were the watch-standers, getting a few hours in before midnight.
And sure enough, Farlow was there, cutting hair.
He had set up a straight-backed chair in the passageway between the compartment and the steering engine
room. On one of the shiny locker tops were his tools: a pair of scissors, a black-bristled brush, an electric clipper,
and a twenty-five-cent can of talcum powder. In the chair in faded dungaree trousers and a bleached white T-shirt
I noticed Anderson. A bath towel covered his shoulders and was fastened in back by a large safety pin. Farlow
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didn’t see me for several seconds. I stood watching quietly. Finally he looked up and a big grin went across his
boyishly good-looking face.
“Why, evening, Mr. Baldwin.”
“Hello, Farlow. See you’re really sharpening the men up these last few days in port.” I moved a little closer
into the group; the five or six hands watching gave way slightly to make room.
“But what I want to know is, how did Anderson ever get up nerve enough?”
Farlow’s clippers ran busily over the back of Anderson’s neck, who was staring intently at the soiled bottom of
a canvas laundry bag. When he heard his name his dark eyes darted quickly upward.
“Hell, Mr. Baldwin, I ain’t no moshun pichar star. What do I care if Farlow here cuts me up a speck?”
Farlow snapped off the button on the electric shaver. Then he said, beaming:
“The big thing is I’m saving them a buck and a half. Most any man will take a chance for that, even with me at
the helm.” He examined Anderson’s left sideburn closely.
“And all the while the list grows. ’Course now I could really bolster it with a officer’s name or two, wouldn’t
you say, Andy?”
I felt all their eyes converge. I knew I needed a haircut; I was planning to get one in town tomorrow before
driving out to Jeanne’s house in North Hollywood. But not one of Farlow’s. My God, not one of these scalpings.
Jeanne would shoot me.
“It sure is getting purty long, ’specially round the ears,” said Phillips, a husky blond boy from Iowa, who was
striking for boatswain’s mate.
“Yeah, what’s that they say?” said a boy known to everyone as Times Square. His first week aboard ship, over
two years ago, he had made it clear he had spent his youth casing Forty-second Street and Area, and that you’d
better believe he knew every cop by his first name. “The officer sets the example?”
“Now you wouldn’t wanta let us down, wouldya, Mr. Baldwin?” Phillips came back, showing well-gapped
front teeth in his devil’s grin.
I searched for a way out.
“I have an appointment at the Wilton tomorrow at six. Thanks anyway.”
I started to walk away when I heard Farlow’s voice above the growing clamor.
“I’m all ready for you, Mr. Baldwin,” he said.
I knew, then, I had to let Farlow give me the haircut. My earlier talk with him came strongly to mind, and if
there was any truth in the belief I had shown in him, I had to prove it now. Anderson had jumped clear of the chair
and was brushing off his close-fitting dungarees.
“There you go, sir,” he said, pointing to the chair.
“Service with a smile, Broadway style,” Times Square said, holding the chair for me. And then I was in the
chair. My voice seemed small as I sent up a plea to Farlow amidst the excitement in the Second Division
compartment.
“Just go easy on the clippers, that’s all, Farlow. Easy on the clippers.”
By this time the entire division, as nearly as I could make out, had gathered around, and even the mid-watch
standers had given up their cherished sleep to witness the event. I heard my name, linked with Farlow’s drift like
smoke up the worn ladder onto the main deck, and pictured it seeping into passageways, down scuttles, through
hatches into every space on the ship:
“Farlow’s cutting Mr. Baldwin’s hair!”
As the crowd spurs on the athlete to greater achievement, so the sailors on the Villaume spurred on Farlow. He
was in the spotlight. I could tell by his motions, by the way he shifted his weight and moved with deliberation, an
exacting snip here, a deft whir of the clippers there, that he was experiencing a great moment. Whenever I thought
about it afterwards I saw he was doing more than simply cutting my hair. For the first time in thirty-eight months
Farlow had emerged as an individual aboard ship and was doing something that was his alone, and no one could
take it from him. He was a mount captain hollering, “Load and fire!” He was a baker taking browned apple pies
out of the oven. He was a sonarman pinging the steel side of a submarine. He was a radioman taking the
emergency dispatch to the Captain.
Farlow was the ship’s barber getting a man ready for liberty. And the remarks fit. He took them without having
to make comebacks, without even having to smile, as people can who are somebody.
“Now, Farlow, take it easy. He didn’t put you on report last month but what you deserved it—even though you
always said different.”
“It’ll grow back in time, that’s one good thing about hair.”
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“Man, to think I was plannin’ on hittin’ the beach. This is the best show I seen in years.”
“She’ll wonder what redskin you run into, Mr. Baldwin.”
I don’t admit I was completely relaxed, but there wasn’t much I could do one way or the other. It didn’t feel as
if Farlow was murdering me, although some of the remarks made me wonder.
“How’s it going, Farlow?” I ventured, after about fifteen minutes.
“Almost done, sir.” Suddenly I felt the clippers on top of my head, not hard, not to the scalp, but just skimming
over the surface.
“Look at ’im go!” cried Times Square. I panicked.
“Farlow, what in God’s name—”
“It’s all right, sir—” I felt the clippers like tiny bugs nibbling the hair on top of my head.
“Casey Jones! Whooo-oooo!”
“The Farlow Express!” announced Anderson, and there soared to the overhead the lusty voices of thirty sailors
in approval.
They cheered when I went out. You might have thought I had saved all their lives, or some such noble thing as
that. I don’t know. But I was sure of one thing, and the fact of it made me happy. If Farlow wasn’t ship’s barber in
Mr. French’s opinion, he certainly was in the crew’s.
The next morning at breakfast Steve Nellis said, “How ducky,” when I sat down. I saw the Exec’s dark eyes
focus on my head from the other end of the linen-covered table. I asked the steward’s mate calmly for a cup of
coffee.
“Just who in hell got you?” bellowed Mr. French. Some hot coffee spilled on my fresh-starched khaki trousers.
“Farlow, sir.”
“You are without doubt the most persistent, one-way, aggravating young officer I have ever known.” He
pointed at me with a knobby-jointed index finger. The pink color of his heavy close-shaven face turned to a lightshade purple.
“Just—just—what in hell do you call it, that’s all I want to know, Mr. Baldwin. What in hell do you call that—
that treatment?”
In a way he had asked for it.
“It’s a Farlow Express,” I told him.
I spent the rest of the day in my room. Not until four o’clock did the Exec call for me. He sat me down with a
quick motion of his hand. I watched his large, fleshy jaws working before he turned to talk.
“I’ll accept your apology, Mr. Baldwin, for your behavior at the breakfast table,” he began, drawing out a
cigarette and tapping it fondly on his round watch crystal.
“If I showed disrespect, I’m sorry, sir.” The silver-cased Zippo threw a momentary patch of light across his
dark-afternoon face. He inhaled deeply.
“All right, but just remember we’re still in port, when it’s easy. After forty days of sea, and we’ll be getting
them for that long at a stretch, you’ll find it a bit different. Even your closest friend can aggravate you, quite
easily, when you’re standing twelve hours of watch each day, and the weather’s bad, and the operating’s tense or
dull, it doesn’t make much difference. You really have to tread easy then, or there’s going to be a lot of irritated
officers in the wardroom.” He flicked his cigarette.
“And the one it won’t pay to irritate, not by any manner or means, will be me. I want you to know that now,
Mr. Baldwin.”
“Yes, sir,” I said, feeling for the first time at all hesitant about the cruise. “I understand.”
He looked at me a few seconds longer with his small, dark eyes. He had a humorless face, a kind not
uncommon in the Navy, when the Navy has got the better of a man. It showed the twenty-five years of sweat
given to his service career, from the time he was a seaman until now, when he could wear a gold oak leaf on his
collar. It was a tired face, as Mr. French was a tired man. You knew he had been too long in the Navy, which is a
race not around a level track, but uphill, and to which you are not sure there is ever a finish.
“Now about Farlow,” he said, finally, coughing suddenly several times; the cigarette made a black mark on the
brass ashtray where he crushed it out.
“I gotta stop,” he said, recovering. I wanted to agree with him.
“I noticed quite a few men with haircuts like yours around deck today. Looks like they’re catching on.”
“Yes, sir. I think they are.”
“What exactly does Farlow do, anyway?”
“Well, it’s just a regular crew cut, except that the top is cut flat. He runs the clippers over the top of your head
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real light, and that does it.”
The Exec was staring at my hair. Then I saw him shake his head slightly.
“Heaven help me if I ever get one of those. I only hope the boy can give a good old-fashioned trim.” He got up
and started toward the basin to wash before leaving the ship. “Anyway, let Farlow know commencing tomorrow.”
“Yes, sir!” I said.
The high point of the cruise was Hong Kong. We spent four days there right after a month of Formosa Patrol
duty, buying suits, and drinking gin and tonic in the Foreign Correspondents’ Club overlooking the city and the
harbor, where there were always interesting people of both sexes, much to our joy. And the week-end in Manila
was good too, but hotter than I’ve ever known. Other than that, except for a few fueling stops in Kaohsiung, a
week-end in Okinawa, and an upkeep period in Sasebo, we kept going pretty steady, and one time took Seventh
Fleet Operations, anti-sub maneuvers, plane-guarding for the Essex.\fn{One of the American aircraft carriers } and
another swing through the Strait, in a grand forty-one-day cycle.
It rained all the time in May and June, and for ten solid days off Formosa we took water over the bow. It came
in great foaming blankets and raced along the decks, shooting high into the air when it struck a scuttle or hatch,
like a geyser. Then it would fall back, exhausted, and flow weakly over the sides, to be caught in the sea swirling
by. You watched a snow-capped wave come toward you, and then saw it pass and lose itself somewhere beneath a
hazy gray line hardly over a mile away, and you heard the constant dull whine of the wind tearing at the steel
bulwarks of the bridge and felt the spray like needles in your face. You stood watches that seemed to come upon
each other as fast as the waves, although you actually had between four to eight hours off before going back, to
face the wind and spray and sea all over again.
At any time of day or night the ship might go to general quarters if unidentified planes were closing too fast on
the radar, or if sonar picked up an underwater contact. The gong of the general alarm was not a disturbing noise,
like an alarm clock in the morning, but a feared noise, because it yanked you with an intangible force from
whatever you were doing, freezing you for a moment, and then sent you running to your battle station. And each
time you went you thought perhaps this was it, when the Reds\fn{ As the Communists were usually referred to during the
Cold War years (1947-1987).} were coming across the Strait, and there was only the V illaume to try to stop them.
But the Villaume was lucky, because the endless hours of standing watch in foul weather, or scorching under a
subtropical sun didn’t seem endless at all, as they might have, as we all thought they would. You were surprised at
the absence of grumbling when the general alarm ordered the men away from their evening movie, or kept them
at their battle stations for hours on end. You were amazed how the ship’s work got done, the painting, the upkeep
of guns and equipment, when there was hardly time to eat and catch a few hours’ sleep before the P.A. system
announced again, again and again:
“Now on deck, relieve the watch!”
And then you began to see why, and then finally you knew.
The U.S.S. Villaume had Farlow.
Secure and dry on the second deck, Farlow’s barbershop became the meeting place on board ship, where the
men gathered, ten or twelve at a time, to smoke a cigarette or drink a coke, and to talk. Farlow had painted the
bulkheads a high-toned white, which he kept as clean as shiny porcelain, and the deck was a deep green. The
stanchions at the foot of the ladder were like peppermint sticks, and against two of the bulkheads stained pine
benches were set up, each of which seated five men. The barber’s stool with a red leather top was in the after part
of the space, and secured to the bulkhead at chest height was the cabinet. Of everything in the shop (including the
mural-sized shot of Marilyn Monroe) Farlow was proudest of his cabinet.
He had taken a discarded aluminum locker from one of the sleeping compartments and given it the treatment
of steel wool, metal polish, and elbow grease. It was about two feet high and a foot deep and inside were three
gleaming trays on which his equipment lay like doctor’s tools. Two new clippers with four different heads you
could put on or take off for every purpose (I never knew what the purposes were, but Farlow seemed to; he used
all four every time he cut your hair), three scissors, one plastic-handled and two wooden-handled brushes, several
differently shaped combs, a black enamel powder wisp, and a large-sized can of Prince Matchabelli scented
powder.
“There, Mr. Baldwin, what do you think?” he asked me the second week in May, flinging open the polished
aluminum door.
“Farlow, you’re only missing one thing.”
I looked around the tidy, clean space, pausing an extra second on Marilyn’s exposed creamy-white thigh, then
brought my attention back to the cabinet. I ran my hand over the smooth metal.
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“A manicurist.”
“It ain’t regulation,” he said, “or I’d have one.”
Farlow was there eight hours every day, except Sundays, to give his haircut, but even after he was through
working for the day the shop stayed open, although then it wasn’t a shop, but a club. To be a member made you
feel something you would not wish to lose, when you were eight thousand miles away from home. And to be a
member all you had to do was get a Farlow Express, from the president himself.
By the first of June there were two hundred members, all with the distinctive short haircuts leveled at the top.
Never before had I seen the crew so close. On the cruise to the Med the previous winter, there had been continual
grumbling about bad weather, “Navy” chow, and constant talk about getting back to civilian life. And the Med
cruise was a pleasure trip compared to the one we were on now. If it wasn’t raining it was broiling; if we weren’t
burning up our stacks racing after the Seventh Fleet we were hopelessly bored steaming by ourselves at 10 knots,
patrolling. Water hours dictated when we would get a drink; the showers were secured most of the day, and when
they were opened the pressure was so low you could hardly call them showers at all, but special booths where
water ran through sieves, a cupful at a time.
It wasn’t any hotel life, life on the Villaume. But as long as the men could visit Farlow once, often twice a
week, they didn’t seem to mind the destroyer mode of existence in the Far East. Deep down, I knew they did
mind, because it was hot and crowded and endless no matter how you looked at it, but there was the feeling that
they were all in it together, which is not a natural feeling aboard a Navy ship but one that must be generated, and
if generated, is the single most important element in making a ship good. So there was a minimum of complaining
on board the Villaume.
“Next,” Farlow said, shaking out the barber’s cloth. A two-hundred-and-forty-pound machinist’s mate took his
place on the stool.
“Make it a little shorter on top, Farlow, like you done Straseski’s.”
“I don’t know,” said Farlow. “The sun’s awful hot. I don’t wanta be held for any stroke you might get.” He
slipped the first head on his clippers.
“You need brains to get a stroke!” the boilerman next in line piped up.
“How would you know?” the machinist’s mate came back, dropping his head as Farlow began mowing his
neck.
“Simple,” said the red-faced boilerman. “I seen you in Manila. No sense, no feeling. Oh, did she take you, and
the thing was, did you go for it!”
“So I dropped fifty, so d’ya see me complaining?”
“Fifty my eye! It was a paycheck and you know it.” The little boilerman rolled back on the bench and threw
his feet into the air. “Oh, did she take him, ohhh—”
The barbershop was alive with smoke, conversation, joking, men drinking cokes in paper cups, reading movie
magazines, discussing the respective merits of the Thunderbird and Corvette, arguing the case of Japanese
women, bemoaning the Orioles, celebrating the three-quarter mark of the cruise.
Farlow snapped on the fourth head to the clippers.
“Come on, Farlow. Nothing will make him look good.”
“Anything will be an improvement to you,” snapped the machinist’s mate.
The only holdouts were a group of electronic technicians who were opposed from the start to Farlow’s haircut.
They kept their hair “just the way it was” for the entire cruise. Maybe they had a club of their own, I always
thought.
“Outcast!” Times Square snorted as Crawther, a fat boy who had been two years to college and four months to
a Navy ET school, took his place on the red stool and Farlow draped the sheet around his shoulders.
“Nowhere,” Phillips said, shaking his blond head.
“Just the way it was,” Crawther said definitely to Farlow. It always seemed to bring the Express members
closer together. Even in the wardroom Farlow had strong following. Nellis was second after me to get the
Express, followed by the Harvard and Yale twins, Ensigns Blackwell and Cummings, the style-setters. Then it
really caught on, and when the Captain himself showed up for lunch the second week in June, his crisp black hair
responding beautifully to Farlow’s tactics, (some men did look better wearing the Express than others) the crew
didn’t have a thing on us.
Except on Mr. French.
He stood doggedly to his convictions; his gray-sprinkled hair stayed long. Every week he got his trim. At first
he told us all what a bunch of poodles we looked like, and Blackwell always mumbled under his breath, “The
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Afghan speaks,” but loud enough so those at his end of the table, the far end, could hear. But when the Captain
got his haircut, naturally the Exec didn’t say any more out loud about them to us, only you could see how he was
silently burning.
The Villaume was a happy ship, and even the Exec’s grumbling temperament didn’t dampen things too much.
But you did feel the friction. In the wardroom it always got quieter when he came in, just for a minute or two,
while he went over and poured a cup of muddy coffee and then sat down at the felt-covered table and lit a
cigarette. His jaws were working, and we looked around at each other, wondering who it would be.
“Mr. Nellis.” It was usually Mr. Nellis.
“Have you got the problem made up for the Damage Control Quarterly?”
“I’m working on it, sir.”
“I want to see it by tomorrow at ten hundred.”
“Yes, sir.”
That broke up the bridge game for the evening, because Steve Nellis had to go below to figure out how close
the atomic blast was going to be and what kind of damage the ship would suffer.\fn{ During the Cold War, the entire
world was—fixated is not too strong a word to use—on the potential misery of a thermonuclear World War III; the Navy was no different }
The months steamed by slowly. The supply of books became exhausted and movies started to come back to us
for the third time, having gone around and around in the fleet. Mr. French loved movies, and he never missed one,
no matter how bad. But even he, who could easily sit through a class C twice, began complaining, and then one
sweltering night in August he hit the overhead.
Actually, it had all been building up inside him, the hot slow steaming, the strict water hours, the lack of mail
for nineteen days, the worn-out movies. We felt it too, but we felt it together which was not so bad. But there was
no one with Mr. French. He was alone on the ship, apart from the officers, at odds with the crew. He barked
continually, at some poor seaman who was trying his best to handle the boat falls lively, or at one of us, whose
best, no matter what we were doing, was not good enough.
When Ma and Pa Kettle on Vacation\fn{A series of kornball comic films (black and whites) starring Marjorie Main (18901975) and a completely dead-pan male foil as her “husband” (whose name I have forgotten) built around stock slapstick situations
involving (severely) steriotypicized country-bumpkins—akin to The Beverly Hillbillies, but much more so—which were released in the
early 1950’s. I remember them as very funny indeed; but then, I was only seven or eight years old when I saw them. Ma and Pa Kettle At
The Fair was perhaps the best of them but Marjorie Main was a genius at this type of comic-genre, and they all had a certain basic appeal
to people below the age of ten } appeared on the screen Mr. French jumped up, his khaki shirt dark-stained with sweat

and his heavy body shaking.
“Not again,” he said, at first calmly. “Turn that projector off!”
He singled out Ensign Blackwell, the movie officer. His anger began to grow, like a black automobile gaining
momentum on a downhill stretch.
“It’s a great nerve you have showing this picture three times in one month, let me tell you, Mr. Blackwell. A
great goddamn nerve. This is one of the few pleasures we have on ship and you go botch it up by your careless
selection. I’ve seen incompetent individuals in my day, but never—”
Suddenly he stopped, as if at that moment he became aware of himself, like a person about to be photographed.
Sweat was pouring from his gray hairline as if from a spring in a thick undergrowth, and through his fleshy
knuckles you could see white as he held on to the back of his chair. The seconds that followed, lengthened
immeasurably by the silence, demanded we look elsewhere than at the miserable, soaked hulk of the Exec. Then,
just as quickly as he had exploded, he left the wardroom.
“Shall I go on?” asked Blackwell. We exchanged glances that for the first time were not so much of mutual
scorn for Mr. French, as of mutual sympathy.
“Not on my account,” said Nellis, hoarsely.
There was no movie in the wardroom that night. The next morning Mr. French didn’t show up for breakfast,
but an hour later this word was passed over the P.A. system:
“Now Farlow, seaman, lay down to the Executive Officer’s stateroom.”
I was on the bridge standing the forenoon watch. A cool drizzle was falling like silvery spider webs from the
hazy sky. Cummings, the Junior Officer of the Deck, turned his deep-tanned face upward, letting the drops roll
down his cheeks.
“‘Now just a trim, Farlow, just a trim.’ God, can’t you hear him?”
“He’s fighting everybody. A man can’t do that,” I said, slightly annoyed and not knowing why.
“Even himself,” Cummings added, still holding his perfectly shaped head into the rain.
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I didn’t feel like agreeing any more, so I walked over to the port side of the bridge and rested against the
bulwark. I watched the sea which looked like a clouded mirror break into a thousand flashing pieces before the
steel bow of the Villaume. We moved smoothly; the only motion was the minute vibrations of the rotating steam
turbines deep within the ship, felt on the bridge almost imperceptibly, like the faintest rumblings of an earthquake
a thousand miles away. Through the overcast the sun filtered weakly, as weakly as the thin rain fell, and the
halyards tugged on the yardarm without determination because the breeze that fanned us gently on the wings was
an artificial breeze, caused only by the slow forward motion of the ship.
I became aware of an officer standing beside me, a large man, leaning quietly with his elbows on the forward
bulwark, peering with narrow eyes into the misty air. I turned, and for a moment I didn’t recognize him, even
though his face and proportions and coloring were Mr. French’s. It was his hair that was so different. It was short,
chopped close all around, and made flat on the top.
“Morning, Bill. Rain feels good, doesn’t it?”
For a moment I found it difficult to speak.
“Yes, feels—good—fine rain, sir.”
“How’s our ETA\fn{Estimated Time of Arrival} coming?”
“Looks fine—still holding. Fifteen hundred to Buckner Bay.”
“You’ll like it in Okinawa. Quiet, really pleasant. It’ll give us a couple good days’ rest,” he said cheerfully.
“I’m glad, sir. I’m glad to hear that.”
Then he went into the pilot house, looked the chart over for a couple of minutes, decided everything was all
right, and went back down below.
“I don’t believe it,” I stated simply to myself. In my mind, suddenly, I saw Farlow, his tall body and open,
happy face. I cursed him with the friendliest words I knew.
And finally, on a cool November morning we arrived back in Long Beach, just twelve days over half a year
from the time we had left. They had a band playing for us and some of the tugs in the harbor were spouting water.
The piers were jammed with people, and when we put down the brow they poured aboard. In a way it was
frightening how the women came on board, and all I can remember seeing is the mass of red fingernails holding
on the rail of the brow pushing toward us.
Jeanne was there. I didn’t see her until she was right next to me, because the quarter-deck was so crowded.
“Bill, Bill,” she said, calmly and still excitedly, and I felt her cool hands curl around my neck and hold me.
“Well, we’re back,” I said, looking into her dark eyes that were smiling. .
A great many of the men were due to get out, and Farlow was among them. I had the OOD\fn{ Officer of the Day}
watch three mornings later when he came up and said good-bye. He laid his clean, white canvas seabag on the
deck.
“So long, Mr. Baldwin,” he said, extending his hand.
“Good-bye, Farlow, the best of luck.”
“If you ever get to Alstead,\fn{ It lies on the Saxtong River in the extreme north-west corner of Cheshire Township } stop by
my place. I’ll give you the best shave and haircut in New Hampshire.”
“I might move there.”
“And maybe even that manicurist you mentioned.”
“Sounds better all the time.”
He smiled that dry grin that encompassed his face and ended up sparkling in his light blue eyes.
“And for you, Mr. Baldwin, on the house.”
“Why, Farlow, you’re making the whole thing too hard to resist.”
He pulled a black wallet from his tailor-made dress blue trousers, and flipped it open, showing me his ID and
liberty card.
“Request permission to leave the ship, sir.”
“Permission granted.”
In one motion he swung his seabag onto his left shoulder. Then he saluted, and as he walked off the quarterdeck of the Villaume he stopped and saluted the National Ensign flying from the fantail. When he got on the pier
he turned once and waved.
“So long, Farlow,” cried Anderson, who was the Boatswain’s Mate of the Watch.
117.117 The Sisters\fn{by Gabriele Wohmann (1932524

)}

Darmstadt, Hesse, Germany (F) 2

People said it was a miserable, dilapidated hut, a disgrace to the city. It lay behind the strange flat hills to the
east, built on the arid, sandy soil that was covered with dry grass and dwarfed flowers. The area beyond the refuse
mounds and the blue cloud of smoke from burning garbage they called the “Steppe.”
Most shameful of all was the fact that eight of them lived in that hut. But they did not let Elisa feel anything
when she hurried through the red brick streets on her errands or stood in the stores, reading meticulously from a
slip of paper what she herself had written down, when she groped around in her well-worn leather purse and
regretfully placed the coins in the glass dish. They concluded, from the fact that she was seen going to the
butcher’s more frequently than before, that the financial situation of Ludwig Braun, the father of the seven, must
have improved. He worked irregularly, now and then he was able to find questionable but lucrative employment.
He must be doing better, the people thought when they saw Elisa disappear into Schops’ butcher shop two or even
three times a week at the end of her errands and always take a long time to reappear hurriedly with her face
burning red.
When, however, she went to Schops more and more frequently, and when some customers thought they
noticed that she always voluntarily waited till last, till the store was empty, people were mistrustful, became
suspicious, and were finally convinced that there was an amorous relationship between her and the butcher. No
one begrudged poor Elisa the good fortune of having found a way that would deliver her from the bleak little hut.
They all knew well that she let herself be exploited by the wild bunch of brothers and sisters whose noisy leader
was the father himself. They liked Elisa and regarded her with a combination of curiosity and malicious pleasure
which they mistook for pity.
Elisa always had a smile on her face. She seemed to all to be like a sturdy, strong angel, even to her family.
Ever since the death of her mother she bore the responsibility. The brothers and sisters and the father thought
nothing of this. Elisa was older than Meta, stronger and healthier. It made sense that she took everything upon
herself.
Sometimes Elisa believed it herself, at least before Philipp Schops began to be a person for her, a person with
whom she could speak and in whose eyes there was a kind of intention. Now she hardly believed it anymore. She
knew that her smile consisted of a cramp in the muscles to the right and left of her large mouth, a continuous
tension which could not be released until she had put out the light in her bedroom. She slept with fourteen-yearold Meta, who did not tolerate the change in her sister’s expression, but erased it with heartless allusions.
That something could develop with Schops seemed doubtful to Elisa, as she looked at her broad, bony body in
the mirror above the sink. It was late Saturday night. As usual she was the last one to perform the weekend
ablutions. This hour was her favorite—it was her Sabbath. Seven loud family members had finally left her alone.
They were now sleeping their resolute, selfish sleep. Elisa looked at the red, rough skin of her arms, which were
disfigured by powerful muscles, at her strong shoulders, her unfeminine, straight lines, the slight depression
between trunk and hips. This would never awaken favor, nor love. Not the kind of love that she knew from Meta’s
“true romance” magazines.
Such a love Meta would experience. Meta had a pretty, tender face, charm, something elf-like about her and a
trace of vulgarity around the corners of her mouth. Elisa knew with a tired sadness that Meta was completely
without compassion.
Again her glance swept slowly across the pale reflection of her body. All at once she liked her large, shapeless
body. Her thoughts became suddenly alive and confused, so that she felt a flush over her entire skin. That is the
only thing that belongs to me, that I can depend on. That body is me. She felt hot, she perspired a bit under her
arms. She sat down on the kitchen stool. That’s me! With her parched fingers she stroked the warm skin of her
own self, caressed it slowly, without sentimentality. A vague feeling of peace came over her; she became aware of
the determined self-reliance of each one of her sturdy limbs.
Schops’ decisions resulted from tortuous deliberations. His thoroughness had brought him nothing but success
up to now. He was able to bring the butcher shop of his father, who had died as a drunkard, from a state of
dilapidation to one of agreeable, blood-drenched prosperity. Pleased with himself, he looked proudly at the gently
dangling rows of pale and red sausages, at the bloody wattles of meat hanging from iron hooks or stacked in
layers in the glass dishes. He looked at the crocks with pickles and sauerkraut and at the greasy soup-dumplings,
all lined up in pale chains which filled the porcelain trays. He leaned his stomach against the counter. The
coolness of the marble edge penetrated the cloth of his shirt. As he looked up and down and here and there he
moved his colorless, narrow lips.
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For a long time he had observed Elisa, and had thought about her well before she had suspected it. But not just
to kill time, for there was no such thing for him. He knew that his affection was not aroused until there was a
purpose. His avarice with his slow-moving emotions was deliberate and not inhuman. Elisa’s good qualities
seemed desirable to him; he did not notice her shortcomings.
He had nothing at all against charming women. He liked to look at them from behind the light-colored puffs
around his eyes. With great pleasure he saw them standing on the other side of the store counter. Some of them
blushed, others remained cool and objective. But for himself he did not want a beautiful woman. He needed
somebody like Elisa.
While he reasoned with himself in that manner, he had to drown out a voice. This voice told him that he,
Philipp Schops, in spite of all the affluence that he was able to offer, could not make any demands. He was vain
and yet he knew that, measured by all the usual standards, he was ugly. He knew that his formless face was not
pleasing to the pretty women. It was pale and pimply and bloated under the greasy skin. His arms, bulging out of
the blue-striped shirtsleeves, were covered with transparent skin, under which blood and veins glimmered bluish
and reddish ringed. They resembled the sickly sausages that hung in limp wreaths from the hooks. His belly
strained his pants and shirt, threatening the buttons. Schops was too fat for his age and for his build—everybody
in town said that. The people looked at him the same way as at the capable Elisa, when he—rarely—left the store
and walked through the streets, swaying somewhat like a sailor, proud and suspicious. But he went to church and
did not drink. He was an esteemed citizen, one about whom there was little to say. His meat and sausages had
convinced devotees.
He knew: I am not loved, but am respected. This fact regularly strengthened his regularly wavering selfconfidence. Elisa would not turn him down. It was all up to him alone: whether he could decide for her, whether
he should ask her, tomorrow, on their Sunday walk, which consisted only in his seeing her home from church. He
had wanted to meet her in the afternoon, but rosy-cheeked and shaking her head, she had refused. She had to wash
clothes, prepare the Sunday coffee and, shortly after that, the evening meal. And later? In the evening? He had
looked at her intently, almost passionately, knowing that the splendid chains of sausages formed a good
background for his pale head. No, no, impossible. She would have to watch the little ones, the older ones were
gone, wanting to have fun.
Well! That would then be over with, this obligation, this slavery which she suffered without opposition—for
how many years now? Slowly he continued his musing. From now on she would wash clothes on Monday. He
smirked. She was not spoiled. Whatever he would offer her, she would regard as the good life. They would always
eat plenty and well. He would certainly not skimp, although he stayed within reasonable limits. And that little bit
of housekeeping, before children came. She would only need the morning for that—afternoons she could easily
help out in the shop. He was figuring, moving his moistened lips without making a sound. His smirk turned into a
grin. His little sunken puffy eyes stared at the white tiles with the dark green meandering bands, which were
polished like a mirror and covered the opposite wall almost up to the ceiling.
Elisa was wearing her Sunday dress of black, faded silk. Her good-natured, large face was still shining from
last night’s scrubbing. On her right was Meta, narrow-faced, sweet, very dainty and a little Madonna-like. She
was humming a melody, high and softly, one of her hit tunes, to which she danced on weekends, adeptly and
coolly. To the left of Elisa, also in his dark Sunday best, Philipp Schops strutted with hesitant confidence. The
proposal rested, firmly formulated in short precise words, in clear,. frankly questioning and at the same time
defining sentences, in his brain, where it was still mulling and brewing.
Up to now everything had gone according to plan, including even the gradations of Elisa’s smiles. But then,
when they had left the town behind them and he was deciding to become more candid, and was wanting to link
his arm with Elisa’s, all in black silk and held at an angle, just then out of some comer or other Meta had appeared
in her ragged little summer dress and with her impudent, pretty eyes and had attached herself to Elisa as if she
loved her passionately, laughing and humming to herself.
Schops knitted eyebrows that disappeared between the folds of his fat face. His arm remained hanging stiffly at
the far side of his belly, not daring to come forward. Why didn’t Elisa send this hussy away, for she must have
known what a very special hour was about to slip by. His anger at Meta turned to anger at Elisa. If she was going
to be so indifferent, he could be that way too. He would not be made a fool of by the poorest and ugliest girl in
town, not he, a master butcher and a shop owner, not by one who lived behind the garbage dumps. Contempt
furrowed his puffy face and pursed his lips. Uneasy and angry his eyes lay embedded in his fleshy face. .
Elisa strode on stiffly and silently, glowing and not unhappy. She noticed his hesitating arm. She was amused
that he was shy. Because of Meta? The fact that this time she counted for more than her pretty sister filled her
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with a feeling of pride. She felt sorry now for the man at her, side, who had put her in the position of feeling so
self-assured, while he walked along beside her so quietly and so inhibited. The sandy path through the steel green
grassland seemed to her to be dotted with bright, lucky spots. She was not used to feelings of such an undefined
kind. They surprised and confused her.
Schops dug his round fat hands into the pockets of his Sunday pants and clenched them into fists. That silly
shabby goose! She’ll get to know me! In addition to the other hostile feelings came one of aversion. How bleak
and dirty the “Steppe” lay beneath the sallow sky. How unpleasantly the streaks of smoke from the glimmering
refuse fires burned in the corners of his eyes.
“Well! I’m turning back now,” he said in a choked voice. He didn’t look up, did not see Elisa’s startled look,
did not see how her face fell.
“Getting too late.”
All three stood still. The blue gray wisps of smoke from the garbage dump drifted above their heads.
“Well, see you again,” Schops said, took his right hand out of his pocket and held it out to Elisa.
She took his hand and realized, as long as she held the ball of warm fat, what she could have had: security, no
love. That which she needed, she could have had—if she had not done something or had done something more.
She did not know what and she could not find out, as she continued toward the east. Meta was at her side. She had
stopped humming and had turned around to look at the short-legged man in the black suit and had giggled. There
was mockery in her pretty eyes beneath the pale forehead.
“Hurry up, I’m hungry, you know!” she said. She looked charming.
Awkwardly Elisa lifted her big feet in her clumsy shoes, speckled light brown by the sandy dust. She walked
faster. She saw the tar roof of the hut behind the flat hills in the white light of noon. She drew the burnt garbage
smell deeply into her dry mouth.
58.450 Coming Over\fn{by Edith Milton (1932-

)}

Karlsruhe, Baden Wurttemberg, Germany (F) 10

Before I ever go on the S. S. Gripsholm,\fn{Christened in 1925, a ship of the Swedish-American line (18,134 tons), designed
for service between Sweden and the United States. Probably because she was connected with an officially neutral country, she was pressed
into service in internationally awkward moments—for example, in evacuating Western missionaries, businesspeople and their dependents
from the civil and military wreckage trailed by the Nationalist Chinese Government when they were compelled to abandon Shanghai from
Communist absorption upon the conclusion of the twentieth century Chinese civil war between the Koumintang and Communist factions }
I had decided I would be kissed before I got off again. I went about achieving this goal on one of the upper decks,
somewhere in the middle of the Atlantic. The mist was so thick that it felt like rain where I sat inside the embrace
of a Dutch sailor, embracing, rather to my astonishment, his moist and weaving tongue inside my innocent mouth.
The sound of a tango, to which my sister was undoubtedly dancing with either Mr. Richards or Sergeant
Moody, drifted toward us from a lower deck. Mr. Richards and Sergeant Moody danced with delicate nostalgia, as
if every step they took reminded them of some moment of their distant youth. They both looked permanently
married.
“They’re so middling,” I complained to my sister.
“You’re a snob,” she said.
She was twenty, as supple and tawny as a barley stalk. She was modeling her character on Douglas Fairbanks,
Jr.,\fn{Motion picture actor (1909- ) } and her style on Marlene Dietrich.\fn{ German-American film star (1901-1992); she
excelled in a haunting, sensuous type of singing and acting, which at the time made her a popular sensation } I was fourteen. And I
was not so much a snot as impatient at the dullness of the example she set. It seemed unlikely that she was
enjoying her tango under the colored lights below. But in the dark, I knew myself, certainly, to be losing control of
my enterprise on the boat deck.
That I had had my breasts investigated did not surprise me, since I had been given to understand that that was
standard procedure. But a hand was now reaching inside the elastic of my gym nickers. I did not know what to do
about this hand, though I found its exploration thoroughly alarming; partly because it called up echoes of halfheard warnings I had never quite understood; largely because I knew that thick cotton gym knickers were
inappropriate attire for what the hand was doing to them. And although a hand could hardly be expected to know
that the disgraceful knickers were maroon red with a large thistle embroidered on the side to let anyone who
might be interested know what team I was on at school, I blushed with shame at the exorbitance of my own
innocence.
The hand tried a new approach, via the thistle, where it paused briefly, tracing the outline with a puzzled finger.
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“That’th a thiththle,”\fn{That’s a thistle} I gasped, disengaging my mouth, which squelched like a suction cup.
“It’s my house. I played for Scotland.”
I played, I should have told him, for Scotland very badly. And the captain of Thistle had offered several times
to swap me to Rose or Daffodil for one of their duds. But my Dutch sailor was anyway not listening.
“Baby,” he crooned.
It seemed to be the only English he knew. But his hand had made headway through the elastic, and at last
found home.
*
The war had been over for a year. People were going home. People without a home to go to were going
somewhere else, and the American Committee for Jewish Refugees had taken over five of the four-berth cabins in
Standard Class for twenty of us who had relatives who were already American citizens. We had been given visas
and passage on the Gripsholm’s first voyage since her transformation from a hospital ship back to passengers and
peace.
The porthole of our cabin was close to the level of the sea. It swung insecurely between the elements, like a
drowning man. In its up moments it looked upon nothing but free blue air. But in its down moments it turned
toward an obsessive scrutiny of the dark water, which reached up as if it might claim us at any moment.
The porthole did not open easily. It stayed shut even though I tried prying it with a nail file. Under its
ambiguous view of the environment there was a tiny sink, and next to the sink there were two minute chairs. The
only other furnishings were four storage lockers that pulled out from under the two sets of double-decker bunks.
My sister and I had already put our suitcases on the bunks to the right of the entrance and my sister had locked
away our only heirlooms, five Swiss watches and our grandmother’s diamond ring, when Rosa and Bruna came
in.
“Excuse me,” Bruna said. “Would you mind very much? We would like so much if possible two top bunks. If
it makes no difference.”
They had been in Dachau\fn{ One of the primary Nazi extermination camps for Jews, gypsies, homosexuals, Socialists,
Communists, Monarchists, and other people they found socially and morally undesirable } for several years. They were not sure
how many. At night they still woke often, thinking that they were there, and to see another bunk above their own
would convince them that their nightmare was not over. My sister moved her suitcase down at once.
“I don’t care where I sleep,” she said.
They were grateful. Would she mind also turning the electric light on and off for them that evening? It was
Friday, and they did not want to break the Shabbas.\fn{By doing any work, forbidden to the ultra-Orthodox}
“All right,” my sister said. “But I ought to tell you, I’m Jewish too, you know.”
“Orthodox?” Bruna asked. She had the voice of a prompter, inexpressive and very low. None of the things she
said seemed quite to belong to her. “I assume from the way you dress that you are Reform.”
“How do I dress?” said my sister, alarmed: Dietrich’s outfits were certainly not Reform. But she said she
would do the lights.
“And about toothbrushes,” Rosa added. Though they both spoke English remarkably well, Rosa’s was livelier
and more fluent than her sister’s. She explained that it would not be kosher to use for their toothbrushes the single
glass on the little shelf over the sink, if we were to use it too.
“Christ!” said my sister, putting her toothbrush back in her suitcase.
*
We had had a long day. It had begun to rain that morning as we left our hotel. It was still raining on Euston
Station as we waited for our train there; and all the way up to Liverpool there was nothing but drizzle. In
Liverpool it poured. The middle-aged man who had shared our third-class compartment on the train rushed to
raise his umbrella over my sister’s head. From the way he looked back at me as I absorbed rain out of range of his
umbrella, I was sure he had daughters my age; perhaps even my sister’s age, though she had whispered to me that
his name was Mr. Richards and that he was divorced.
Clark Gable\fn{American motion picture star (1901-1960)} was divorced. Errol Flynn\fn{ American motion picture star
(1909-1959)} was divorced. Mr. Richards to me looked married.
Everyone who had been on the boat train arrived together at the boat. There was some trouble at the mouth of
the boarding ramp, where two officials checked the papers of those rushing toward shelter out of the rain. But my
sister was looking out to sea.
“Jesus,” she said. “Did you ever see so many rubbers?”\fn{ Condoms}
I had never in fact seen any rubbers at all. When I looked where she pointed toward a scum of white bobbing at
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the edge of the quay, the vision did not instruct my curiosity. I could see corks and bottles, planks and cardboard
boxes, a doll’s head floating beside a doll’s limbless body and the drowned corpse of some animal that had once
been the size of a small sheep. There was nothing else in the direction my sister pointed to, except that deposit of
what looked like laundry foam.
But it seemed to me that the dark mysteries that she saw must be invisible only to an ignorant eye like mine,
and that the initiated could certainly sort them out from the other garbage. So I said, “Gee, yes,” and snickered
dutifully.
*
It was still raining when the ship weighed anchor.
“Prosit,” said my sister, raising her glass to chaos. Dinner the first night out was a buffet. In Standard Class, no
one had been assigned tables yet. There were too many people on board. The forks had run out, and the woman
next to me was slicing her meat with a spoon. It was announced that the fish mousse was no more, but that the
ham salad would be resurrected in the near future. With eight or ten other people, Rusa and Bruna sat apart at the
long table where kosher food was expected but not, as yet, forthcoming. In the passage outside, voices were raised
over questions of luggage, and people lined up to leave their cash and jewelry at the bursar’s office.
We were sitting in a corner with Mr. Richards, and with Sergeant Moody, who shared a cabin with him. After
many attempts they had secured a liter of wine from the bar, but the glass of milk I was supposed to be getting had
still not appeared.
“Yo. Yo,” said the steward from whom it had been ordered. He was brilliantly above anything so bland as milk;
a long, golden youth, beautifully turned toward cheerfulness, with gentian eyes barely visible under the blond
fountain of his forelocks. Smiling still, in his comfortable surrender to total incomprehension, he rushed off to
bring me something, and brought me an empty wine glass. Then he stationed himself behind the roast beef and
began carving.
“Moment,” he said, slicing furiously. “Moment.”
A gnarled and ugly boy on crutches was trying simultaneously to hold out his plate for meat, and to hold
himself steady against the motion of the ship. It lurched, and the slice of beef about to be settled down onto his
plate threw itself onto the floor. Our golden steward and the gnarled young cripple looked down upon it ruefully,
as if it proclaimed something they would rather have kept to themselves.
For want of milk, Mr. Richards finally poured me some wine.
That night I swam to bed and rocked to sleep in the arms of Neptune and Dionysus. My sister also complained
of a strange stomach. And we both forgot that it was the Shabbas, and that Bruna and Rosa were still at large. I
was long asleep when a whisper dragged me from the heaving deep where I had lain.
“Please,” it said. “The light, please.”
Obedient in somnolence, I switched on the light. The room leaped from its darkness, a brilliant green except
for Rosa’s and Bruna’s faces. They were golden, suffused with the light of ineffable joy.
“We listened to music,” Rosa said.
“We are learning to dance,” said Bruna.
“From Sven,” Rosa added. They were trying to speak softly, so as not to wake my sister, perhaps; or, more
likely, so as not to wake themselves from this happy dream.
“Sven,” said my sister, turning in her bunk. “Handsome Sven the steward in the dining room? The one behind
the roast beef? That Sven?”
“He is asking us to teach him English.”
“Why would he do that?” said my sister. “He speaks perfect English. Yo. So. Rossbiff. Sose. What more does he
want?”
“Yes, but when we give him the lessons, he says in exchange he is teaching us to dance. Rosa and I, we never
danced in our life.”
“Sven the goy,” said my sister. “Did you pause to consider that he might be less kosher than my goddamn
toothbrush?”
“We smoked a cigarette,” Rosa whispered.
It was a confession, this time, not a confidence. But my sister had turned her face to the wall, like
Nebuchadnezzar, and heard no more.
*
When my Dutch sailor had looked for something in his pocket, I knew, with the sober shock of all epiphanies,
that I would at last see a rubber. What he pulled out instead was a package of French cigarettes, of which, swept
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by disappointment into an easy corruption, I at once accepted one.
The Galoise proved useful for keeping the sailor at bay.\fn{ Possibly because of their smell as well; they are horrid things,
made up of the street-sweepings of Turkish bazaars as much as anything } Held at the correct angle, low toward the thigh, it
even removed his hand from my secret shame, the gym knickers. But the smoke made me feel strange.\fn{ I have no
doubt!} As if I had borrowed someone else’s body, several sizes too large for me.
In the sharp light hung over the hatchway, the face of the Dutch sailor had taken on a sinister bias. He had a
Slavic jaw and small, cruel teeth that I imagined biting into the flesh of babies and other minority victims. He had
a pimple under his lower lip, which looked at the same time too distant and too large, like something seen closeup in a movie. He was smiling.
“Komm, komm,” he said soothingly, alarming me. He made a comic pantomime of someone puffing inexpertly
in a cigarette and choking. Then he took my Gauloise tenderly between forefinger and middle finger, drew it
gently from my hand, and threw it into the void, out where the sea would be.
By noon on our second day out I had become accustomed to the swaying of the ship. The other passengers had
begun to arrange themselves in the inchoate organization of social intimacies. Table assignments had been posted
that morning, and as the news of their appearance spread, people turned their backs on the bright Atlantic
sunshine above, to go into the darkness below and discover what place in the Order of Things had been allotted to
them.
I looked for a comfortable deck chair in which to read my current volume of Victor Hugo,\fn{ Victor Marie Hugo
(1802-1885), French poet, novelist, and playwright} and took the place next to where Rosa and Bruna lay with their eyes
closed, courting a suntan. The gnarled boy who had dropped his meat the night before was trying to make himself
agreeable by asking them riddles.
“Es gibt drei Lügnern aus Berlin,” he said. “Und der Erste sagt …”
Rosa and Bruna, without opening their eyes, said they did not know the answer. I could not blame them for not
looking at him. His face was bony and very thin. Poised between crutches it looked like a gargoyle’s, ready for
mounting.
“Ah, Fraülein,” he said, seeing me stare at him. “Vielleicht wissen Sie die Antwort? Es gibt drei Lügnern aus
Berlin, ja? Und der Erste sagt …”
“I’m sorry,” I said. “I don’t speak German.
“Ah, please,” he said. “I apologize.” He seemed delighted to have found someone to speak to. I had discovered
from Rosa that his name was Arnold and that he was afflicted with an arthritic disease that had become worse
during his five years of hiding from the Germans in a damp Dutch cellar. Rosa said he would die of it soon.
“I thought you were one of us brats with the Refugee Committee.”
“I am,” I said.
“Then you must be from Poland. Or France, perhaps? I speak several languages, whichever you prefer.”
“English,” I said. “I only speak English.”
Several sailors had come up from below. They had bought themselves half-pints of beer at the little bar nearby,
and now stood by the ship’s railing, their backs to the sea, surveying the inland scenery displayed on deck. Their
eyes focused particularly on my sister, who was playing blackjack with the sergeant, and whose pillar of poker
chips had grown and spilled in front of her into a flood of red, white, and blue. She was trying to maintain a
sporting distance from her own success, I could see, but she grinned in triumph as she swept up the sergeant’s last,
small, desperate stake.
“That is extremely clever,” said Arnold. “For a refugee to speak only English. How did you manage that?”
“I forgot my German,” I said, truthfully. Two of the sailors were making mouths at my sister, as if they were
whispering suggestions of an unspeakable nature into the air over her head. She failed to notice them. The other
two sailors gave her up and turned their attention over a wider range; toward Rosa and Bruna, I saw. Their eyes
slid along the two girls as if they were following a tennis match between neck and ankle.
“You forgot your German?” said Arnold.
“I don’t like German,” I said. “I don’t like being German.”
“But that’s very original,” Arnold said. “You don’t like it. So you forget it. Did it go away?”
The sailors’ attention had moved still further toward the south. One of them noticed me.
“Yes,” I said. “Of course it went away. I’m going to America.”
With enormous deliberation, the sailor engaged my eye. He was, I saw even then, an amazingly ordinary sort
of boy; the sort of pale, blue-eyed, medium-sized boy who fills the schools between Amsterdam and Seattle,
between Copenhagen, Glasgow, Toronto, and points west. The species might be indicated on a map by a chain of
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round-headed, pleasant, brown-haired stick figures circling the globe a little above the fiftieth latitude. He looked
very nice, I thought; appetizing. But I knew I would never be able to describe him to anyone in years to come.
Seriously, taking his time to complete the gesture, he winked at me.
“I think,” Arnold said, “that you may be just the sort of political analyst who would enjoy solving riddles. In
this one, three liars from Berlin are speaking. And the first one says …”
The sailors had left. But not before the anomalous boy who had winked at me had also blown me a kiss.
*
The next morning a discussion began among the refugees about where we had spent the war and which of our
relatives we were to join in New York. During this conversation Arnold leafed through the notebook in which he
worked his mathematical puzzles and chess problems, and became preoccupied with a long equation that I saw
took up several pages.
I had begun to feel that the Dutch sailor might be the perfect provider of my first kiss.
*
Not that he seemed in any hurry to volunteer. He kept his distance when he appeared on deck at four bells that
afternoon. The next afternoon he came again. On both of these occasions he had only one friend with him. Loyal
to the established pattern, they leaned against the railing with the backs to the sea, and my sailor carefully smirked
and winked at me over the rim of his glass. I construed his grimaces, possibly correctly, as indicating
concupiscence. But I noticed that when he looked upon the dashing presence of my sister, which he did long and
often, his face became serious and expressed the deep, religious understanding of one who accepts that God may
be too busy counting falling sparrows to pay any attention to him.
My sister, for her part, noticed him then no more than she had noticed him the first time. Sergeant Moody had
finished with blackjack, probably forever. Forced into a tête-à-tête, she and Mr. Richards had begun to play deck
tennis; but after an hour of being humiliated, Mr. Richards retired, not merely from deck tennis but from the deck.
My sister was now playing darts with Kurt Weinberg.
She had ripened in the sun to a vibrant ocher. Kurt Weinberg was darker and deeper, the color of treacle. His
chest was covered with a mesh of fine gold wire, and his eyes were pale and gray. He did not look married. Nor
for that matter did he look divorced. After he won his second game from my sister, I asked him if he had fought in
the Underground; and like any man would who has fought in the underground, he said,
“What on earth makes you think so?”
“There are five men,” said Arnold, “whom we will naturally call A, B, C, D, and Eric. Each tells either entirely
the truth, or equally entirely the untruth.”
Arnold’s world, though full of ambiguities, was also a universe ruthlessly oversimplified. The pinpoint of
verity could, by the right procedure, always be found in the midst of an infinity of everything that was not itself. I
thought such hopefulness annoying. To me, to find the tiny truth or to define the enormous untruth seemed like
two witches’ tasks in a fairy tail, equally impossible. I told him so.
“But this is mathematics, not witchcraft,” he said. “We are speaking algebraically. A, B, C, and D represent
binomial possibilities of yes and no. They have nothing to do with real life. Eric also has nothing to do with real
life, but he is very charming. I introduce him to involve you emotionally in the calculations. I think his hair may
sweep down over one eye, and he should be seen almost constantly in profile.”
My Dutch sailor, meanwhile, had made his appearance. He seemed bored, and after winking at me twice he
began to waggle his ears. He could move them several inches forward and backward.
“The important thing,” said Arnold, “from the point of view of solving the riddle, is that A, B, C, D, and Eric
each is wearing either a blue dot or red dot on his forehead. Blue for truth, red for lies, naturally. What are you
staring at?”
I waved my head, as unobtrusively as I could, toward the sailor, who had managed to get his scalp to join his
ear muscles, and was presenting, for my delection, a cranium in total upheaval.
“You have something wrong with your neck?” Arnold asked.
I hissed at him to look over his left shoulder.
“He has something wrong with his head? Good afternoon, sir,” said Arnold. “Is it catching?”
“Hoh?” said the Dutch sailor, staring quite rudely. But in time he realized what he was doing and stopped
doing it. He even smiled, a little uncertainly, and held out his hand. Then he had another idea. Conspiratorially,
glancing uneasily at me, he bent down to whisper something in Arnold’s ear, probably in Dutch. Arnold answered
aloud, probably in German. Soon they were talking.
“He wants to know,” said Arnold, “whether I have any romantic claims on you. Do I have any romantic claims
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on you?” After some further talk with the sailor he turned to me again.
“He is asking how old you are,” Arnold said. “I have so far supposed, from the maturity of your riddle-solving
capacity, that you must be at least fifty. But he tells me you do not look at least fifty, and that he is worried about
the opinion of his comrades. They take a dark view of the seduction of children, and he wants to know, I suppose,
if he seduces you, whether he will be considered perverted. He says I am to ask you if you are sixteen.”
I was caught. I wanted to say that certainly I was sixteen. That I was, indeed, seventeen, eighteen; going on
twenty. But I had a premonition that such an untruth would lessen me in Arnold’s estimation; would in fact turn
me into nothing better than one of his riddles’ liars.
I compromised. I said I was not yet entirely sixteen. Almost, but not entirely.
“A baby,” said my Dutch sailor, when this news was translated to him.
But he was grinning enthusiastically, and went into further consultation with Arnold; I assumed, therefore, that
almost sixteen was all right.
“He says his name is Renni,” Arnold said.
“Tell him my name, too.”
“I don’t think he cares,” Arnold said. “He says could you meet him here for the dance tonight. Could you be
here on deck at nine?”
“Sure,” I said. “Of course. Yes.”
Arnold looked at me for several seconds before he translated this to the Dutch sailor.
“Gewiss,” he said. “Bestimmt. Ja.” It sound unpleasantly like a political slogan; but my sailor smirked at me,
satisfied. When he had returned below to the crew’s quarters, Arnold drew a sigh of contentment.
“Back to important things,” he said. “You recall the situation: Five characters? Red and blue dots? Then, to go
on—A says he can see three red dots and one blue dot. B says he can see three blue dots and one red dot. And Eric
says he has seen only his own hair since 1932.”
*
A stroke of genius. I had given my Dutch sailor to understand that it was too cold for me up on deck. It was, in
fact, too cold for me up on deck. I said “Brrr” and hugged my arms around myself to show him the ineffable
sincerity of my feelings.
“Baby, baby,” he said.
But he also put his pea jacket over my shoulders, which were trembling under the cold hands of fear and
dampness. He thumped me kindly on the back for a few moments, but then he had a better idea. Taking my hand,
he led me down below, as I had hoped he would. Below, where all the sensible people must be on a wet night.
The little smoking lounge where he brought me was paneled in polished wood. Long carved benches stood
around its walls, and in the center there were small round tables surrounded by chairs and upholstered in pale
green plush. The carpet on the floor was thick, and also pale green. It looked like a very comfortable room to sit
in. But there was not another soul sitting there except for the two of us.
*
I had begun to feel afraid much earlier in the evening. Not of the sailor or of the nasty things that it seemed
possible he might do to me. It was my own behavior that frightened me. It seemed quite unlike my own behavior.
Its unfamiliarity was like seeing another face stare back at me from the mirror. Why, for instance, had I not
mentioned to my sister that I was going to the dance? Why had I said nothing when, her honey skin wrapped in
white taffeta, her brown feet laced into silver sandals, she had gone into her usual Dietrich routine?
“Here I stand all dressed for the whorehouse,” she said. “Care to join me?”
I had decided not to wear one of my own schoolgirl frocks, but to take a dress from my sister’s locker. The one
I had chosen was dark blue, with little white flowers around the hem, and neither she nor I liked it much. She
would certainly have been happy to lend it to me if I had asked her, though she might perhaps have tried to
persuade me to borrow instead a black linen sheath that she cherished and that I admired. But I failed to ask her.
It was the night for dressing up. Soon after my sister had left, Rosa and Bruna came in with new dance gowns
that they had bought at the little shop on B Deck where the First Class passengers got their sunglasses and their
tanning oil. Rosa was quick and exquisite; she animated her yards of yellow organdy like the dark spirit that
moves a thundercloud. Bruna was pale and placid; she did very little for her layers of pink chiffon. And they did
nothing for her.
“Is it right? Is it fashionable?” Rosa asked me. “We have spent all our money. Are we pretty?”
They had bought lipsticks to match their dresses. The lipsticks were made by someone called Max Factor;
Rose said this sounded to her like a Jewish name, and she thought the lipsticks therefore were probably kosher.
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Did I agree that they were probably kosher?
I showed them how my sister put one color of lipstick on top of another, pink on orange, orange on pink, to
give her lips a luminous glow.
“How wonderful,” they breathed, leaning their heads together toward the little mirror while they tried my
sister’s method. They floated out, buoyed with the joy of what they saw in the mirror; airborne upon the bouffant
abomination of their gowns.
After they were gone, I pinned my own hair back into a loose knot, and eschewing the lipstick I had urged on
Rosa and Bruna, I powdered my face to an interesting pallor.
I looked dramatically ghastly: Lady Jane Grey\fn{ Lady Jane Grey (1537-1554), Queen of England for nine days (July 6-15,
1553).} on her way to the scaffold,\fn{ She and her husband were beheaded for high treason on February 12, 1554; the whole thing
was a plot by her husband’s father (John Dudley, the Duke of Northumberland and Lord Chamberlain) to subtly change the succession so
that he could continue to rule the country through her (she being a minor) and he had done for many years through Edward VI’s minority
(the previous monarch), as Lord Protector; it failed because Mary Tudor, one of the late king’s half sisters—Elizabeth I was the other—
contested the succession; and in the issue proved to have more ruthless and powerful allies than John Dudley, even though she was a
Roman Catholic and only a half-sister to the late king } or her ghost on the way back.

*
In my anxiety not to be late, I was early. My Dutch sailor was not in sight. Nor was a large part of my sister
that Kurt Weinberg was hiding in his embrace, his black, cable-knit arms encircling her white taffeta being while
his face was buried in the butterscotch hollow of her shoulder. He looked like Dracula with a sweet tooth. For a
whole hour that afternoon he had defeated her at darts, until at last he had steered her toward shuffleboard where
she could win. Now he claimed the prize of her victory.
As they waltzed on the slippery square of dance floor in the mist, I could see, under the colored lights, that she
had her eyes closed. I stayed out in the dark, by the bulwarks, where, even if she opened her eyes, she would be
unlikely to see me. And even if she saw me, she would be unlikely to recognize me: though I supposed she might
recognize her own dress.
My sailor arrived. He had two red roses for me. I clasped them to the chaste bosom of my stolen dress. He also
brought me a tall pink drink that tasted like rotting cherries, and a bracelet made of beads that he tried to thrust
upon the arm free of roses. I saw that my sister had left Kurt Weinberg, his prize ungranted, and that Kurt
Weinberg was now dancing with someone else. It was Bruna, in fact; she was melting like warm spun sugar into
his cool embrace.
And my sister, laughing her Dietrich laugh again, had opened her eyes unusually wide. She was alone with Mr.
Richards, but Sergeant Moody had only gone for a fresh liter of wine. I thought she had still not seen me. But
when my sailor finally succeeded in twisting the bracelet onto my arm and began to draw me away from the
music and dancing, further into the darkness, my sister raised her glass to me in formal, sardonic salute.
*
My state of dishevelment was terminal; the stolen dress lay at half-mast, and various other pieces of clothing
unhooked, unrolled, and fell from me in a confusion that I had long since stopped trying to catalogue. My hair had
unbound itself, and though I was still in complete possession of my gym knickers, and, incidentally, my virtue, the
damn thistle was now patent to anyone who cared to look. In this instance only the Dutch sailor, who gazed
slightly ruefully at my transformation from the Martyr Queen to Banquo’s ghost.
The sailor had released his grip, along with my stockings, and he seemed uncertain what to do next. He may
even have asked me what he ought to do next, but if he did, he certainly got no answer. In the end, faute de mieux,
what he did was play the piano.
I have no idea what distracted him from what I assumed was his raging lust; possibly the revelation of my
thistled knickers; possibly the realization of my extreme youth and disintegration; more probably the fact that it
was getting late, or that, lacking any talent for depravity, he was getting bored. The piano, to which he turned
from me as I began to reassemble my pieces, was an old upright that stood in one corner of the lounge, and that
sounded yearningly after its own lost youth, so that all the melodies put into it came out of it in modes of deep
despondency and feebleness. He played Lili Marlene three times, and I’ll Be Loving You (Always) three times.
The Blue Danube he tried only once.
At eight bells he indicated that it was time for him to return to duty. He walked me as far as the companionway
that led to my cabin. Half-teasing, before he left me he kissed my hand. The one with the bracelet on. The one not
holding the roses.
“Ciao, Baby, baby,” he said.
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*
I pulled my bracelet off with my teeth. And I pulled the porthole open, shattering, with the force of my need to
pry it free, Rosas’s and Bruna’s kosher toothglass on the floor. I threw the bracelet and the roses as far into the
Atlantic as I could, and then, behind them, my gym knickers. The honor of Scotland floated out to sea, and sank.
But it could be replaced. In my locker I had two other pairs identical to the knickers I had just set adrift.
Rosa had to knock to be let in. I had locked the door. She stood on the other side, diminutive in dampness, her
billowing organdy collapsed around her like the wet wings of a bright yellow butterfly.
She climbed to her bunk, and we lay silently, waiting for our sisters to return. Mine came in before I fell
asleep, and hit her shin on one of the small chairs and said “Shit.” I heard her looking through her locker,
checking on our heirloom watches and our grandmother’s ring before she got into bed. Bruna was still not there
next morning.
*
She was at breakfast, though. Still in her pink dress, sitting next to Kurt Weinberg at the kosher table. They
seemed not to be saying anything to each other.
Arnold was also there, drinking coffee. He hardly ever took meals with the rest of us, and I had never seen him
at breakfast.
“Joining the peasants?” I asked him.
“Stopping by to see how they all are. How are they all?”
“Some of them look a bit weedy to me,” I said, glancing at Bruna.
“How are you?”
“What?” I said. “Fine, I suppose. How should I be?”
“Forgive my asking,” Arnold said. “I am merely gathering a little empirical data. One never can tell about
peasants.” He seemed glad to see me.
*
“A man from Prague is traveling through Germany. He stand at a crossroads,” Arnold said. “He wishes to
know the way to Frankfurt. Of the three people from whom he asks directions, one is from Bremen and always
tells the truth. One is from München and always tells a lie. And one is from Nürenberg and is very unsure of
himself. He alternates between telling the truth and telling a lie.”
He was not well, even by the standards of his sickness. He took medication that did not go with sunshine, and
his days of sitting on the deck had given him a deep red flush. In patches his skin was puffed and swollen. He had
been confined below, and I spent hours in his company in the main lounge, where crew members were not
allowed and where therefore my sailor would not find me.
“Why are there always liars in your riddles?” I asked.
“Liars make riddles possible,” Arnold said. “Besides, I put in just as many people who tell the truth.”
“What about the man from Prague?” I said.
“What about him?”
“What is he?”
“A Czechoslovakian,” said Arnold.\fn{The Czech and Slovak Republics were at one time (1918-1939; 1945-1993) joined
together in a single state, which they finally and peacefully dismantled in what they believed to be their own best interests. Between 1939
and 1945, Slovakia was at least on paper an independent country: she had seceded from the remains of Czechslovakia after its forced
partition by Nazi Germany (who received the Sudetenland, the area of Czechslovakia populated mostly by Germans); but she was a puppet
of Germany, who controlled her foreign and domestic policies in all but name }

“I mean, does he tell lies or does he tell the truth? We’ve no way of knowing. When he says he wants to go to
Frankfurt, why should we believe him? Perhaps he’s only being frivolous when he asks for directions, in which
case you and I are just wasting our time.” Arnold’s dark eyes shone at me from his flushed face.
“Wonderful,” he said. “I can see you are right. The man wants nothing more than idle chitchat. He is probably
trying to hide from his German friends how much he hates their country and longs to go back to his own. Shall we
have tea?”
By then, even crossing the length of the lounge on his crutches was an effort for him. I went for tea and a try of
biscuits, and brought them back to our little table. He poured our cups from the squat metal pot.
“Why am I so obsessed with riddles?” he said. “Do you know? Why do you think I am so obsessed with
riddles?”
We began in time to speak of other things. Among the subjects we covered that afternoon were the ability to
foretell the future from one’s dreams, and the disappearance of the Bengal tiger. After a while, when it was
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already well past dinnertime, I asked him if he would mind if I read him a chapter or two from my Victor Hugo.
*
Toward the end of the voyage, the atmosphere of the dining room had changed. People I had never seen,
Americans given over to mal de mer,\fn{Sea-sickness} appeared with pale faces and displayed their dyspepsia
publicly, as if to exercise it before the disembarked. Those who had made friends or acquired lovers became
jealous of each minute not devoted to their company, and changed seatings and tables so as to be with the
beloved. There were no exceptions to this. Kurt Weinberg, for instance, had become irreligious and moved as far
away from the kosher table and from Bruna as he could. I discovered that it was not likely, after all, that he had
fought in the Underground; he shared his new table with someone he had known since childhood, someone he had
grown up with in Winnetka, Illinois.
From his safe distance I caught him now and then looking over his Greek nose and under his golden lashes in
Bruna’s direction; like me, I suppose, waiting for her to come to a proper realization that she had been seduced
and abandoned, and to act accordingly. But she disappointed us both. She ate well and slept soundly. At least she
snored. For dinner she put on the dismal pink dress she had bought for the dance, serenely unaware that it had
brought her anything but good luck and happy memories for her later years.
It was Rosa, in fact, who did all the complaining, beloved though she was. Golden Sven rushed forward as
soon as she came into the dining room. He pulled out her chair for her. He hovered over her with kosher offerings
of meat and gravy. As she left the table on our last night aboard, he looked after her, his eyes tragic with parting.
But Rosa was disappointed I him.
“He doesn’t know to dance,” she told me. “The waltz a little. The fox trot bad. And the rumba not. For that I
spent money on a new dress?”
On the last night there was a ball in the First Class lounge for the upper classes. We in Standard were excluded,
but my sister and Mr. Richards were going anyway. So was Sergeant Moody. And even Rosa and Bruna were
thinking of putting their dresses to a final use.
I was going to read to Arnold.
*
He liked the descriptive passages in Hugo:
“The grandest productions of architecture are not so much individual as social works, rather the offspring of
nations in labor than the inventions of genius.” The dramatic passages, however, puzzled him.
“Do you understand that?” he would ask after a particularly Gothic moment that had not seemed to me, really,
something that needed to be understood. Further consideration usually brought me to the conclusion that I
understood it well enough.
“I think they’re all batty,” I explained.
“One should read it again,” said Arnold. “We are missing something somewhere.”
I was on my way to the library, to read it again and find what we were missing, when I passed a line of sailors
standing on the companionway. The Dutch sailor was at the end, at the top of the line. They grinned joyfully at
my approach, as if this were exactly what they had waited for, catbirds beholding the oncoming cat. One by one
they began to whistle. I held my head straight, though my face was burning. It was too late to turn and run.
“Baby baby,” said the Dutch sailor between whistles. I wondered what he had said about me to the others.
“Baby baby baby.”
Under the compulsion of forces too strong for me to resist, I turned on the lot of them, and stuck out my
tongue. A deed so craven that I confessed it to no one, ever; not even Arnold.
*
For some reason I thought it was important to see the Statue of Liberty, so I got up at six the next morning in
order not to miss it. I spent two hours staring toward America, mistaking one lighthouse after another for the
Mother of Exiles. After ten lighthouses had gone by, I gave up and had breakfast.
The dining room was empty. There were only three people at the kosher table. I had almost finished the last
crumb of my brioche when my sister tottered in with her eyes half-closed. She said the dance had been a great
success. They had been thrown out five times.
I wanted to look at New York, so I left her triumphant and yawning. It had started to rain. The skyline, if there
was one, was hidden by the sky, which hung over the city like an executioner’s mask. We were surrounded by
traffic; tugs, tankers, barges. The noise they made was terrible. Around the shores of one of the nearby islands I
could make out a road crawling with giant insects, a species from Brobdingnag.\fn{ A reference to one of the imaginary
countries in Jonathan Swift’s (1667-1745) satire, Gulliver’s Travels, which he brought out in 1726 as the ultimate mockery—intended as
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savage and bitter—on the general behavior of all humankind. Brobdingnag was the land of the giants }

“Are those cars?” asked Rosa, pointing. She and Bruna had joined us. Arnold stood next to me.
“Luxury tanks,” he said. “A new concept in warfare.”
We stared at these shores on which we would soon disembark, where things grew beyond any scale that we
had ever known before. Out there people we did not remember, who shared our blood, waited to claim us. My
sister and I would live near Boston. Rose and Bruna in New Jersey. Arnold was to die in Chicago. When at last
Bedloe’s Island came in sight, and the great raised arm of Liberty, in scale with the enormousness of the new land,
her torch was lost in the lowering mist.
My sister had given the watches and the ring to Sergeant Moody, who had told her that, as a soldier in uniform,
he could get them through customs for her more easily than she could herself. Now she had lost Sergeant Moody
and appeared walking back and forth over the deck, looking for him.
“Son of a bitch,” she said.
The strangers on shore who laid claim to us would expect us to arrive complete with those goods of which we
were advertised as being in possession. They were the charms of our safety.
We were almost in the harbor. Tugs had taken over our progress and were bringing us in, while in the lounge a
mob formed around the immigration officials who had just come on board.
“‘Your tired, your poor, your huddled masses,’” said Arnold, who had looked it\fn{ The sonnet The New Colossus,
composed by Emma Lazarus (1849-1887) in 1883, and reproduced (1903) upon the base of the statue. It reads: Not like the brazen giant
of Greek fame, | With conquering limbs astride from land to land: | Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand | A mighty
woman with a torch, whose flame | Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name | Mother of Exiles. From her beacon-hand | Glows
world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command | The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame. | “Keep, ancient lands, your storied
pomp!” cries she | With silent lips. “Give me your tired, your poor, | Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free, | The wretched
refuse of your teeming shore. | Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost, to me, | I lift my lamp beside the golden door! }up in the

library the night before, in preparation for this moment when we passed under Liberty’s nose. Her great blank
eyes, as blind as Polyphemus’s, stared away from our future toward the place from which we had come.
“It seems an unnecessarily insulting form of invitation. ‘Wretched refuse.’ Do you think one should accept it?”
His hair was hung with shining beads of water from the rain.
And when it was time to leave, he had some trouble adjusting his crutches so as to take my hand in both his
own.
46.229 Love Legend\fn{by Irmtraud Morgner (1933-1990)} Chemnitz, Saxony, Germany (F) 3
The news came while I was eating. I failed to understand at first, the meat was tough, the bartender turned
away from the counter to tune the radio. He pulled it forward a bit on the cabinet shelf and turned up the volume
so that the announcer’s voice drowned out the noisy hubbub of talk and dishes, but stood with his ear near the
speaker. The sounds abated, increased again, then silence. The back of the cabinet was made of mirror glass. It
doubled liquor bottles, packs of cigarettes, the room, the men searched for their faces between display pieces,
besides me there were only men in the pub. Their faces were tan up to a line above the brows, their foreheads
were pale and had no streaks of lime.
Anton reached for the rucksack lying between his boots under the table. I recall it exactly, although years have
passed. Even with news of this kind, I knew the men by name. I had been working with them for a short time, our
construction site lay on the other side of the river. No one whistled as the stranger entered. He sat down at my
table. His hair was conspicuous, similar to a wig, dull, but thicker and not as well-groomed, at first glance black.
Two masons had purposely missed their buses. After emptying eight bottles of beer, they got the stranger to
play cards. I had another serving. When I lifted my arm to put the bite in my mouth, I felt the soreness in my
shoulder. After the second day at work my arm trembled when it wasn’t propped on something. We were still
watching one another, the workers and I, but no longer warily. After work I sat with them in the pub. They waited
for buses, I for evening.
The stranger was not one of us. He wrote the scores for the game in small numerals on the edge of a
newspaper. He held the pencil with his fingers almost straight. They were shorter than the back of his hand, pale,
uncalloused, hairy, thicker toward the edges. After each entry he looked up at the clock with its layers of carved
ornamentation, the brown-smoked decorative carvings on the cabinet reached to the ceiling.
As soon as I had paid the tab, I joined the card players, ordered a beer, a bottle, the stranger drank from a glass,
I envied him. The radio announcer repeated the report on the blockade. The stranger lost two hands. After the
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other tables were empty, I asked if I might play. The stranger paid the masons their winnings and lined off a new
score card on the edge of the newspaper.
When I lost for the third time, one of the masons put his hand on my shoulder. His name was Edgar, our
brigade called him the swineherd because he supposedly dropped more mortar on the ground while rough-casting
than he got on the wall; since then the whole operation has been mechanized. On the tabletop, vibrating from the
banging fists, particles of ashes shifted about. The bartender was washing glasses. Edgar took his hand from my
shoulder and put it on my knee. The stranger’s eyes narrowed. They slanted upward toward the temples. The
table-top was cracked, Edgar had wedged his cards in the crevice. Sometimes he pondered his next play so long
that all the flies settled on the smooth-scoured wood.
The speaker repeated his announcement of a general mobilization on the Caribbean island. The window fan
was blowing the tin dampers and the valance. Edgar breathed into my ear. The stranger coughed. On his forehead
protruding veins formed a V above the base of his nose. Black-rimmed iris, ochre-specked on a green
background; I put my hand on Edgar’s. A cigarette with a long ash still intact hung in the right corner of his
mouth, his lips and the right half of his face were stained with nicotine, I scrutinized them. Edgar was in a hurry to
go. I got up, held out my hand to the stranger and let him usher me out.
*
We reached the station quickly. It was built on an embankment with two pairs of tracks. We looked at it. He
said:
“Actually, you could give me a kiss now.”
His hair burned my hand, he closed his eyes like a woman. I did as I was told. Then we went to the tunnel
leading to the platforms. Lights with wire protectors were mounted on the curved ceiling, gutters on the blackpainted buttressed walls called a urinal to mind, we looked at the train schedule that was glued on the
whitewashed arching walls.
“What would you like,” he asked.
“I want you,” I said.
*
“Your place or mine,” he asked.
“Mine,” I said.
I had no apartment at the time. During the week I slept in a garret of the House of Culture. On Sundays in my
parents’ bedroom. When I got the job, I was promised a furnished room somewhere nearby, only a very few of the
workers in the county construction unit lived in the little town. My parents lived in Berlin. The House of Culture
belonged to the county construction unit. Supposedly, the building had housed a restaurant ruined by poor
management, in their spare time volunteers had renovated the ground floor with money from the culture funds, the
upstairs had been refurbished with paint. Only the neon signs were burning, weekends, I had a key, the caretaker
was a red mountain climber, we trod on the wooden stairs in our stocking feet. The small room had been built
under the tapering attic roof and smelled of dust and rubble. A cord with forty watts hung from the ceiling, on the
latch of a dormer window, my work duds, blue-and-white checkered bed sheets.
We bit into each other’s lips and whetted our tongues until the saliva ran out of the corners of our mouths, tore
at our clothes all the time, climbed out of them, we touched each other’s body as if playing an instrument, boards
creaked. Loud, when we became one flesh, I tossed my head, clawed down his back probably, the struggle
brought us rhythmically, quickly and relentlessly to the pain. It came, as I heard the cry, and my mouth spoke, I
bore the weight of his damp body for a long while.
As he raised up, I slid a little to the right, he stretched out on my left side, I looked with pleasure at his face
glistening with perspiration. Later I sat up. The skin on his body was taut. A thin layer of fat hid the branching
veins. Freckled on the top side of his arms, noticeably muscular around the shoulders and ribs, then indistinct,
from the pit of the throat downward hair growing sparsely. Slender hips; concave abdomen, short legs with bony
knees, medium-sized genitals. I kissed them.
*
After midnight we thanked each other, introduced ourselves by name, and parted. The next morning, when I
heard the caretaker’s hiking boot kick the door as usual, my feelings of emptiness were gone. I was astonished,
said “yes” as a sign that I was awake, peered at the winding patterns on the slanted wall above me. Every morning
I looked at them and had already deciphered a horse and a boot or Italy. A toe print to the left of the horse, I got
up, gathered my clothes from the floor, counted. Eighteenth day, light designs, heel prints from shoes and feet,
marked the brown-painted boards, cigarette ashes in the washbowl, no water in the pitcher. The caretaker brought
537

up water from the kitchen for the waiter who occupied the next room, I was left to get my supply from the first
floor ladies’ room.
Without washing I jumped into my denims. They were stiff with lime at the chest and thighs, the construction
site was nearby, during the first few weeks I avoided changing in the construction shack. Was homesick for the
site where I had been an apprentice. There were three of us, one woman had married a man from Leuna, another
had had a baby, I was the only woman in the unit now who worked on the scaffolding. The brigade grudgingly
took me on, according to the regulations protecting workers, women are forbidden to push carts of bricks, for
example, directors had given guarantees, when pay for piecework was introduced, the men began to worry about
losing money again. That morning Anton and I completed the left gable, at the time we were using one stone, one
limestone, in rhythm, of course, as the method developed by our foreman and propagandized in the newspapers
was called, our brigade built only two stories, at breakfast talk about piece-work and the blockade. The porter, a
woman, brought milk, we were voluntarily committed to abstaining from beer during working hours, no one
seemed apprehensive. The odor of Bruno’s body arose from my skin. Before evening came, I knew that I loved
him.
*
I ate poorly for three days. I hardly slept. Four days later Bruno appeared at the construction site. I didn’t see
him at first, we were laying concrete, I was operating the lift and could hardly let the crane carriage out of sight,
Anton yelled:
“Someone to see you.”
He was my sponsor and had also committed himself to qualifying me politically so that I could go to the
university, then he planned to retire. Bruno said:
“Let’s go.” I said:
“How?” I had remembered him being younger. We ran over the stubblefield to the river. At the bank we fell
upon one another. I lay on my back with closed eyes. In reverse position, I observed Bruno. In front of his ears,
where the hair was gray, there were crowsfeet, he pulled his shoulders up to chin level, his forearms flanked his
head, cupped palms, stretched-out fingers, lips pressed together as if in pain, movement behind tightly closed
eyelids, I redoubled my efforts, his face broke open like a wound, his hands closed half-way. Bruno turned his
head, I forced grass under my nails, dirt. Toward evening we lay still, Bruno calm, I intoxicated: peace.
*
It lasted until seven. By then we were so cold that we had to leave the river. Reluctantly, we approached the
town, avoided the pub, the clubhouse, the semi in which the auxiliary driver was waiting for Bruno. The chestnut
trees on the railway embankment were almost bare. We looked at both pairs of tracks. I said:
“In Heaven no one would disturb us.”
“How do you know,” Bruno asked.
“My grandmother told me,” I said.
“Let’s go,” he said. We wanted to bribe the woman at the ticket window with fifty marks. She demanded a
hundred because the place did not exist for her. The tickets were 573.20 East German marks. We were transported
on a handcar.
*
As the rails began to bend upward, the angel let the handle go and started the engine. Following orders, Bruno
changed over to the other seat. Both seats were parallel to the rails with the backs above the wheels, when the
angle of ascent reached more than 160 degrees, we had to fasten our seat belts. The tracks glistened in the
darkness, breath turned to snow, when I looked down, it was like being with Bruno, only longer, the angel covered
our faces with his wings.
*
Heaven was densely populated. The registration office was located in a skyscraper in the downtown area. The
selection process took place in the courtyard. On the basis of fraudulent statements, our petition was granted. We
were given robes with holes and referral papers. A camp for the love-making section had been set up in a peaceful
area, 789 barracks, chevaux de rise,\fn{A note reads: Literally, curly horses; any form of portable wire entanglement, used as a
barrier} communication trenches. In which unpedigreed dogs of paradise were runners. We were allocated a bed in
barrack 361. Unlike the other occupants, we used it regularly.
In the beginning.
Use of the beds was allowed only if one was clothed and only under medical observation; every third
inhabitant was employed by the Celestial Health Department; observation included, among other things, preparing
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electrocardiograms. In spite of all this, we were blissful.
In the beginning.
The billeting changed often, married couples were allowed to live in the camp, officially, it was designated as a
transit camp. Occasionally, the fellow occupants gave up after the first day. Then their holed robes were burned on
the parade ground, accompanied by music, with later conversions the closed gowns were surrendered in the
clothing depot. We hardly bothered about camp life, we lay beside each other most of the time, looked at each
other. Bruno’s beauty had a tinge of ugliness that made it unmistakable, it occupied me. I admired it without
effort.
In the beginning.
During the idle periods, we exchanged speculations about the Cuba crisis, I described equipment frames, door
balances, lintels, Bruno talked of grades of gasoline and accidents.
After four months there we had our first fight. We blamed the prophylactic health care. At night we knocked
down the guard, ran to the outer edge of Heaven, and leaned far over the balustrade. The earth was still blue.
*
We were exposed. For three days we hid in a bunker. When we were put on the list of wanted persons, we fled
over the border. After interrogations about morale and materiel in the enemy camp we were welcomed into Hell.
A red-winged gentleman decorated us with deserters’ medals. With these we were authorized to use all the
machines. We chose the three-by-three compartment, air conditioned, maid service, and advanced from stationary,
then electronically operated mirrors, to a love detector, from the ordinary gimbals to programmed gimbals with
ninety-two variations, from an organ to a striking mechanism, from a garrotte to a Tantalus machine, a gadget
powered by a detector which transformed the appearance, sex, and desires of one’s partner. We used the latter to
suppress our growing hate. In vain, even the couples who used the most modern aggregates were reduced to poor
devils. In a short time there was no difference between them and the group that loitered about in the streets,
debated, cursed, and brawled. When I broke Bruno’s ring-finger, we decided to return home.
*
Via air lift we reached the little town on earth again. It was spring, the town was still standing, twelve houses
had even been built in the meantime, the first person we ran into was the man who delivered coal. We made
inquiries, he scrutinized us, remembered finally that the Americans had ended the blockade a long while back, he
had forgotten the particulars. We said goodbye and each went to his own station. Due to the shortage of personnel,
I returned to my old job immediately. Anton had retired. Bruno visited me once a week, less often after I entered
the university. He lives in Dresden now.
46.235 Main Post Office\fn{by Helga M. Novak (1935-

)}

Köpenick, Berlin State, Germany (F) 1

It is forenoon. In the main post office there is much activity. I am standing in the lobby. To the right are the
telephone booths, to the left the windows. A long, flat counter stretches along the back wall of the lobby. On the
counter sit seven or eight typewriters next to one another. They are fastened to the wall with chains. They are
available to the public.\fn{As usual, I have restored the quotation marks, in the interests of computer readability:H }
Phrases filter from the telephone booths. I catch phrases: “We don’t exchange artificial limbs,” and, “You
never can be reached,” and, “All full of pimply pimples,” and, “Well, where do you want to go.”
The crowd is rushed for time. The sounds in the main post office swell up, ebb away.
I sit down on a stool in front of a typewriter and write a letter. I write:
I think of you constantly. If you don’t come, I am lost.

Behind me two ladies are talking. I write:
It doesn’t matter what others are saying, I think you’re wonderful, everything about you.

The ladies are talking too loud for me. On my left a man is filling out an information blank. He is typing. He
bangs at it. I write:
I like the way you roll your r, I could listen to you for hours just because I can’t pronounce an r.
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There are shouts, name-calling, arguments in the lobby. The ladies behind me laugh. The man next to me is
reciting his curriculum vitae. I write:
I feel warm flashes up my back, and I get a stomachache when I think that we will see one another soon.

The ladies behind me seem to be discussing an acquaintance. They are saying mean things about a third
person. The one lady says:
“Not a shameful bone in her body.” The other lady says:
“That’s just the way I imagine a slut.”
They are bothering me. I pull myself together. I write:
First we’ll go eat and drink something, and then quick to bed, huh?

One lady says: “A real floozy.” The other lady says:
“We ought to report her.” I turn around and say:
“Can’t you knock your colleague someplace else?”
The ladies let loose a salvo of laughter. They hold their sides. I write:
You musn’t tell anybody what we do. If it’s told, then it’s over.

There’s a tug on my sleeve. Without looking up I say:
“Pardon me, can’t you use another machine?” I write:
I would like to go mushroom or amber hunting with you, or feed silver paper to zoo animals, or break display windows
full of artificial limbs because they can’t be exchanged, or greet blind people on the street just to see

The ladies behind me have changed the subject. They cry: “Yuchhh,” and, “How mean.” I write:
When you come, I’ll make myself pretty, too, so pretty that you’ll fall over, and I can love you all night long.

Someone hits me on the shoulder. I say:
“Just a moment, I’ll be through in a minute.” One lady says:
“And all of that in public.” The other lady says:
“An outright whore.” I write:
You, my dearest of dears, I kiss you just all over.

I get a slap on the ear, and another. I am kicked out of the main post office. My hat, my coat are covered with
bits of paper. I brush myself off.
50.71 The Walk To St. Heinrich\fn{by Renate Rasp (1935-

)}

Berlin, Germany (F) 12

He doesn’t answer but lies on his side, his legs drawn up, one hand under the pillow. He is breathing through
his mouth, quietly and evenly. Ever since he has had the horse hair pillow he has found it more difficult to get up.
In the evening when he comes back from town, sometimes before supper he will lay his head on it for a few
seconds, kneeling down and craning forward so as not to rumple the bed.
She had bought it straight away. All he had said was, at home in the old days we used always to have horse
hair pillows, and she had gone into town the very next day. She had bought two pillows, one of them for herself.
He didn’t altogether like that; it somehow seemed to spoil his pleasure.
Now she has sat up. He hears her clicking her tongue close to his ear. Three times she does it. He doesn’t
answer and her face moves away again. She shifts away from him over to the edge of the bed, places her feet on
the bedside rug and bends down to find her slippers. It is a well sprung bed and though his eyes are closed he can
follow every one of her movements, the slight vibration below the mattress which wakes him every morning
between four and five o’clock when she uses the chamber-pot and shuts the window. The clattering of the
venetian blind is the signal for him to get up and pass water. Perhaps this time he really ought to go to the
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bathroom although it means facing the stairs. It is a resolution he makes every morning when, on the landing, he
passes the pot full of cloudy liquid. But generally the thought of the cold puts him off, besides the fact that the
light wakes him up so that he has difficulty in getting to sleep again, and it’s really more convenient to feel his
way along the bed in the dark knowing, as he does, every inch of the bedroom. Six arm’s lengths exactly. He
knows where the mahogany rail is at the foot of the bed, where the bedside rug is and how to avoid treading with
his bare foot on the wet patch she has left. Sometimes, when he covers the pot with the sheet of newspaper, it is
warm right up to the top of the handle.
The mattress returns to position. In a few seconds it will be light again, the radio will be turned on, she will
throw open the windows, he will hear her taking deep breaths. If he opens his eyes he will see her silhouetted
against the light, the nape of her neck, her breast, her buttocks, the big light triangle of pink nylon between her
parted legs. If she turns round he will at once shift his eyes to her face.
She is wearing a pink nylon nightdress threaded with ribbon of a darker shade of pink. He happened to touch
her once when she was wearing this nightdress, it was almost like an embrace. In the dark, as they were getting
back into bed, they had collided so that her breasts were pressed against his ribs. Both had cried out in alarm.
She must sense that he is observing her. Her movements are exaggerated, no doubt because she suspects that
she is far from looking her best as she swings her arms round and flexes her knees. For the sake of her health
she’s prepared to risk appearing at a disadvantage in front of him, counting on him to play the game.
Ever since their collision he’s been in the habit of saying in the dark:
“Here I am Hilda, beside the bed.”
All the same he never feels quite safe until he’s back under the bedclothes.
“You ought to make the effort too,” she pants, “just a few minutes every morning.”
He knows she’d like to bend down beside him, stretch up and clap hands above her head, and then both of
them try to make their elbows meet behind their backs, helping each other perhaps. There are so many exercises
that she can’t do by herself.
It isn’t playing the game to note, as he does, exactly how, when she flexes her knees, the pink nylon material
gets caught in the crack between her buttocks, remaining there until she puts her hand down to pull it out. Not that
there’s much point since the cleft opens up again immediately afterwards. When she puts on her dressing-gown
there is still a fold of material caught between her buttocks.
She’ll call when it is time, she says, he’ll be able to come along in about a quarter of an hour when she’ll have
finished in the bathroom.
She will put out a clean towel and underwear. There’s no reason why he shouldn’t have a bath, she’ll say,
polishing the taps. She had asked the doctor over a month ago and he’d raised no objection. There will be a note
of enquiry in her voice, a note of loving solicitude. High time to lock himself into the bathroom, otherwise she
might put an arm round his shoulders look at him curiously and ask:
“Is anything the matter, Helmut?”
He mustn’t lock himself in, she will shout, banging on the door so that in his loudest hoarsest voice he tells her
that nothing will happen to him, he feels perfectly well. He will not take a bath. Since his operation he’s been
rubbing himself down with oil and with alcohol. All the same he drops the bath plug into the plug hole and turns
on the tap. As the hot water runs in he regulates the temperature and swishes his hand round in the water to imitate
the sound made by an eleven stone body entering the bath. The green bath soap sinks to the bottom. He leaves it
there until it is soft and slithers through his fingers. Using a tooth mug he sprinkles water on the tiles.
It is easy to deceive her. More for fun than anything else he makes wet marks as of damp thighs on the lavatory
seat. All this just for her sake. He cuts his toe nails over a towel. Almost, he will regret having to throw them
down the lavatory, as though all his work had been for nothing. They are sharp, he scratches the back of his hand,
bends a nail up in the middle and snips it off. Afterwards he finds it lying beside the bath on the bath mat and puts
it into his pocket. At breakfast he will tell her that she can buy a new bath mat. She will be pleased: her toil has
not gone unnoticed; he sets store by a well-run home.
In the kitchen the brown leather bag, full to the brim, stands on the table. While he was still in bed she had got
everything ready, crisped up the rolls, poured out the coffee; if he likes she’ll cut the nut loaf now, he only has to
say how many slices so that she can put the loaf straight back into the plastic bag.
“Doris didn’t ring up again,” he says.
She is putting a bit of burnt roll into her mouth. From where he is sitting, low down on the sofa, he can see the
blackened crust underneath. Any moment now she will pull a face, shut her eyes and shake her head. He does his
best to dispose of the thin sweet slices quickly, swallowing them without chewing.
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“Doris has gone skiing,” she says, “in the mountains. She left very early.”
She is deliberately terse, omits any further conjecture such as where, for how long or with whom. With a gang,
they had been told last Sunday and that means the same gang, good. He twiddles the knob of the radio: church
services everywhere. When they leave the house it is ten o’clock. Beforehand she had polished his shoes, he’d had
to take them off specially.
Having gone ahead she stands there in the street, very straight with her chin in the air, below her Persian lamb
jacket a band of blue strikes the eye, two hand’s breadths of her spring costume, a faded blue but still quite bright
enough.
He slams the door and feels for his bunch of keys. She will certainly have taken the opportunity to wear his
bracelet. The present after they had tried and failed to resume sexual intercourse. In the morning she had joined
her hands behind her head, stretched, smiled, said she was still tired and looked at him out of the corners of her
eyes. He had been embarrassed, thinking of his failure. As he was about to go across to the door and down the
stairs, having picked up his cuff links from the bedside table, she had pressed herself against him, rubbing her
head against his shoulder, trapping him between the edge of the bed and the bedside cupboard so that he would
have been able to avoid her only by dropping down onto the bed. Would he grant her just one wish, she had said:
“A bracelet,” immediately adding that she would have it instead of her new spring costume.
Why a bracelet and why now particularly? But he had not dared to ask. Afterwards, as she went downstairs
and made coffee in the kitchen, he had heard her singing.
She had taken Doris with her to choose the bracelet. Perhaps so as to show her how happy her parents were
together. Even after being married for so long they still take pleasure in each other, father gives mother an
expensive present. Doris had chosen a smooth, artless band. Some day she would be wearing it herself, as he had
pointed out.
Putting a hand under his elbow she crooks his arm so she can slip hers under it.
A week ago this Sunday he had allowed himself to be persuaded. At the time he must presumably have
believed that the following Sunday would never come. Again, he may have thought that it would be quite
agreeable in the woods.
“St. Heinrich,” she had said on Tuesday, Wednesday, Friday evening. Her voice had betrayed irritation,
demanding confirmation, pleased assent.
“Father and I are going to St. Heinrich on Sunday,” she had told Doris over the telephone. He had found it
distressing. The telephone conversation had left an unpleasant taste in his mouth.
He’d find her a satisfactory guide, she knows her way about. There is the street with the old, once fashionable
buildings with ornamental stucco, painted dark gray—one lime green—with conservatories or smallish, with oriel
windows, minute verandahs, built round the turn of the century, set well back behind hedges, fences, gardens, in
one case with an extension built on at first floor level, windows enlarged, climbing plants behind the expanse of
glass and below, the old ground floor windows, tall and narrow, divided up by glazing bars, in the darkness
behind, just visible, a venetian blind hanging askew. She stretches out a hand, pointing to the St. Christopher in
the niche, the stone urns on the balustrade, the stained glass window: Art Nouveau,\fn{ A complex, innovative European
art movement (1890-1910), which found expression in a wide range of art forms, and was characterized by its devotion to curving,
undulating lines} she knows what he likes. One of the houses is built to look like a castle, or rather what sixty years

ago was imagined to be a castle, on a rise a little above the level of the road, it seems squat and powerful. Steps
lead up through the garden, the gleaming handrail of birch wood stands out brightly. An idea perhaps to use in
one’s own garden. It is quiet here: the stillness of big gardens, old trees keep off the sun, prevent the puddles from
drying out. The wood of the seats is black with damp. They walk slowly, come to a halt: the turret with the green
roof, the glass covered verandah, almost like the one at home, the pavilion with its festoons! Why don’t they have
anything done up? There is mould on the walls, a window pane is broken. Looking in you can see spiders’ webs,
sacks, a chair without any legs. Why must everything go to wrack and ruin like this?
It’s just what he likes, as she knows: patina, rust on the gates, the weathered façade.
But things do need some looking after, if only so that they shan’t suffer.
“Suffer,” she got that from him, it’s one of the words he likes to use about objects: deck chairs suffer from the
wet, a watering-can if it is left out overnight, a house suffers from ivy.
Things ought not to suffer, they agree about that. She always finds some way of co-ordinating their views.
He’ll see, he’ll enjoy their walks, he’ll be fresher for his work and if, as a result, he’s really tired in the evenings,
it’ll be a healthy tiredness.
Towards the end of the road the houses are different. The gardens grow smaller, the walls thin. Flat roofs,
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terraces with ornamental shrubs alongside, a smooth expanse of grass without any trees. She points to an
extension: does he see the yellow window with the mouldings? The swimming pool. That’s the kind of house she
really likes. She says this shyly, with an anxious look in his direction, as though he had forbidden her to hold
different views.
The street is empty. Now and again someone out for a walk. A group which, as it approaches, dissolves: one
man, two women. The man draws ahead, he has nothing to do with the women. The elder of the two women says
good mornIng. Her salutation is returned. Halt, shake hands:
“Frau Franck and her daughter.”
She takes a step back as if to place him in the correct light:
“My husband.”
Quite naturally she says it, “My husband.” Mine. Each time he gets the impression that she is referring to a
part of her body. He looks at her round arm, clad in Persian lamb down to the wrist. The hand at the end of it is
practical, stubby, shiny on the back. She has another bracelet given her by her mother, finely chased and prettier.
In her place he’d have worn the old one. She didn’t really need another. He gets stomachache when he thinks
about it. As soon as he had seen her in that nightdress, on her face an expression of concentrated detachment, he
had suspected what she intended to do. He had tried to deflect her by starting a matter-of-fact conversation: the
bigger office, the secretary. He had not meant to tell her so soon for the matter was not yet settled. All he wanted
was to divert her. She could not do anything except say she was glad. She had to congratulate him, ask him for
details: where, on what floor, did it look out onto the street, padded leather door, higher salary …
She arranges his scarf beneath his overcoat, pushing down the cloth under the collar, pulling it out elsewhere.
In front of these people he cannot avoid her, must put up with the hand touching his throat. She scrapes a spot off
his shoulder: Well? Now say something please, Frau Franck. Of course this isn’t the blond young man she had
once succeeded in capturing. His skin is blotched with brown and the wart under his right eye is as large as a
medium sized button. All his upper teeth are gone, he has shrunk by at least two inches, as she can tell from his
old suits. Half his stomach has been cut away and a sebaceous gland near the armpit. A small dishful of rotten
flesh. But he is still five foot ten and holds himself well.
Frau Franck knows what is expected of her. She rewards the other for her night watches, for the pains in her
back after the weekly massage, with a look of recognition. But why do they see him so seldom? Too much work,
she says, all this personnel business. But there it is, a better position means more to do.
He is surprised to find he enjoys it, she talks and his face assumes the concentrated expression of a man who,
in all objectivity, must concede she is right. Beside her in bed he had kept searching for new angles from which to
consider his promotion, the envy of colleagues, the changed attitude of the management, the strategy he would
have to employ, they had deliberated together. She had proffered advice, had listened attentively, she was his
partner, his getting the new position depended on her, he being somewhat sluggish she knows …
He was already hoping she’d allow him to go to sleep, he yawned, pressing his head down into the pillow
when, kissing him goodnight, she surprisingly stuck her tongue into his mouth. It was worse than he had imagined
whenever during previous years, he had envisaged such an eventuality. His front teeth being in the glass he was
defenceless, had to rub his tongue against her tongue, and then, actually, their tongues twined round each other,
from his mouth to hers, saliva flowed into her. He had groaned, had grasped her breast, the nylon material taut
over the back of his hand. Wildly he had groaned, had thrust, then nothing had happened. She had let go of his
penis, comforted him: it was nothing very terrible, such things happened, he mustn’t worry.
Relaxation, she said. St. Heinrich is the first experiment.
“Next weekend we’re going to Switzerland, he wants to show me Davos. My husband was at boarding school
in Davos.”
Perhaps, if she had appeared in her old striped pyjamas instead of her nightdress, he would have been able to
make it.
The hole in his pocket is now big enough to force through the tip of his little finger. He had begun beside the
swimming pool. It hadn’t been altogether easy: it’s a new suit and the seams are strong. He had used the toe nail
to help him. There’d been the added difficulty of getting his hand into his trousers pocket underneath his coat
without being noticed. He had unbuttoned his coat and kept his handkerchief ready, to pull out if any questions
were asked. A cold, he would say, always when it suddenly gets warmer. Frau Franck and her daughter had
noticed nothing. He had pressed the nail against the seam sawing, tugging. He does not want to spoil the cloth, it
must be work well done.
“You ought to have thanked her about the Baedecker,” she said later, and he remembers that Frau Franck had
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offered him the book, an old Baedeker for Switzerland.\fn{ A reference to the Baedecker travel Handbooks, issued for most
European countries, in three languages, since 1839 (with a brief interruption when the family business in Leipsig was destroyed during
World War II), and noted for their accurate information and excellent maps; after Karl Baedeker (1801-1859), who founded the firm }

“When you said goodbye. Just a word or two. You ought to have mentioned it.”
Shaking hands had nearly made him lose the nail. He had saved it by transferring it rapidly from his right hand
to his left. It is hot, the pavement is up, they have to walk in the road. Round stones the size of tea plates are
scattered about singly or in heaps. A car comes towards them, they wait, a second car comes, they wait, close
together, in front of a felled tree.
“They’re coming from the playing fields,” she says, “soon it will be better going.” She apologizes:
“The football match is over. The final for the schools cup.”
She hadn’t thought of that. Two young men approach, an old woman clinging to the sleeves of their loden
jackets, the widowed Frau Peter with her sons. Here everyone does what is expected of them. Everywhere are to
be seen members of families, the girl assistant from the co-op as mother, Doris’s former gym master as son. The
doctor, who married young, walks ahead of his parents-in-law, between them grandchildren of all ages in prams,
holding hands, in carry-cots, on guiding reins. Others, coming up behind, say: “Pardon,” and “Thank you,”
“Watch out, cyclists!” A pregnant woman carries her stomach to safety. From open kitchen windows comes the
smell of roasts and cucumber salad. Table napkins are changed, beer fetched up from the cellar. The wife, the
mother, the sister-in-law, sticks a skewer into the meat with onion stuffing. People know each other, she greets
someone in the crowd, belongs to all this. As a wife the former Fraülein Seitz crosses the Rodelberg and shows
her husband the new stadium. Later she will remind him: it was hot, they sweated in their overcoats, were anxious
to get back into the shade. Beside the playing fields they waited. The players were already in their track suits.
“A pity they’re not playing,” she’ll say. “They look gay in their red and blue shorts.”
Again he won’t be able to help laughing: she hasn’t a clue about football. She knew, didn’t she, how to cheer
him up? She is completely tuned in to him. Even when she goes out by herself she has got used to seeing things
through his eyes.
“Those two old people, look how they’re sunning their faces!” she whispers.
He is progressing slowly with the seam. The real difficulty is that he has to stretch the stu~\fn{ Imperfect scan}
round the seam between his index finger and his thumb while at the same tIme he needs his thumb for the nail. All
the same he can already get his little finger through the hole as far as the joint.
“That old thing’s black clothes!”
She pauses smiling, her face expectant, awaiting affirmation. He must take up the cue: the umbrella, the clasp
on the bag, the hymn book. And he doesn’t leave her in the lurch. These two will join the band of people they’ve
made fun of: the married couple with the knitted woollen jackets on the boat at Ischia, the American woman in a
burnous; only he’s forgotten now where that was.
“That black suit must be over forty years old.” She won’t leave off. “Those wide trouser legs, they must date
from before the war.”
Suddenly the whim takes her to show him more. He has to throw back his head, bring his face close to her
temple and look towards where she is pointing, the third twig above the splintered branch: “ … there, to the right
of the trunk. It’s quite easy. You need only count.” This is her territory. She knows every fence, knows who lives
in individual houses, who wants to sell, what they intend to do with the money.
He wasn’t able to see the branch with the nest straight away. Deliberately he lets out a sound as much as to say
he was only pretending to look in order to satisfy her. The hole in his pocket is small, the cloth cuts into his
fingers. As he draws his finger out of the pocket, the lining comes out too, he drops the nail.
Now he would like to be at home, sorting out last week’s papers, putting the crossword puzzle page into his
briefcase, but she says nothing about turning round. Why bother to make an early start if they were only to go as
far as the Rodelberg and back?
“We turned back when we got to the Rodelberg,” she would have to tell Doris. All he has to do is to pull
himself together, it’s just a feeling of faintness that will soon pass. He should have accompanied her more often,
then he’d have been perfectly all right. Sheer lack of consideration, this decrepitude.
On the seat in front of the fir trees they rest for a quarter of an hour. Next to them the old couple, pressing
themselves against the wooden slats, their eyes closed, their faces turned towards the sun. A black sleeve rests on
a leather bag. The hands hold an umbrella and a purse, the knuckles stand out sharply, the wrists are swollen
under folds of loose skin, all that remains of strength seems to be concentrated in the nails.
The difference between these and his hands is not very great. Rather less skin in his case and blotches. By
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comparison her hand appears firmer, more fleshy. The nails are kept short because of the housework. Her grip is
firm, her wrists strong from carrying shopping bags and dustbins. She doesn’t have time to consider individually
every sock and clothes peg she handles. Boldly she grasps. He had held his breath waiting for her to slip her hand
under the waistband of his pyjamas, had even raised his hips, had himself helped to pull down the trousers as far
as his knees. All the same, when he had felt her hand he had drawn in his stomach. Rigid, holding his breath, he
had lain under her hands. Of course, he could have thought of another woman, the little assistant in the canteen, or
of her as she used to be. Perhaps at the thought of his excitement the time she lay on the potato sacks, legs
outspread, her body arched so that all he could see was her sex, the performance might have been repeated. But he
hadn’t wanted to help her. Through the flimsy nightdress the nipples on her breasts had been visible. Sideways on
he had seen the slight twist at the nape of her neck, the curve of the spine above the buttocks, from X-ray
photographs he had seen he knows where she has massage. All he had wanted was to straighten her up again after
she had bent down to let him see the cleavage between her breasts, herself loosening the ribbon to open up the
neck, he felt almost sorry for her. The preparations, her bath, the eau de cologne in her hair, all had been in vain.
She had laid out the towel for nothing.
The heads of the old couple have turned towards the sun. Gradually their lids veil the pupils of their eyes, to be
raised again at the slightest vibration.
“My husband was feeling ill just now.”
The eyes open. Those of the woman rather wider. Were the words addressed to us? The eyes are turned upon
him, ready to participate in the event.
She has laid an arm firmly round his shoulders as if she had to support him. She takes his pulse, fingers his
temple. On his collar there is dandruff to brush away.
“We won’t go until you feel better,” she whispers. He feels her breath, moist and warm, in his ear. And he
doesn’t disappoint her, under her hands he recovers his strength, even reaches for her left hand and strokes it. He
had meant to press it to his lips, but then the gesture had seemed too extreme. He contents himself with taking her
hand in both of his.
In a way he’s surprised that her only reaction is to give him a friendly nod. He had expected something more
demonstrative, that she would take the opportunity to snuggle up to him, leaning her head against his shoulder,
and he had already considered how he could cut the canoodling short. He would have looked at the two old peoplc
as much as to say not here, thus breaking off the embrace. Now he won’t have to do it. In fact it is she who
withdraws her hand from his grasp.
In the coppice he goes on working at his pocket. Now that he’s found the thread that holds the little bag
together he can, at one stroke, make an opening big enough to twist his index finger in.
They have increased their pace, overtaking other walkers. Tilting his head back he breathes with his mouth
wide open. He has broken off the thread in the lining and rolled it into a ball before dropping it. He scuffs his feet
along the ground sending the sand flying so that it adheres to the Persian lamb jacket, to her stockings. Stiffkneed, stirring up the sand, he takes several steps. She has let go his elbow, is brushing down her stockings. He
gulps in the air, jumps—when did he last jump? Actually it is more striding than jumping. His face is warm, he
has opened his mouth. Saliva accumulates beside his tongue. He allows it to trickle out, slobbers, a thread of
saliva oscillates between chin and neck. The spot gleams dark on his coat collar. He draws his sleeve across his
mouth.
And already she’s there, at his shoulder with a handkerchief. It is one of his large handkerchiefs which quite
possibly she put in her bag for just such a purpose. There is still a smell of soap on the cotton. She dabs his collar,
wipes his chin. He mustn’t let her stop him, she too can be uninhibited. She hops and skips along beside him,
wings her bag, tries to take his hand as she skips. Her face is flushed, wanting to exchange a look of complicity
with him she skips backwards in front of him, zigzags to and fro. When have they ever been so carefree, whom
has he to thank for this abandon?
She’s right. He could do with more zest. Tomorrow he too will flex his knees in front of the window. And why
not? What has prevented him doing so before? Hand in hand they go leaping through the wood. Each helps the
other: there, look out, wire. He takes hold of one of the handles of her bag: together they carry it. They are sorry
that they get to the edge of the wood so quickly. They’d have liked to go on longer being so lighthearted. When
they come to the underpass they stop.
“Planegg” he says, having seen it on the plan. Looking at the big map by the station she again shows him
where they’ve been. There are the playing fields, true to scale, the Rodelberg, the seat where they were sitting, the
little wood, there the first houses, Planegg station.
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“The restaurants are bound to be full,” he says. She places her finger on a red dot with yellow lettering above
it: Planegger Hot. One mustn’t be too fussy, anywhere else would be much worse, she had chosen a place that
wouldn’t be too badly crowded.
He follows her up the steps. The blue band under the Persian lamb jacket moves with her legs, an aggressive
blue, unbearable without a tinge of red. Sometimes he sees this color in other places: on an air-bed, on tent
canvas, recently on a book jacket. It can’t really be exactly the same color. If he were to put the book into her lap
he’d see a difference. The size of the expanse plays some part. Soon after they’d left the house, just before the
travel agent’s, he had been about to say that the Yugoslavian sky on the poster was the same color as her skirt. It
had been an illusion for when they were standing in front of it the blue on the poster suddenly looked watery, bore
no comparison to her costume.
He is parting the seam of the lining. Behind her back he can work unhampered. The opening now admits two
fingers, not big enough yet to lose his keys—and he attempts to force the little black key case through the hole—
but smaller objects, the ball-point pen, paper clips, even the matchbox, are no longer safe. More for the fun of it
than anything else he adds the spare button for his suit, rescuing only the ball-point, two, three paper clips.
Half way up the steps she stops to let him get his breath back. Does he want another rest, she asks, when
they’re nearly at the top. She is panting more than necessary. (Isn’t her heart sound, then?)
“Goodness, how I’m puffing and blowing!”
He suspects that she’s trying to make it easier for him to admit his weakness. He wouldn’t have needed this
respite. All the same he stops and even looks up at her gratefully. Shifting the bag over she stretches out her hand
to him:
“Come on!”
They climb the last steps together, each supporting the other as is right and proper. They recover on the
unkempt gravel, seventy feet or more above the main road.
“In summer you can eat outside.”
She indicates the empty terrace with its ancient chestnut trees. He must take a good look around, she insists,
though just now it gives a false impression:
“At present it all seems rather cheerless. In summer it’s different.”
A table leaning against the wall of the building is rusting away behind a row of chairs. Its top is rotten, the
chairs have no seats. He is to stand under the chestnut trees, one hand against a trunk. Will he face the platform,
no, the steps, and take off his hat: it hides his forehead. Where can he have got his fine, high forehead from?
Smile please, snaps of serious, melancholy faces are rather pretentious, she thinks. He’s familiar with the
pretentious airs in the family album: the Detlev cousins, his sister Marie. It’s a private game they play when
they’re taking photographs to say Detlev and Marie and at once afterwards burst out laughing. He does not find it
difficult to assume the expression that will please her in the prints.
“If Doris were here … she takes such good photographs.”
She behaves as though an expedition by all three of them were perfectly feasible. She’d like to enter the
restaurant as a mother. Once upon a time her sexual organs performed their function. She’d have liked to have had
the proof of it with her.
Luckily Doris has gone away. It wasn’t so long ago he had had to get up for her during the night. It had been
shortly after two o’clock, he had looked at his watch, quickly snatched his teeth out of the glass. Her keys had
been in her other bag she apologized and had turned at once towards the staircase so that he had had no time to
ask whether she had gone on to Helga’s after the cinema or at least to say:
“I only hope, child, that it’s all right for you to be out so late at night.”
She had just left him standing there, had stalked past him and on up the stairs, he looking after her had caught
sight of her straight shapeless legs, her big feet in their down-at-heel shoes. Each time she stands in front of him
he is surprised at having to look up at her. It seems to him that she has grown even taller during the past few
months.
“It comes from your father’s side of the family,” says Hilda.
Her own parents, her brothers and sisters, were all on the small side. She likes showing the photograph album:
small, tubby figures. Not one of them stands out for their size. She had been the tallest of the lot.
Slowly he turns his head away from the railway line towards the restaurant, looks up at the sky, down at the
ground, into the chestnut trees. He could have caught his death of cold in December, not wearing a dressinggown. Doris hadn’t even noticed that he wasn’t wearing a dressing-gown. That’s how she always is when she
comes home after being with Helga. As if she wanted to punish him for her stature, her big bones: why isn’t she
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like her friend? She is ungainly with these his legs, the broad shoulders, the high set of her hips. While the other
girl is knitting a pullover as a Christmas present for her boy friend, she sits watching. When at supper she had told
how she had advised Helga to use different wool, wine red to go with fair hair, how would that be, Hilda’s
expression had been sceptical. It would depend on the kind of red, on his complexion. They should lay a skein
round his neck. He had remained silent, quietly chewing his bread roll. She had never been much of a one for
clothes herself.
“A snapshot outside the entrance.”
But now he would rather go in and she hurries after him, taking out of her bag the small round tablet of soap,
the sample pack from the chemist’s, wrapping round it the brown and blue checked towel. Before eating he must
wash his hands and freshen himself up. Above the white basin he passes water. Couldn’t she have said to him:
“Father, you ought to take a coat”? Or she could have scolded him:
“It’s downright careless in this cold!”
Why hadn’t she fetched his coat from the cupboard and put it round his shoulders?
He turns on the tap, makes a lather with the soap between his hands. Afterwards, in the kitchen, he had cut
himself a slice of bread and butter. He ought to have something to eat at frequent intervals, the doctor said. Doris
had been in the bathroom next door. He had heard the rushing sound of the plug, had heard the crackling, ripping
sound made when close fitting underwear is torn off in angry haste. He is familiar with the suspender belt, her
scanty knickers with the wide leg openings. Sometimes in fine weather he sees pants like that hanging in the
garden alongside a cleaning rag, a pillow case. They are mostly badly worn with darning in the crotch, loose
elastic, and later he will find them again on the sewing table. Sometimes knickers or a petticoat are thrown out to
be used for shoe polishing. Hilda sees to that. He remembers one with blue and white stripes which he had seen
for three summers on the washing line and then in the shoe box, with dull stains and stiff with shoe cream.
He dries his hands, picks dirt out from under his nails. After the work on his pocket lining the skin under the
nail of his right index finger is almost black. He tries to soften the skin with saliva in his mouth.
He had thrown the bread knife into the knife box so that it clattered loudly against the rest of the cutlery. As he
ate he had walked up and down, his footsteps plainly audible, he had banged the butter dish down onto the glass
rack in the refrigerator. Doris must not think that he was listening to her movements.
He had not waited for her to come out of the bathroom. In the kitchen he had rinsed his mouth out into the sink
and had afterwards relieved himself into the chamber-pot upstairs.
Hilda is standing in front of the bill of fare, her back towards him. With the certitude of a seasoned companion
who knows how long her husband takes to go to the lavatory she turns towards him at exactly the right moment.
Now he must keep close behind her, not lose her from sight; the restaurant is a big one.
Through the smoke, the food vapors, she precedes him into the dining-room, looking for an empty peg on
which to hang their coats. From the bar he watches her talking to the waiter, pointing first at him and then at a
chair. Having tweaked his cuffs out of his sleeves he rests one arm on the counter. Anyone looking at him now
might think he was on his own, a business man, bachelor, widower, who had just happened to drop in here. His
presence may even have given rise to expectations: over there, a table of four women each of them clearly
prepared to put up with the defects, the peculiarities of a man of his age. With long round wafers they dig into
their ice cream cups. One woman exchanges chocolate ice for frozen peach with her neighbour. Everywhere he
sees the bright little cups with whipped cream. In the case on the counter are ranged three plaster cups painted
strawberry red or chocolate brown with a plastic cherry stuck to the top of the unyielding froth, beside them a
gateau and a fruit cake English style, dusty and unappetizing. Gradually he is becoming orientated. Over there,
the side with the big windows looking out onto the terrace with the chestnut trees, coveted places, every new
arrival makes for these tables. It must be the light. On closer examination there’s no difference: on every table the
same artificial flowers in earthenware jugs, paper napkins cut in half for economy’s sake.
It was not the first time that Doris had rejected his sympathy. Not that her behavior had been outrageous. She
greets him, lays the table. Her head poked forward, her long arms held close to her sides; he watches her as she
stiffly doles out the cutlery and, without waiting for supper, takes a book out of her briefcase. So engrossed does
she seem that he cannot rid himself of the suspicion that she is only turning over the pages in order to be left in
peace. He’d never seen a woman sitting like that before, fists pressed into her cheeks, legs entwined. From under
her skirt they come twisting out like two stuffed rubber tubes.
She shaves the hair off. At first he suspected Hilda when he found that the flex of his electric razor had not
been rolled as usual round the plug but had been stuffed back into the case any old how. Doris had responded
touchily to his enquiry. She had blushed, remarked tartly that she’d go and buy a razor for herself, then. As though
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he’d been telling her off. It was no good his saying she should save herself the money, he didn’t mind at all. He
could hardly tell her that when he was shaving in the morning he had rather liked the thought that the cutting head
had been pressed against her skinny shanks. Sometimes he thinks that she misunderstands him on purpose.
Hilda is beckoning to him, having found two seats over there by the window. He goes towards her through the
din of the midday concert which is being relayed over loudspeakers. A big blonde woman has stood up to make
way for him, pays her bill while standing. The chair is still warm. Long after the blonde has departed he is still
sitting in her warmth. On the table cloth the remains of her meal. Crumbs, an excavated roll, soggy beer mats are
scattered about. Before the blonde, others must already have spilt beer there, knocked the ash off their cigarettes
beside the ash tray. She at once begins sweeping up the crumbs using a paper napkin for a brush and another for a
dustpan. She tugs the table cloth straight, stacks the beer mats, pulls the ash tray away from him. Everything is to
be tidy for him, everything round him must be nice and comfortable.
“Now you’ve got some color,” she says, “on your forehead and round your eyes.”
She holds up a pocket mirror so that he can see his face. His cheeks are flushed. Pressing his fingers into the
skin below his eyes he finds it warm. Presently, when the food comes, she says, he’ll find he’s hungry, he’ll enjoy
the chicken, the salad will be dressed with lemon juice. She has forgotten nothing: there’s the tin with the herb
salt, the pill box, the glass of brewer’s yeast beside his plate, the safety-pin to fasten the napkin to his tie. Why not
stretch his legs out under the table? She herself can move her feet out of the way, she doesn’t mind.
Success has put her in a kindly mood. She makes him an offer:
“As far as I’m concerned there’s no need to go to the chapel. After all, we’ve come a long way, our longest
walk …” Since your operation. Pouring a few drops of mineral water onto a tablet in a spoon she hands it to him
across the table. The woman at the next table wants to order saddle of venison for her husband, the children can
choose from the top of the menu, the inexpensive part. Their mother confines herself to soup and salad. Soup and
salad don’t make a meal, says the father:
“We’re not economizing today.”
The tablet has dissolved. He shoves the spoon into his mouth, swallows and gives a shudder, purely from habit
for it’s not bitter, tasteless actually, nor is it necessary to drink water after it, but he can’t be bothered to explain
that he doesn’t want any.
“I should like to see the chapel,” he says, “it won’t be too much for me.”
“We’ll wait,” she says, “and see how you feel after lunch.”
Carefully she peels the patch of sellotape off the top of the salt cellar and lays it down beside her on a beer mat
on the window-sill. Afterwards she’ll seal up the holes again so that the salt shan’t ruin her bag. From time to time
during the meal she looks up from her plate to cast an eye on the mat. He has no objection to her shoveling a piece
of white meat from the breast off her own plate onto his. The chicken is juicy, everything like at home: he must
eat only grilled food, the doctor had said.
“Soup, almost half a chicken, rice, salad.”
It seems to her that he has tucked in\fn{ Eaten} heartily. It wouldn’t hurt him to put on another five pounds.
Under her care he will flourish.
She has been speaking rather too loudly, looking at him, but not quite in the usual way. As though being
photographed, she holds her head on one side, assumes an expression which she believes will present her in the
most favourable light. In front of the mirror in the bathroom he has seen her thus, cheeks drawn in, eyes wide
open. With just this face, wearing her transparent pink nightdress, she had turned out the top light, in the half dark
of the deflected bedside lamp she had advanced with this childishly surprised look. She had not washed the
nightdress but had put it on new, as it had come from the shop, it had been impregnated with the smell of the shelf
upon which it had lain and he recalled having seen the paper bag she had come home with at lunchtime. The lace
round the neck was still stiff, it had scratched against his skin.
“You haven’t tucked in like that since you were ill.”
Carefully she chooses the words, taking pains to make herself heard by the people at the next table …
“Four weeks in hospital …”
As though they didn’t both know how long he’d been in hospital, but the intention is now to present them as an
interesting married couple to the family nearby. She has acquired a faculty for spotting gaps in families, here the
aunt is missing to get the children a bar of chocolate out of the slot machine, there would be no room for the
wife’s mother who is also a friend. For him too, perhaps, there might be possibilities.
The husband at the next table has called for the bill. The waiter puts the tip into a side pocket. She waits until
he has been called to another table.
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“St. Heinrich,” she says in clearly audible tones. She ought not to try to establish contact so blatantly, not
constantly keep swivelling her eyes in their direction. Now that he’s agreed to go on this outing she ought to show
more gratitude, not expend her attention on strangers. He tries to bring her back to a subject that has always
proved inexhaustible: Doris’s future, the fact that she is so difficult to help, her character.
So far they have always been agreed that she should not be allowed to go to another city. They had always
ended up by deciding this although he was really of a different opinion and Doris herself had never said anything,
apparently not giving the matter a thought, but to him the prospect that she might stay here was disturbing.
Too late he realizes that he has given her the chance of making herself still more conspicuous. Alone with him
she would have reconstructed the pleasant atmosphere of yesterday evening: how nice it was for Doris, on her
own on the first floor of the modern library, the light rooms with windows giving out onto the green square. Who
knows what conditions she’d find elsewhere? But with the unknown married couple for audience she shakes her
head:
“A child must be allowed its freedom,” she says for the others’ benefit. “Father and daughter, they always stick
together, he can’t part with her.”
She goes on talking. He is taken by surprise, cannot immediately understand. Doris would sooner confide her
worries in him than ask her mother for advice. This had begun very early between them, he hears; when Doris was
only three weeks old he had changed her nappies. He had driven her to school, it had always had to be father.
Once because of the school play he had had to postpone a journey. Did he still remember? Doris as the prince
wearing blue trunks, they still had the photographs.
She glances at the wife, sighs: that is love, him and Doris! It was no use making a fuss about it, being
something which, as a wife, you had to put up with. It was best to let it ride. The woman at the next table nods,
looks at her husband, her two daughters: how true! She too has experienced what this means.
The husband makes the kind of face that is expected of him. With an expression that pleads for understanding
of this weakness he pockets the bill. They have the same problems, food enough for conversation. Better to spend
the day in company than on his own with his family. Exuding sympathy, she shows him how to strike up an
acquaintanceship. Now comes the inevitable question about what their plans are. St. Heinrich? Yes, that’s where
they are going too.
“We’ll meet again at the chapel, then.” She expresses regret, indicating him: he was laid up a long time. It
might be too much for him, it’s a long climb to the chapel.
If the children squeezed up they could fit one more into the car. They are helpful, setting a good example to
their daughters.
“Gaby can sit on Astrid’s knee, Gaby likes sitting on Astrid’s knee!” It will become the Sunday on which they
met the family who offered him a lift in their car.
He says no thank you. Unfortunately he cannot accept the lift: his wife must not walk through the woods by
herself, it is their first expedition together in a long while and he feels he is strong enough. And then the whole
point of the thing is to go on foot, to enjoy the fresh air. There is a general feeling of satisfaction: the helpful
couple at having met a solicitous husband, the children at each having a seat to themselves, his wife at having a
husband who does not allow lonely walks through the woods. They shake hands, the little girls curtsy. She is
pleased that he was so solicitous. It is sometimes a good thing to have the opportunity of demonstrating mutual
affection. She thanks him with a look:
“We’ll be off too, then.”
Alongside the main road the path climbs steeply. As well as the coats she is also carrying the bag, the camera
and a few other things that are not very heavy. To check overcoats, bag, scarf, shopping net and camera she has let
go of his arm, has bent down to shove the shopping net into the bag, to stow away the camera, a few seconds, of
which he has taken advantage to draw ahead. Now he is walking in front of her, taking long strides, even running
sometimes, striding ahead.
“Wait for me!” He comes back, stays by her side.
“How lucky,” she says, “such nice people, they’d have taken both of us with them if it hadn’t been for the
children.”
The track is narrow, he walks in front, has the feeling that she is going on talking behind him but he can no
longer hear, the distance between them has increased. In confrontation with the body under the pink nightdress his
penis did not swell, not even when she began stroking the inside of his thighs. At some earlier time this must have
aroused his desire. She reminded him that he had encouraged her to press against his testicles when he was lying
on top of her: she had not forgotten what he used to like. Purposefully she had taken hold: that is what they had
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used to do, he had enjoyed that. He was not able to deceive her for long, she soon noticed how it was with him.
After a little while, during which the sweat had broken out on his forehead, she had suddenly lain quiet. She had
soothed him, wiping his face, using the towel she had laid out ready.
Perhaps she had dropped a hint when she and Doris had gone to buy the bracelet, had said with father it was
the same as before. On the way to the jeweler’s she may have asked why Doris thought her father was giving her
such an expensive present. Possibly she may have remarked with a sigh that you didn’t get something for nothing,
as Doris would soon enough learn.
They go on, climb higher. Beside the path there is a Coca-cola bottle. He turns it over with his foot. It has not
been muddied by the rain, must have been left there about an hour ago. The family size bottle. A little way on
there are some paper handkerchiefs, a sardine tin, egg shells, an apple with a bite out of it, a big quadrangle in the
grass marks the spot where somebody has been camping. He takes a long stride forwards. Any minute now she’ll
say:
“There’s threepence back on the bottle.” She’ll show she has an eye for detail:
“That apple, it must have been thrown away by a child …”
Together they will reconstruct out of the litter, the trampled grass, the picture of a family. There the father,
opening the bottle, here the mother, the child holding out its hands for the plastic mug. If only he knew what they
talked about in the kitchen of an evening drying up the dishes, or making the beds together, the exchanged glances
he intercepts looking out unexpectedly from behind his paper. Hasn’t she somehow managed to make plain,
though not in so many words, what happens upstairs in the bedroom? At any rate she’d got the bracelet to show
for it, and then the expedition to St. Heinrich, the nightdress on the washing line, she’d hung it up in the garden to
dry.
The inevitable loving couple emerge from the plantation, shake out the rug each holding two corners. They
make a game of it, allowing the rug to swing. They are well attuned to one another. He turns round to look at her,
hoping she hasn’t seen the pair come out of the wood.
“Helmut!” He waits to let her catch up with him, but not come close enough to catch hold of his sleeve.
“We ought to turn back!”
He slings fircones into the air, at a branch above his head: how far he can get them, how high! His face is
damp, the skin under his watch strap is beginning to itch.
“Sit down here in the grass,” she says coming up behind him. “I’ll sit on the coat and you on my fur. Then the
cold won’t seep up from below.” The couple have rolled up their rug, are holding hands as they go on their way.
“You’ll only ruin your jacket.”
“Fur doesn’t mind. I only have to brush it down. With a wet brush.”
The distance between them grows less. She hurries after him. Down there they’d have had a view over the
countryside, a chance to rest, she’d have been able to show him the restaurant from above, the playing fields.
Even if he had not been able to forget that one night, he could have accepted it as a non-recurring infliction
such as, for example, his operation if, the following night, she had not again appeared in the same nightdress. The
way she had let herself fall heavily onto the bed, had slapped the pillow with the flat of her hand, taken up a book
turning the pages at regular intervals, had seemed to him altogether too deliberate: he was not to be made to feel
he was under any sort of pressure. By her graceless demeanour, her hoydenish\fn{ Rude; ill-bred} gestures, she was
trying to endow the nightdress with a different character.
He has overtaken the loving couple, they wait to let him go by. The girl has a drowsy look, as after a meal.
Doubtless she had not reflected that, in the dark, he could follow each one of her movements, having with the
years learned to adapt his own movements to hers. He turns his back on her so that her breath cannot reach his
face. It had not escaped him that, though she had picked up the small wax ear plugs from the bedside cupboard,
warming them between her fingers, she had not put them into her ears.
Neither of them had gone to sleep, each listening for the other’s breathing. He must have been the first to
pretend successfully and he might in fact really have fallen asleep if she had not sat up and bent over him.
He has a sharp pain in his side. Far below he hears his name being called.
She lay on her back although, when going to sleep, she always turns over onto her right side. For a while she
lay still so that it almost seemed she was lost in thought, in a waking dream, until suddenly with an abrupt
movement she extended one leg sideways, brought both her hands under the bedclothes. All he could feel was a
slight movement of the mattress, a rhythmical vibration of the springs, barely perceptible. And the spasmodic
twitching that followed was so faint as not to have woken him had he already been asleep. Lying with his knees
drawn up he heard her cough, swallow, dry her finger on the sheet.
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He turns round: she is far behind him. He has drawn a long way ahead. Of her success in the restaurant nothing
much will remain, the ruddy cheeks, the rounded chin will hardly be worth mentioning. Bathed in sweat he will
reach the top, will stagger, this will become the Sunday on which he collapsed in front of the chapel.
It wasn’t as though he hadn’t tried it too, beside her, that same night. He had shaped his hand into a nice, tight
opening. Touching himself was not disagreeable. For he knows where he intends to take hold, is not startled by
another’s initiative. He lay stretched out like her, trying not to shake the mattress. At one point he had even
thought of the moist opening beneath the nightdress, imagined himself lifting the covering, allowing his penis to
slip inside … He had not done it. His sperm had been emitted into their common urine.
Why can’t she just drop the matter? They had, after all, behaved fondly enough afterwards, each had pressed
the other’s hand.
“I’m still awake, Helmut,” she had said when he was kneeling in front of the pot on the bedside mat. Is it
possible for him to embrace her without any fear of her parting her lips under his mouth? It’s even worse when
she holds herself away from him, behaves as if any contact was distasteful to her.
She calls him. Far below he hears his name being called, long drawn out, with the stress on the first syllable.
He had pinned his hopes on the weekly wash. At the end of the week, he believed, she would consign the
nightdress to the closet. She might even have put on the old pyjamas again if she had not bought several
nightdresses, two, three, half a dozen, with a ribbon, a sash, Swiss embroidery, slit up the side, pleated, with
perforations across the bosom.
He puts his hand into his trousers pocket, shoves his fist through the hole. The lining tears. It’s one of his better
suits, the one he most likes wearing, which they chose together: they spent more than an hour traipsing round the
town.
He has a stitch in his side: he presses his hand against the pain and hurries on, walking as fast as he can. His
saliva tastes of herb salt and chicken. He spits. Will he feel sick up there, will he be forced to bring up the
chicken? His feet are wet: straight through the puddle, he’s gone. Eyes shut he runs, climbs, stumbles, a pain in
his right temple pulls him up short. A tree. One more inch and he’d have had it. The Sunday on which he’d lost an
eye. That would have been the last straw, she’d have returned from the walk to St. Heinrich with a one-eyed
husband.
Now she’s stopped calling. He will let himself fall full length in the grass, will search for a hollow that they’d
be able to cover with boards or simply with foliage. A damp hole, cool and dark and still. Until she finds him he’ll
be at peace, it won’t last long. She will drag him out of any hole. For they belong together.
“Us,” she says, and “We.”
“Helmut and Hilda,” they share the initial, it is on the pillow cases, the handkerchiefs, his underwear. Others
will come to her assistance, help her to pull him up. The man from the next table will take hold of his arms, use a
stick to help him. He’s wearing a light-coloured suit. She will raise his head, his wrist will be squeezed between
her thumb and index finger, he will hear her counting, she will unbutton his shirt, her small skilled hand will
massage his chest. His head will nestle against her breast. Through the nylon the soft flesh will press against his
cheek.
There’s something smooth under his head. He can feel his arms, separate from his trunk, outspread as if for an
embrace. Grass is pricking his hands. His legs are close together, the feet side by side, only the heels touching the
ground, the toes pointing tidily upwards. He cannot see himself, there are leaves in front of his eyes, a piece of
sky as at other times only when he tilts his head backwards. He is lying with his head on paper. Someone has
pushed a newspaper under it. His back is hurting: perhaps they have dragged, pulled him over the grass, or
perhaps he fell badly.
“If only I don’t fall on my face,” he had just had time to think. “And if only my sphincter works!”
With his tongue he explores his teeth, waggles the eye-tooth which was supposed to hold out till the end,
bastions the dentist had said, but his upper jaw is empty. His tongue encounters his lip. His denture has gone, is
lost, must have fallen out.
A shadow falls between him and the leaves. Her voice, her broad forehead, her thick eyebrows. Actually he
had expected the special tone of reproach she resorts to when she sees through him: how childish he is! But she
busies herself with raising his head from the newspaper and settling it onto her lap. He lies between her thighs, the
skirt of her costume rasps against his cheek, slowly he becomes aware of the pressure on his heels. She loosens
his tie, tears open his shirt. He feels her fingers moving through the hair on his chest with unusual vigor, as though
endeavouring to overcome some obstacle. She is taking his pulse and counting, but too fast, putting her thumb on
the wrong spot, lets his arm fall onto his breast so that it strikes heavily against his ribs. For the second time
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seizing his wrist she lays his arm straight down along his side, then lifts it again, laying that hand along with the
other across his breast. Conscientiously she pushes the torn pocket lining in again, as a temporary measure, so that
people shan’t see it.
He hears her sobbing. Hers is no fresh sorrow. During the crisis shortly after the operation, once when he was
late coming home, or simply at the hairdresser’s, in the supermarket, she may perhaps have imagined how she
would take his death. Quite possibly her grief was more violent then. She is concerned to do everything right and,
for his death, she holds the correct measure of despair in readiness. She doesn’t take leave of her senses, will
know exactly where to find the papers for the cremation, who she has to ring up.
“If I can help in any way with transport,” he hears the man from the restaurant saying.
Undoubtedly he should by now have given some sign, he thinks, but he stays where he is, allowing his head to
loll forwards helplessly when she raises her thighs. It will be uncomfortable for her to kneel on the grass with a
head on her lap. A mirror is taken out of the bag. Groaning she covers her face with her hands, then allows the
mirror to be pressed between her fingers. He holds his breath. It is a round pocket mirror bordered with white, a
smudge of pink powder on one side, which he sees through his eyelashes.
She kisses him, pressing her lips on his mouth as she must have imagined herself doing: tenderly, without
passion, the kind of goodnight kiss he fancies. He begins to feel warm there on her lap, presently she will sense
his warmth through the the cloth. Quickly he raises his head.
But he has been so pale, heavy and lifeless, waxen, his face so pinched. She massages him, strokes his breast
up as far as his throat, drums with her finger tips. He is familiar with the rhythm of these little blows, knows when
she uses her nails and just how much it will hurt. This time he remains silent, does not laugh as he usually does
when she touches him near the armpits, keeps his mouth tight shut. While she is pushing her Persian lamb jacket
underneath him his eyes search the ground for his false teeth.
The crowd is dispersing. Who does the brown bag with the camera belong to, asks a man.
She had dropped the bag in front of the kiosk. She had been indifferent to everything, so he can see what a
hurry she’d been in to get to him.
He is recovering, soon he can stand again. He had been lying with his back on his false teeth. But he doesn’t
bend down, leaves them lying there, even puts his foot on the plate, with all his weight pressing the teeth down
into the turf.
Slowly she leads him across to the Volkswagen. His gait is unsteady, she has to support him. Wouldn’t he like
to sit down again? She counts his steps as if he was a small child and he actually lets his head sink onto her
shoulder. He is resting for her sake, so as not to expose her. No one shall say that her husband has made a fool of
her: that he ever got up at all is quite bad enough.
They drop him in Planegg, outside the station. When, on the platform, he wants to show her that he can stoop
to pick up the ticket, he’s too tired, has to support himself with one hand on his knee.
“Leave it to me,” she says, “that’s what I’m here for.”
It’s hot in the train in spite of which he turns up his collar, hiding his chin and mouth. Thigh against thigh they
sit next to the other excursionists. The compartment is full of the smell of sun-tan oil and aired clothes. Two big
bunches of foliage, one of them in the luggage rack, give a festive air to the restricted space. She’d have loved to
have brought such a bunch for the big vase in the sitting-room, she never knows quite why she has that vase.
Pulling the lining out of his pocket he shows her the hole as if she had not noticed it before.
“Made by the mortice key,” he says from behind his collar, he had again forgotten to put his keys in the case.
Tomorrow she’ll do something about it, she says wearily, she wants to get to bed early.
At supper he’ll let her see he’s lost his teeth, surreptitiously dunk his bread in the tea until she takes notice. Or
he’ll suddenly laugh at a joke in the paper, upstairs in bed when she appears in the nightdress, showing his gums.
Toothless, he will open the door to Doris.
The train stops, he hands her the bag, she helps him out. Actually he feels sorry for her. If he now had his teeth
he would say something friendly in the dark on the way home, such as that he had liked it in the wood. They
could have discussed together what they had found most enjoyable: the restaurant, the seat, the stadium.
58.439 Free Zone\fn{by Hubert Fichte (1935-1986)} Hamburg, Hamburg State, Germany (M) 6
She waved after him from behind the Venetian blinds. He waved up to the third floor. She saw him get onto the
bus, then went to the breakfast table and cleared the cups, the margarine, the jam, the condensed milk, and the
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egg-cups with their empty crushed shells on to the tray. I don’t know this area, she thought. He had wanted to
show her round, then had avoided it. She had mentioned it again, but he had made excuses, “Not now …,” it was
too cold for her. She didn’t even know the meaning of the word. When she asked him casually about the free
zone, he dodged her questions.
Why’s it called free zone? She thought. Is it freer than the others? Can customs officers, sailors, and dockers
move about there more freely, than in other places? Is everything under different laws there? Or does something
get freed there, cleared, set free, like a franked letter?
She didn’t want to ask anybody about it. She was afraid of seeing her friends smile and of hearing them say,
“Don’t you know that? Your husband should have explained it to you a long time ago. After all, he’s already an
acting Customs Assistant. It looks as if he’ll make the upper grade yet. Unless we’re all mistaken, he’s aiming
straight to be an Inspector. So, as wife of a Customs Officer, it’s high time you know what a free zone is.”
She didn’t want to make him go through the free zone with her on their Sundays off. It was more of a rest for
him to drive out to the zoo or to wander along by the side of the river. Perhaps next holidays they would go to
Italy. If he didn’t like talking about work outside working hours, it was better for him to keep his disappointments
and successes to himself instead of being forced to talk about them. After the exam—“After all,” as he had
already said two or three times, “the exam’s the most important thing in the immediate future”—he might get
more talkative.
We’ve our whole life in front of us, she thought. If it continued as it had till now she would be content. It was
true that he didn’t work regular hours and that the house was turned upside down when he suddenly changed from
working on the frontier early to the late shift. But that was only a minor snag. He wasted none of the four hundred
Marks: the rates could be paid on time.
He’s something special, she thought. He’s not like all the others.
She wasn’t bored when he was away. Often, she helped in a baker’s when they were busiest, and she also did
all her own laundry. She ironed the heavy customs officer’s uniform without complaining, was choosy about what
she bought, and cooked for him conscientiously. The table was already laid when he came home from working at
the frontier.
What sort of a frontier is it? she thought, and brushed the crumbs left over from breakfast with a chromebacked brush into a little chrome dustpan. There are frontiers in the north where he was in the AA\fn{ Anti-aircraft}
during the war.
“They were good times,” he said sometimes, taking photos of himself and his mates out of a torn envelope.
The men had baggy trousers and were leaning up against a gun shelter, laughing.
“How young you were then,” she would say each time. He would point with his index finger at some of the
laughing soldiers.
“That one, that one, that one and that one were killed later—in Russia,” he said. “That one was a special
friend.” His eyes would remain fixed for some seconds without blinking on those of the man in the photograph.
“What is this one of?” she pulled a gray-blurred picture from among the others.
“That’s the one taken with a box camera during an attack. Don’t you remember—the tracer bullets, the pine
trees, and the gun-flash?”
“No. I was still very young then.”
“I’d love to know what it looks like there now.”
The Danish frontier isn’t a real frontier any more nowadays, she thought. There are still frontiers in Africa. The
frontier between India and Pakistan’s a real frontier. In the middle of our town, in the free zone, people talk about
a frontier.
“Is there a lot of smuggling down there?” she asked him.
“Before you can start smuggling you’ve got to be able to get hold of contraband. Then you need courage, and
if someone really does summon up enough and hides away a few tins of meat somewhere, somebody’s bound to
have reported him to the inspection by the time he reaches the gates.
“What’s the inspection?”
“A stupid farce.”
“Don’t you like being at the frontier?”
“I’m content. I earn enough for us to live on, counting what you bring in. Perhaps I should do the grade exam,
perhaps not. I’m quite happy—but it is not exactly easy.”
“Is it very hard work?”
“No.”
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“You needn’t take the exam for my sake. I’m quite happy too.”
“Everything’s all right?” he said.
“Yes.”
“Do you really mean that?”
“Yes. Why not?”
“So you think I shouldn’t take the exam?”
Perhaps she should have persuaded him, she thought, as the fine-ground remains of the coffee rose to the
surface of the washing-up water. If he talks about it again, she thought, I’ll encourage him to take it. He’s bound
to pass.
She thought how she would like a child from him. How a little boy would move about just as stockily and
silently as his father did when they climbed up the rocks where the goats were in the zoo on Sundays and he held
out his hand to help her.
*
Dietrich was relieved at the frontier at about half-past seven. He didn’t go over the bridge which led on into the
town, to the little bars where the seamen and the dockers drank schnapps, and where there was lilac-berry soup
with semolina dumplings and fillet of herring garnished with bacon. Instead, he went on farther into the middle of
the free zone.
“Not had enough?” said Herr Schonfelder to Dietrich. “Want to do another round? Got a date? Want to put
away something for yourself?” Herr Schonfelder laughed.
“I’ve just had an idea,” said Dietrich. He decided on this excuse to shake off Herr Schonfelder. He couldn’t
say, “I want to wander through the free zone all alone for no reason and there’s nothing else to it.” It wouldn’t
sound right if I said that, thought Dietrich.
“I want to follow up something I’ve noticed. I can’t talk about it yet, Herr Schonfelder.”
“I get you.” Herr Schonfelder looked Dietrich steadily in the eyes. The sharp lines of his face broke up again.
“Is it to do with drugs?”
Dietrich shook his head.
“Jewelry? Gold?”
Shaking his head, Dietrich passed the black fronts of the warehouses and turned into the road which led to the
loading quays. The asphalt apron by the loading halls was quite empty. Rows of cars stood in the places between
the sheds. Barrels were wedged fast on the ramps and there were man-high rolls of cable with directions on them
in Swedish.
Dietrich swung himself up to the loading ramp with one hand and went along half-way between the
warehouses and the water, past the ships’ bridges and the tops of the goods trains. The wagon doors were sealed.
At regular intervals he passed neon lights on huge brackets. His shadow turned around itself.
It’s dead here at this time of night, thought Dietrich. Everything’s stacked up behind the sliding doors, stinking
itself up: raw material, half-processed goods, tobacco, potash, sultanas. The documents and forms are piling up in
front of the customs inspectors in the office.
He went on till he reached the tip of the island, where the tributaries flowed into the main river. The old
warehouses had been torn down. Pieces of wall lay, violet colored, under the shafts of light from the electrodes
which shone over from the quays. Dietrich thought how good it felt, after the empty hours on the frontier, to climb
over the dilapidated walls and breathe in the still air which mixed with the dust from the demolished warehouses
and the rotten smell rising from the open cellars.
Eight-hour duty on the frontier, thought Dietrich. The cars come in right at the top end of the free zone and go
out at my frontier post. And the other way round too. They save themselves the detour of the autobahn. It’s not
worth checking them. They’ve nothing to declare. I only go up to the cars as a matter of form, look the drivers and
passengers earnestly in the eyes and, after a few seconds’ pause—which I no longer believe in any more than the
drivers do—signal them to drive on.
Dietrich groped his way down to the pontoon below. As he reached the water a man jumped out from the
shadow of a mooring post and shouted,
“You gave me a shock. Suddenly rushing on to the pontoon like that!”
“Are you doing something against regulations here?”
“Me and …”
“What are you doing in the free zone so late in the evening?”
In fact it was all the same to Dietrich what the man wanted to do in the free zone in the evening, but he always
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stopped bicycling youths at the frontier too, shouting after them when they sped like the wind past the customs
huts, and making them come back for checking.
“It’s not even half-past seven,” said the man. “And anyway, what are you doing out here yourself?”
“I’m a customs assistant.”
“Really.”
“Yes—acting.”
“I see … only acting.”
“That’s just a formality. You still haven’t given a satisfactory answer to my question.”
“Surely you’re still allowed to take a piss in the river without having to get customs permission?”
Dietrich didn’t object to the language. He didn’t mention that the man’s taking fright gave grounds for every
suspicion. He could have searched him, given him a body search.
I never have any luck with them, he thought. All my spot-checks are negative. Occasionally you find a few
cigarettes, or a tiger skin, or crocodile bag under a false car floor. You’ve got to do more scribbling down than the
stuff’s worth. I’ve never found diamonds or opium either. Herr Schonfelder reckons drug pushing’s on the wane
in this place. It doesn’t appeal to our people. They’ve built themselves up after the war on too sold a basis for that.
Why should they want to smuggle drugs?
“You never know,” said Dietrich. “You might have wanted to do something immoral over here on the pontoon,
or perhaps tried to commit suicide in the water, by night.”
“Never.”
Dietrich felt hunger spreading through his body. Anke’s straining the potatoes and putting them in a white dish
on the stove with the other stewing vegetables, he thought. Under him the pontoon rose and fell. Looking across,
he saw the neon tubes burning from the quays. He tried to make out the outlines of the boat, the half-finished
freighter, a converted passenger liner, that broad hulk which swallowed up the goods, hauled them around the
world, and then disgorged them on to the quays of free zones. Dietrich could not cope with the swaying
movement of the pontoon; he began to stagger. He hurried up the wooden steps without speaking to the man
again. He could still feel the movement of the waves although he was already walking along the firm straight road
which passed the warehouses.
He wondered whether he should do the exam. Anke was not pressing him to. She would lower her expectations
till, after a few years’ service, he would get an appropriate rise.
She was keen on a teak wall cupboard—in fact, on any Danish furniture or lamps.
From the AA battery to Denmark wasn’t far, he thought. For the house Anke longed for dutiable goods which
had been through free zones like this one.
She did not press him to take the upper grade exam so that he would be classified to a higher wage category
sooner. He didn’t know exactly what they expected an examinee to know. He had hesitated to talk about it with
his colleagues for fear they would expect him to register for it without further ado. Nothing definite emerged from
what they said whenever they spoke about the exams without being asked about them. They never got beyond
talking about the speech impediments and other handicaps of the examiners. All the same, he understood it was
first and foremost a sort of intelligence test. He didn’t think he was stupid, but the idea of having himself assessed
in a customs office in the middle of <the> free zone, just as one assesses the packaged weight and net weight of
imported goods, disturbed him. He would also have to have complete command of customs law, and know the
quality, country of origin, saleability, durability, color, and specific weight of all goods. The articles would pile up
in front of him in massive heaps, like mountains with pointed peaks, with chrome grills above them like cast-iron
trellises.
He would have to analyze these heaps, weigh out each object separately, and find any deviations from the
factory norm before the goods could go out through the wholesalers to the small retailers and on to the consumers,
like Anke, in their homes.
He wiped his forehead.
“I’m imagining things. It’s because of my empty stomach,” he thought.
He laid his head against the bars which surrounded the gasworks coking plant. Steam swirled along the pipes
and over the reservoirs; behind, fire blazed up against the cloudy sky. The piles and heaps of goods moved with
the red glow like paper silhouettes fluttering up and down over flames.
Dietrich didn’t follow the sign which pointed to the way out. He set off for the marshalling yard. Last year’s
grass waved high by the side of the road. It had grown up through the ruined warehouse cellars. From here on
there was a smell of rotting.
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Perhaps it’s the gasses coming off the coke extraction that smells, he thought. I’ll have to know all about
chemistry and physics for the exam; if you haven’t done that sort of things since school, it’s impossible ever again
to get such a lot of knowledge into your head. He turned back and looked at the coke plant from the other side.
Black scoops went to and fro in the dense smoke. Flames licked at the ladders and over the kilns. The giant pyre
was reflected in Dietrich’s eyes. He thought that it must have looked as it did not during the war when the
warehouses glowed with fire and collapsed and cranes grew redder and redder and suddenly folded in, bending
towards the water; when fire burnt the goods in the free zone to cinders, when he was in the AA in the north, not
far from the Danish frontier, before the high yellow grass could take its random hold on the partly preserved
floors of the cellars.
Then the flames in the coking plant were damped.
*
Anke did not reproach him for coming home late. “Did you have extra work?” she said.
He didn’t want to tell he a lie. He didn’t want to explain.
“No,” he said.
She did not ask further. She thought his coming late had something to do with the exam. She brought in the
potatoes. Their sins had become dry and wrinkled from being reheated. She carved the roast meat.
“The sauce has dried out. I hope it’s not too salty.”
She handed him the napkin in its ring. He ate slowly, painstakingly spiking each potato and putting his fork
down repeatedly before lifting the mouthful to his lips, his gaze on the edge of the plate.
“Doesn’t it taste all right?”
“Yes.” He chewed warily, nodded to her and said again,
“Yes.”
He watched her as she bent over the food. His gaze followed the lines of her cheekbones and he noticed the
slight touch of peach coloring left on her face by the powder; he looked at her hair, rolled and piled up; he saw her
eyes with their upper lids carefully made up with a black line drawn with an eye pencil; he saw her spotless white
collar—Anke changed her blouse every day—and imagined the little pile of blouses which she collected together
and washed out quickly every Friday, barely soiled and sweaty, still fragrant from the scent of her soap; he
imagined how she turned towards him in her transparent nightdress when the lights were out; he looked past the
clean crockery, the dishes full of food, the spices and the table cloth whose creases could be seen under the
cutlery; everything would be all right and as it should be, he told himself, everything would be fine if he just
registered for the exam. With a higher wage, they could afford to have a more respectable table, finer china, better
food, and a teak wall-cupboard. As for children, they could only possibly think of having them after he had passed
the exam. For how could Anke help in the baker’s and nurse a baby at the same time? If he went into the upper
grade, he would get a decent place for himself checking the free zone merchandise. As customs inspector he
would be a man who made full use of his time, no longer an assistant who spun out the days checking empty cars
and searching innocent passers-by. As a customs inspector, he would be able to show Anke into his office, point to
the folders and to the quays beneath his window and say,
“This is where I work.”
He saw himself getting smaller and smaller—as small as a warehouse rat among the giant boxes of foreign
china. He saw himself officially designate to rummage about among other people’s goods, and in the room at
home he saw children’s clothes, pullovers, medicine bottles, stockings, and rubber balls piling up on each other.
What will be left of me and Anke? he thought.
He had stopped eating. She carried out the half-empty dishes and the empty plates.
I must cheer him up, she thought. He can pass it easily.
“Dietrich,” she said, “you can pass it easily. You aren’t like the others. You’re more gifted and—how can I put
it?—special. I don’t mean it for my sake. Our life’s good as it is. I’m not telling you because I want things better.
I’ll be a good wife and a good mother to our children even if I have to go on helping at the baker’s. But in the end,
with your gifts, you just won’t be satisfied with the ordinary middle grade.
“When you went into the customs, it wasn’t because you couldn’t have become anything else. You gave in to
your grandfather. And, after all, he got as far as Inspector although he only went to primary school. There’s no
need for you to worry about the exam. Anyway, it’s only an intelligence test really. Besides, you passed the
customs assistant’s exam easily two years back.
“I’m not saying it for my sake. An ordinary official’s just as nice as a senior one as far as I’m concerned. I only
mean, in the beginning, when you started at the customs, you just wanted to know that you were secure after the
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war. You wanted to think over everything you’d experienced in the AA. But now you want to go on higher. I’m
not just saying this for the house keeping money’s sake, I promise.”
He was thinking how nothing would be left but the scrape for existence. The trips to the zoo would get fewer
and the walks along the river would stop.
Children, he thought. Should we have children? He said,
“Everything was different when we were in the AA. We didn’t think about building families and propagating
ourselves. We lay down together in fours and sixes in the billets. During the daytime we went into farmers’
orchards and picked apples. We heard on the wireless which towns had been bombed and how many people had
been killed. They were good times. I don’t know why, but they were good times.”
It’s as if I and all I do were superfluous, she thought. We were in a trance, like flute-playing school children,
when we got married. She said,
“Fetch down the pictures of the AA battery and show them to me again.” He thought:
And supposing I fail? In the AA, I stood up to the grenades like everyone else. Supposing I’ve got softer in the
meantime? Perhaps it’s only cowardice that makes me frightened of the exam. I’d be despised by my wife and
friends.
“Dietrich, you needn’t do the exam for my sake. We’ll manage, however things turn out.”
She doesn’t mean what she says, he thought. She wants children so as to be able to push them around in a
spindly pram covered in chrome. I’m not afraid of the exam.
“Fetch down the pictures of the good times in the AA.”
“In a moment. I’ll just get a few cigarettes from the machine.”
“There are still some here for you.”
“They’re not filter-tips. You like them tipped, don’t you?”
“Aren’t you putting your coat on?”
“No. It’s not raining. It’s not cold out.”
She waited. Car headlights silhouetted the tree branches against the back wall of the room, over the sideboard
and the barometer. Suddenly the fear went through her that she would often have to wait for him in the future.
One day, perhaps, he would be unfaithful; perhaps his work would get too much for him. With the next shadow on
the wall, her fears left her. She pushed the cakes and cups into place ready for coffee which she wanted to make
when he came back.
Something’s happened to him, she thought It’s only five minutes on the cigarette machine. He’s been away an
hour. Or was time deceptive when you sat along and waited? Perhaps he’s met a friend. She didn’t want to play
the petty-minded wife who allowed her husband into his local and took him away from his skat or his half-pint.
It’s the first time, she thought. Fear rose solid in her throat like a block of wood.
Will it happen often from now? Am I going to spend my life with coffee cups, dish scourers, and clothes’
hangers? If only I had a child from him.
She opened the window and leaned out so that she would see him coming from afar.
If only I had a child to keep me busy when I sit among all these things, waiting for him.
She pushed herself up from the windowsill and went out into the corridor to see if he wasn’t already by the
clothes’ cupboard taking his coat off.
No, he hasn’t got his coat. That’s the surest sign that he’ll be back any minute. As long as I’ve a child from him
before he leaves me!
“You’re mad,” she said herself.
In half an hour at the latest everything will be just the same as it was before. Supposing he’s committed suicide
for fear of the exam? He’s not the sort to kill himself.
She wanted to look down into the street again, but she began to be frightened of the dark square of the window.
But why look immediately on the black side of things?
Her eyes did not move from the square of night between the papered walls and the colored prints. She thought
he had been beaten up.
He’s lying bleeding in front of the empty window of a launderette, she thought. The one-eyed washing
machines are staring at him bleeding to death. She shouldn’t think of such things. It brought bad luck.
“But I don’t even know him. If only he’d spoken to me,” she shouted. She imagined there had been a car
accident. He’s only been slightly injured, she thought. He’s gone to hospital to be bandaged.
She didn’t want to look at the black square any more, and she pressed her lids against her eyeballs. A milky
square shone up between her retina and eyelids. Pearl lines shout through it, duller threads, and flickering.
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“Where’s my husband? Where’s Dietrich?”
She didn’t want to go to the police. His disappearing only concerned him and her. She decided to go and look
for him. She left a note:
I’m at the free zone looking for you. Wait till I come back, or else write down where you’ll be.

She didn’t take the bus. She wouldn’t have known the right stop to get off. She asked hurrying passers-by the
way. Often, she thought he was walking behind her. She turned round: nobody was there, or else strangers.
Standing in front of the bridge where it said

CUSTOMS
she thought, I’ll go home. I don’t want to creep into his world behind his back. But the, I haven’t been away from
home long enough, I can’t be sure of finding him when I get there.
She crossed over the bridge, the shadows of its supports rippling in the water which was lit up by the street
lamps. She went into a guardroom with an enormous pair of scales in it and asked, “May I walk through the free
zone?”
“If you’ve nothing better to do,” said one of the officers.
“What do you want there so late?” said the other.
“I just happened to be passing. I’d like to take a look at it for myself.”
“Remember, any dutiable goods on you when you leave the area must be declared.”
“Yes.”
She tried to decipher the street name. Strange, they have street names here just like in the town outside, she
thought. On the dark blue enamel was the word “Holland.”
Perhaps he’s gone to Holland. I’m bound to find him here. He’s forgotten something, or he’s met one of his
bosses who’s brought him here to do a late customs check.
She went past tall black houses which looked to her flats, but nobody crossed the clean pavements to the
doorways. She walked up close to the house fronts, and looked up at the little copper turrets. Then she realized
that the windows were blank, smeared over with thick blue paint.
Like blind people’s glasses, she thought.
At the end of the street flames flickered among some scaffolding. There’s a fire, she thought. That’s why he ran
down here.
When she had got up to the steel work, a moment before glowing with fire, the flames had died down. Then
she ran past some cranes which stood erect and silent, went on past a railway engine, lost her way among the
signal-less lines, and looked for the way back. Again she looked up at the window to see whether perhaps one of
the inhabitants had not opened one of them for a bit of air or to listen to something in the night. She slipped,
groping at the cobbles for a hold. Little grains which lay out under the window pressed against her hands. She
heaped some together, picked them up, and carried them to the nearest street lamp.
It’s coffee, she thought. Unroasted coffee. The whole street’s covered with coffee beans. There are coffee beans
behind all the windows. Dietrich, you must be home by now.
When she opened the door, her own note circled down from the table.
Dietrich was nowhere in the flat. She lay down, still dressed, on the couch. She ran one of her fingers along the
folds of the sheet, slower and slower, and then the finger stopped and remained half stretched out.
*
He didn’t come. His bosses hadn’t wanted him after working hours. Friends didn’t know where he was. The
police had no reports.
A search began. In the spring, in a renewed search which covered the whole country, his body was found in the
north, not far from the Danish frontier. He had got himself down into an AA shelter, overgrown with brambles and
covered with grass, and had swallowed several phials of sleeping tablets.
117.119 The Initiation\fn{by Gisela Elsner (1937-

)}

Nuermberg, Bavaria, Germany (F) 7

Mild indeed was the friends’ excitement when they received Stiers invitation to his housewarming. Mild
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indeed was their excitement at the prospect of getting acquainted with Frau Stief. When, after a short concert of
honking in front of the stately house, the possibility that they had the wrong address was ruled out by the
appearance in the doorway of Stief, who until recently had been without means, the friends’ eyes were directed,
after the initial shock, not toward Stief, who, almost overlooked, was lowering the arms he had obviously
extended to embrace the guests and was now limiting himself to a handclasp, but beyond Stiers shoulders, where,
as she looked from the entry hall, which was expensively furnished and filled with the sound of soft dance music,
the friends caught sight of the wife who had come with the house.
“Well, come on down,” called Stief, looking toward the staircase.
On the flagstone floor of the entry hall Keitel was just setting down a keg of beer, which, considering the
champagne glasses on the mantel behind the arched entrance to the living room, was a rather shabby contribution
for the friends to be making; Stossel was just zipping up the back of his wife’s dress; and the constantly sweating
Dittchen was about to slip out of his jacket, asking whether he might, when on the step behind the sharp turn in
the steep stairway a foot, a little foot, with a shoe, a glittering, spike-heeled little shoe, and on the banister a hand,
a little hand with silvery shining nails, and finally—the entrance had something rehearsed about it—above a
transparent little dress which flared out step by step and stair by stair, the likewise glittering little shift underneath,
there came into view the carefully disheveled curly blonde coiffure of Frau Stief. Even above the lids there
glittered silvery shadows until she turned her attentive eyes from the steps to the guests.
Keitel shot up from where he was ducking behind the beer keg, while his wife—nobody was prepared for a
celebration—ran her fingers through her somewhat stringy hair. Dittchen hastily slipped back into his jacket.
“I thought you were sweating,” Dittchen’s wife said sharply.
Even Stossel, always faithful to his wife, from behind her back, because he was busy with her zipper, cast an
appraising, penetrating glance at the dimensions of the almost doll-like dainty figure, just a bit too short-legged,
now hidden behind Hinrich’s wife, who, followed by the impatiently shuffling Hinrich, walked slowly toward
Frau Stief.
That his wife was making such an impression on his friends completely destroyed Stiers composure. Standing
next to the stairs, he began to look at her adoringly, not merely without trying to disguise his feelings but without
restraining them. He forgot to introduce her to his friends and their wives. He kept forcing himself between her
and their guests. Indeed, with a reverence bordering on homage he constantly tried to catch hold of her hand
among the hands of the guests.
Frau Stief, who did not fail to notice the scorn called forth by such idolatry—“I do believe,” said Keitel,
nudging Dittchen, “that we are interrupting something”—Frau Stief, still a bit depressed from that afternoon,
when Stief had given her to understand that he was trembling in anticipation of her confrontation with his friends,
when he had kept discovering something else about her outfit to find fault with, first she seemed too decked out—
he barely managed to suppress the expression “floozy”—then she seemed too drab, then too nouveau riche, so
Frau Stief, who had become quite self-confident, in an almost haughty manner dismissed Stief, who had been
ogling her.
“You’re in my way,” she said, in a slightly affected and, if you will, a revealing accent, “you’re in my way.”
She had tried in vain to eradicate this accent from which she suffered. There was enough of it to make her
charming to some—like Keitel, for example—and she felt she was being ridiculed. It was not so much her
chattering on and on as it was the smug pronunciation, so typical of common people, which she gave to carefully
selected words which canceled out her almost unnaturally ladylike manners, and which, especially when she
snobbishly smoked with a long cigarette holder, labeled her as either a hussy or as what she was: an erstwhile
daughter of a confectioner.
Her very modest background weighed upon her like original sin upon a true believer. Though she had thought
nothing of it in the beginning, though she, who could now live in the midst of such delicacies, was envied by not a
few, her parents, especially her mother, tirelessly and day-in day-out reminded her that what they did tirelessly
and day-in day-out (namely baking) belonged to demeaning occupations. Especially the mother could not avoid
thinking of herself as scum. The daughter was not permitted to bake nor to watch the baking nor to sell rolls or
cakes behind the store counter. Even the eating of cake was scorned by the mother. And when the thriving bakery
was expanded into a confectionery shop, it was out of the question that the daughter serve customers.
It was only as a guest, sitting in the confectionery shop and drinking coffee, that her parents tolerated her
presence there. And soon she contrasted so much with her parents, outwardly and in her behavior, that even when
they walked by her side they seemed to be in her retinue.
The mother’s greatest worry, even before the daughter reached a marriageable age, was that the daughter, in
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spite of all their efforts, would be swept into something that would again set her in the same lowly circumstances:
at baking—and after all, she was growing up around the bakery; that was, after all, her environment; and every
last one of the people she knew or might get to know had to do with baking powder, confectioner’s sugar, cake
frosting, yeast dough, and sour dough—that, in short, while baking she might be swept off her feet by an illconsidered love affair.
If there was an apprentice baker to be hired, the mother (a man, she said to the father, a man can’t tell anything
about men, so don’t you get mixed up in this) sized him up from head to foot. She never gave handsome fellows
as much as a second look. Hairy apprentices who made a virile impression with their ape-like arms were almost
physically ejected. But delicate-boned, long-fingered striplings too, the ones who seemed to be dreaming of
something more exalted than baking while their ecstatic eyes gazed past the loaves of bread, the rolls, yes even
the ornate cakes which jutted up like models of towers on the tables, the mother, albeit maternally, rejected. She,
who even after she was no longer needed for overseeing the work, persisted in keeping her hands in the dough;
she, who sold behind the counter, even when she could scarcely find room between the counter girls—she
preferred to have the counter extended rather than to sit with her hands folded in her lap—she, who all her life
long baked, baked, baked, turned to many a newcomer and said maternally:
“Oh, don’t you get mixed up in a messy business like this.”
And so it carne to pass that, as time went by, bread, rolls, cakes, gingerbread, crescents were all baked by a
flotsam of effeminate youths, some of whom had eunuch-like high voices. When, sweating in the heat, they pulled
off their smocks, exposing their white chests with the bosom-like swellings around the nipples, sometimes singing
with angel voices in chorus, kneaded the dough at the tables which kept getting longer and longer—there was lots
to do, there was always more to do, nobody could complain about the orders—when the flour, stirred up by the
activity, settled on the round dumpling-like faces, in the lashes, hung in the hair, then even the untrusting mother
was calm. They, she said to the father, couldn’t turn any girl’s head.
When the daughter even became pretty, “turned out,” as the mother called it, she was allowed to associate with
her own parents only under cover, which is to say at home.
“We’re only a hindrance to you,” the mother said. And torn back and forth between being treated with doggish
gratitude and being made to heel, the girl was hobbled by the mother, so that future steps could be considered
thoroughly.
Because her entrée to higher society was if not barred then at least complicated by her background, because
she had to be kept away from low-class society, she sat and read and smiled. So that she was not being asked
constantly whether she had something to drink, she was not served coffee like a customer—no: the small coffee
pot and the demitasse were offered to her as to an idol.
Not until the advent of Stief, who was instantly recognizable as a student; did all this sitting come to an end.
Thumbing through a book rather than reading it he saw her, irritable, genteel, and bored, smiling among
pensioners, married couples, and old ladies. He devoured piece after piece of cake in order to gain time, directing
his torridly hungry eyes at her, and immediately sat down at her table when, inconspicuously encouraged by her
mother, she said:
“You must really be hungry.”
“All of you,” Stief admitted to his friends during the course of that night, “all of you went right past the
confectioner’s.”
Because the unsuspecting Stief, a sentimentalist, wanted it that way, they kept on meeting there, where they
had first met. What that did to the mother and daughter Stief could not guess.
The daughter did not deny her mother; the mother denied her daughter. They acted—the daughter under
duress, the mother out of maternal love—as though they had nothing to do with each other, for so long that Stief
assumed that this woman, who never mentioned a mother or a father, was either an orphan or a foundling.
Only because this assumption seemed to her to be even more humiliating than her background, the mother one
day covered the few paces which separated the counter from the tables, taking a kind of running start, just as she
was—fine clothes don’t make our kind any finer—in her white smock full of fruit stains murmuring that she was
the mother, incidentally. And again she attributed the astonishment, Stief’s not surprising astonishment, to her
class. Now he will probably ditch you, she said.
The mother made such a fuss about her background that even Stief, unprejudiced and furthermore in love
though he was, became unsure. He took it for a sign of progress, a rapprochement, when the mother extended her
hand without first cleaning it on her smock by wiping it over her hips and then inspecting it several times to see
whether it was clean enough for a handshake.
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Because the mother did not want to sit at the same table with her daughter’s fiance, Stief spent the hour, during
which he daily put in an appearance, standing behind the counter so that the question of ditching could not come
up. And to show that the whole issue did not matter to him he quickly sold a customer a cake before the mother
could prevent it.
And now and then, when there was a great rush of customers, Stief, unseen by the mother, managed to sneak
into the baking room and at least leave his fingerprints in the dough. However, these attempts at bridging the gap
only widened the chasm because they made the mother spiteful.
Because the situation was improved neither through his playing at being the-likes-of-them for a while by
sticking his finger in the dough nor through his playing the role of the-likes-of-him for a while using his lunch
money to overtip, Stief, though he was not fastidious about accepting favors otherwise, felt downright corrupted
by taking the house, which had been built by life-long baking, as a dowry.
While he conducted his wife’s parents on a tour through the house after the marriage ceremony—no wedding
celebration had taken place—he was no less inhibited than they. They all acted like guests who have to leave
again right away. Especially the parents were disturbed merely by being in this house. Only on their way home,
when they looked on from the outside, as they did on everything they considered essential, did they enjoy the
sight, indeed they stood on tiptoes outside the fence and gazed with a sudden curiosity at what from this vantage
point was shadowy and only partly recognizable behind the curtains.
*
Not without disappointment did Frau Stief survey, from where she stood on the stairs, the company in the hall,
who made an almost dissolute impression. The footprints on the red carpet-runner called her attention to just how
far each had advanced in one direction or another. The ladies had spent only a minimum of time getting ready, as
though they valued a casual appearance. The men wore street clothes. One of the men was even undertaking to
slip out of his jacket. In the face of the improperly penetrating glances—as if from shoppers, the thought crossed
her mind—with which not only the decor of the house but she as well was being sized up, she resisted with efforts
—her hand grasping the railing so convulsively that the bones and veins protruded—the impulse to retreat, to
change clothes, to content herself with making a more modest entrance, to wait for a favorable moment and then
sneak upon them from behind, tug at somebody’s sleeve and murmur like her mother:
“By the way, I happen to be the wife.”
Not until she detected the movement with which Dittchen, hastily slipping back into his jacket, covered the
hand-knitted loud-green woolen vest except for a narrow strip, did she force herself to descend another step,
remove her hand from the railing, and stretch it in the direction of the guests with slightly bent and slightly spread
fingers in a gesture more of one seeking support than of one shaking hands. The heads of the gentlemen were
inclining over her hands at the slight distance above the skin which conveys respect. They puckered their lips in
the form of a kiss while making a barely audible smacking sound, agitating her much more violently than Stiers
caresses.
In a sudden onset of dizziness she grabbed the railing spasmodically again. She did not fail to notice that Stief
whose hand was snatching at her, who was shamelessly putting his happiness on display, drew the first mocking
glances.
“You’re in my way,” she said in a tone which her accent made snippy rather than sarcastic, “you’re in my
way.”
She did not fail to notice that the guests were nudging each other when they saw Stief, his face flushing with
annoyance, glaring at the footprints on the runner, Stief glaring at the hand, the constantly sweating hand of
Dittchen on the white wallpaper of the hall and then at the five fingerprints on the wall. She did not fail to notice
the provocatively slow way, first, that Dittchen was lowering his hand while at the same time winking in her
direction before he made an effort to erase the fingerprints with his handkerchief, leaving behind not only saliva
but such other bodily excretions that had been on the handkerchief, before he—because another butt of laughter
had been found, in the course of the night Dittchen became so lively that he pretended to be at prayer with the
children—before he, in short, fell on his knees to ask Stiers forgiveness.
And she did not fail to notice how sullenly Stief joined in all the laughter when Keitel, who had stayed quietly
in the background till then, asked whether it would damage the mirror if he were to look into it for a moment.
Looking and overlooking, Stief jerked his head back toward his wife as Dittchen again propped his hand against
the wall, this time in mischief beyond a doubt. Looking and overlooking, he saw Dittchen’s hand next finger a
white porcelain figurine. It was a gift of Frau Stiers parents, a ballerina with a short skirt and a leg raised to an
almost vertical position, which Dittchen now was balancing at hip level over the flagstones of the hall placing his
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index finger between the legs of the figurine.
“They’re all itching,” Stief whispered to his wife. But before he could add, right to their fingertips, his wife;
surrounded by guests, moved away so fast in the direction of the living room, in the direction of the lanterndecorated terrace, that he would have had to shout the rest of the sentence to her.
“They’re only,” said Hinrich and he laid his arm paternally around the shoulders of his contemporary Stief,
“they’re only going to make your house more lived in.”
Stief evidently wanted to respond. But before he could get a word out, somebody turned the dance music to top
volume. And while he heard his wife burst out laughing as if getting the point of a good joke, he rushed into the
room with a pleading gesture.
“The neighbors,” Stief called. He noticed too late that once more he had exposed himself.
“Behave yourself,” his wife hissed close by. Then she tripped toward the cocktail table in time to the music,
the stems of several champagne glasses between her slightly spread fingers, since several guests, helping
themselves, were letting the champagne flow out of the too hastily uncorked bottles onto the glass surface of the
table, onto the white wool carpet.
“Champagne doesn’t leave stains,” Stief said to himself, unintentionally expressing his thoughts half aloud.
And with that he called forth another general burst of laughter.
He had almost imagined his carefully prepared party like this. His wife seemed to have made a hit even with
the women. In the course or the night they borrowed her lipstick and eye shadow. Even this subconscious malice
more to be sensed than to be proved, with which the guests were taking possession of his house, with which the
guests took over control of not only the things decorating the tops of the furniture but also of those kept in the
drawers, with which Dittchen dug around in the refrigerator looking for hidden delicacies although not even half
of the cold buffet had been eaten, with which Stossel, usually so well-mannered, now obviously infected, took it
upon himself to rush to the telephone at the first ring to speak to the neighbors—“We’ll have to move out
tomorrow,” Frau Stief said laughing as though she were counting herself among the guests—in a way that made
his apology for the constantly increasing noise sound more like an insult. Of this subconscious malice, more to be
sensed than to be proved, Stief was less and less positive with every glass. And while excusing his guests for the
fact that they were making themselves at home in accordance with his invitation to make themselves at home, he
made an effort to look on their behavior as natural.
Added to that was the fact that the friends kept quelling his suspicions as soon as they saw him sitting
conspicuously mute and aloof, shading his eyes with his hand. Not only did they include him then but they so
unexpectedly made him the focus of attention while he sat pensive and a bit foggy, toasted him so heartily, called
him so extravagantly the best host, and his party the best party in years, that he was ashamed of his suspicion, that
he considered the damage to be inadvertently incurred damage, even when, in the process of damaging something,
somebody looked in his direction with a taunting expression which could betray nothing but mischief.
Especially the women were torn back and forth between exhibiting this very contagious malice and being
maternally touched because he had gone to such a lot of trouble. And fluctuating between gratitude and the desire
to leave their traces so effectively showing up amidst this untouched, chaste whiteness, they encircled Stief, they
abandoned Stief, alternately and in rapid succession.
Stief gave up trying to rush around behind the guests’ backs and remove their tracks with a cloth and a broom.
Because, no matter how carefully he made sure that he was not observed, someone always stole up by his side,
stood hand on hip, a glass, a cigarette in the other hand, completely the gentleman, and looked astonished at this
penchant for housekeeping that, scrubbing, sweeping, and creeping servilely on hands and knees, Stief evinced.
Stief made an effort to overlook the damage. But soon, wherever he looked when he wanted to overlook
something, new damage was visible, and more than that: looking away he kept discovering even worse eyesores.
And when he noticed how very much his wife was enjoying this party—only, when somebody said that
something was smartalecky, prosaic, stale—she was a bit startled at first; later, when the party was in full swing,
she raised her little skirt to general applause, showed her lace panties too above her tanned thighs, kicked her little
shoes from her little feet and, barefooted, shouted while dancing on:
“I’m a baker’s daughter.”
When he noticed how enthusiastically his wife fraternized with both the ladies and the gentlemen by brushing
their cheeks with fleeting kisses, did he pull himself together, spoke reassuringly to himself, said to himself that
the sofa, that the easy chair could be re-covered, that the carpet could be cleaned, that the scratch on the cocktail
table could be concealed, that the champagne bucket could be replaced, and that the lawn, visible only as a
greenish fuzz scarcely half a finger high over the ground, could be resodded. While Frau Stief and the rest of the
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friends and the wives of the friends plunged through the hall and up the stairs in order to view the rooms in the
second story.
“They are fixing,” Hinrich said, his outstretched arm executed a circular motion that encompassed the
devastation of the living room, and that—he was a bit unsteady on his feet—caused him to stagger: “they are
fixing your house.”
Thereupon he followed the others.
Leaning back in the easy chair, Stief closed his eyes. In a half-somnolent-like condition he detected the brief
presence of Keitel, who, coming and going—making appeasing gestures in his direction when he tried to open his
eyes, raise his head, and see to things—dragged upstairs a couple of bottles and a handful of cigars which were
partly crumbling in his fingers. Sleep well, sleep, said Keitel with such a comforting, soothing intonation that
Stief surrendered anew to his lethargy and, knocking a couple of glasses to the floor with his shoes as he stretched
his legs over the champagne puddles which flooded the glass top of the cocktail table, murmured:
“Make it more lived in, make it more lived in.”
Not until a tumultuous noise broke out, when the feet no longer stepped but trampled, when bodies plopped
down on the floor above his head after what, judging from the swaying of the chandelier, were high leaps into the
air, did Stief, summoning all his will power, manage to get on his feet again.
Whoever was occupied neither with leaping nor gazing in astonishment at his wife, who was bringing out her
bridal gown nor—like Keitel’s wife, like Stossel’s wife—with a mocking imitation of bridesmaids, was standing
next to the bathtub holding the train which reached all the way to the bathroom; whoever was not taking a certain
something from the night-stand drawers—“He doesn’t want children,” Dittchen called out; “Not yet,” Stief
answered, stuttering so that it sounded like an excuse—whoever, in short, was not letting a certain something
taken from the night-stand drawers slide from the nape of Frau Stiers neck to the lowest, most sagging point of the
train, was sitting, lying, lolling about smoking and drinking on the rectangular marriage bed sown with little heaps
of ashes, or was extinguishing with champagne one of the little circular, black-edged, smoldering holes caused by
the glowing ashes on the sheet which was now clean only in spots.
After Frau Stief, the wives of the friends modeled the bridal gown, too. One after the other they disappeared
into the bathroom, slamming the door behind them and in the process catching the more and more tattered train
and jerking it loose, and then reappeared, posing in a more or less convincing imitation of pious virginity, amid
the laughter of the group now spread without exception across the marriage bed. Only Keitel had second thoughts
when he saw the performance of his wife, who, infected by the all-encompassing generosity of that night, could so
outdo the others in poking fun at herself.
To be sure, Stief did not fail to notice how closely the friends approached his wife; he did not fail to notice,
too, that there was an arm around the shoulders of his submissive, cuddlesome wife. But, distracted by Frau
Stossel dressed only in her underclothes and searching for her dress, he forgot to ascertain to which friend, among
this swarm of arms and legs lying confused and interlocked, the arm which pulled his wife closer belonged; who
it was who, sometimes gently and sometimes grabbing the flesh, was stroking his wife’s glittering back; and
finally he forgot the arm and the friend and, although always for only a few seconds, his wife.
Next he saw Stossel’s wife on all fours shoving aside the legs which hung over the edge of the bed so that she
could look under it for her hidden dress. He saw, while the sweat stains under the armpits, while the sidewise rips
in the bridal gown grew larger with every breath and revealed the black corset that contrasted so sharply beneath
it, how Dittchen’s wife was undertaking to get out of the bridal gown; he saw Stossel’s wife—because she could
not find her dress, she wanted the rest to go on celebrating half-naked—pounce with one leap on Dittchen’s wife,
saw her claw into the fabric with a mangling gesture and jerk at it until the dress slid to the floor in tatters.
Then, pursued by the whole company, the two dashed out of the room and down the stairs, in front the
somewhat overlush figure of Frau Dittchen—over the edges of her black corset the laced-in and pushed-up flesh
formed swellings—followed by the girlishly slim figure of Frau Stossel.
In the living room, on the terrace they kept on dancing, on their heads gigantic turbans made of towels, their
bodies wrapped in tablecloths. And nobody thought anything of it if a quick twirl caused the hastily-fastened
cloths to drop from their bodies.
Stief tried again and again to get to his wife. Once he succeeded in struggling through to her and, swaying, he
danced a few steps and he pressed her hand. But before he could exchange a word with her she glided all too
willingly into the arms of Dittchen, into the arms of Hinrich, into the arms of Stossel, into the arms of Keitel, and
then, while he stretched his hands out to reach her and said, “It’s my turn,” she hissed, “Don’t make a fool of me
with your love,” she glided all too willingly back into the arms of Dittchen.
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Keitel, who was trailing her less than the other friends, though he had his eyes on her all night, asked himself
why Frau Stief did not prefer the fine-looking Stossel to the bulky, sweating Dittchen with the annually more
receding hairline, why Frau Stief snuggled up to the wooden Hinrich just as she did to him. She loves them all,
Keitel said to himself, and in so doing he sized up Stief’s build, with which outwardly he could find much less
fault than with his own, for instance, not to mention that of Dittchen, who at the moment was dancing by, his
hands seat-high on Frau Stief’s little skirt, his pelvis thrust forward, one leg between her legs, his lips pursed as if
to suck on the skin between her shoulder and throat:
She loves them all, these high-class gentlemen.
For lack of his wife, who was twirling from one set of arms to another—only in the arms of Dittchen, who was
hopping more than anyone else, who courted her more persistently than the other gentlemen, did she linger longer,
did she cling more often—Stief hugged a sofa pillow as he cast sad glances in her direction.
Sometimes, after an unsuccessful attempt to reach her, it seemed to him as though the friends, forcing
themselves between them, were purposely keeping him away from her. Because when someone was not
unexpectedly linking arms with him and leading him in the opposite direction, the wife of one of the friends
would be hanging onto his neck and out of politeness he would twirl a few dance steps with her and he would feel
not so much her kisses as the moisture which cooled on his skin just after their lips had touched.
Then too he was kept busy by his increasing confusion. As often and as steadily as he steered toward the
glittering spot which fluttered back and forth; as soon as this spot, this reference point for his wife disappeared
from his field of vision, he would stop, halfway there, and turn around. It was hard for him to hang on to an
intention even if it only had to do with grasping the bottle which stood before him, waiting to be grasped. No
matter how thirsty he felt at times, no matter how close by he saw the bottle to be, he only rarely managed to get
hold of it and convey it to his mouth. Limply his hand fell back onto the pillow, onto the back of the easy chair, or
it cracked against the edge of the table. But the pain and his other hand unconsciously rubbing the spot, he felt
only remotely. And if, after several unsuccessful attempts, he did manage to get the mouth of the bottle to his lips,
he had to lower it again to fight off the threat of nausea caused by the smell of the alcohol.
Puzzled, he perceived on the sofa next to him—it took a while for him to recognize her again—the dozing
figure of Dittchen’s wife, whose large, somewhat broad breast had slipped out of the corset. Although he hated to
part with the pillow—it served him as a substitute for his wife—he tried with its help to cover the breast. While
the pillow slid to the floor, while Dittchen’s wife changed her position in her sleep so that the indecency of the
bared breast became almost inconsequential compared with the position of the legs, Stief formed, then forgot, the
resolution to look for a blanket. Again he looked around for his wife.
Through the only half-drawn curtains and the open terrace doors the penetrating daylight began to illuminate
the room adequately. The outlines of things and people, especially of Keitel’s swaying form, supporting itself with
both hands against the wall, stood out clearly. Close to him Stief saw the glittering, suddenly motionless,
conspicuously crumpled blob on the carpet. And because this time it didn’t retreat from his grasp, Stief went down
—he lost his balance when he stooped over—on his hands and knees, gazed at it worshipfully with a silly smile
even when he determined that only his wife’s dress was involved, before he dropped it, before he looked around a
bit helplessly, before he discovered Hinrich in the corner next to the record player fondling Stossel’s wife, with
turban and without tablecloth, and Stossel in front of the cold buffet bending over the form of Keitel’s wife, who
was leaning backward.
He saw the ash-blonde tresses of Keitel’s wife trailing in the pieces of lobster, in the crab tails, in the apple
salad, in the little bowls of caviar—Stief had gone to quite a bit of expense for the party—and, when Keitel’s wife
tossed her head from one shoulder to the other, the hair stuck briefly to her eyes, to her cheeks, to the lips, even to
her tongue between the teeth. He saw Stossel’s coated tongue hanging way out, white and in sharp contrast to the
black stubble of a beard now nearly a day old, and, in almost dog-like devotion, coiling along her arm from wrist
to shoulder and then slipping into her shaven armpit. He saw Hinrich’s wife, in front of the sofa with legs spread
and posterior vaulted almost as if ready to play leapfrog, shoving the breast of Dittchen’s wife back into the corset
and then grabbed hold of the thighs of Dittchen’s wife which were sprawling apart. He saw Frau Dittchen, who
was frightened awake by this contact, mutter, “Quit that, I’m having my period,” and make a motion of halffending off and half-seizing in the direction of the hands which were about to reach her legs. He saw, while he
retreated on hands and knees to the sofa so that at least he himself might not get befouled, striking the hollows of
Hinrich’s wife’s knees with the back of his head, Keitel vomiting and leaving behind a spot the size of a soup
bowl framed with spews and sprinkles of hardly chewed chunks which diffused into irregular rills. He saw Keitel
knocking out the window and, inhaling deeply and moaning, hanging his head out. And behind the head, on a
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branch of an ornamental shrub, he saw fluttering back and forth in the wind and clashing even with the leaves, the
loud-green woolen vest of Dittchen. He heard the laughter of his wife, her exclamation,
“Quit that!”
He realized—it took a while—where she would have to be grabbed to call this quitthat, this letmego in that
tone of voice. And, while Himich’s wife softly giggled on in amusement, Stief, leaning back and catching his head
between her knee hollows, stretched his arms up high and shoved the sofa pillow between the thighs of Dittchen’s
wife, which were flopping apart again, and, his eyes fixed on the sickle-shaped pieces of thigh exposed between
the stocking tops and the panties, with a strong tug pulled down her skirt.
“Will you take a look at Stief,” some voice or other called out at this moment, not without an element of
commendation.
117.126 High-Rise Story\fn{by Angelika Mechtel (1943-

)}

Dresden, Saxony, Germany (F) 4

When his wife was expecting their first child, Heinz Keller was valiantly encamped before Zharkov.
They had a son.
At twenty-eight the lawyer Heinz Keller had married Irene, who was twenty-five at the time.
He survived Stalingrad.
Eight years later the new government made him district attorney.
Fortunately, Heinz Keller made it back from the Crimea.
In 1950 the second child was expected, this time a daughter.
Thus began the period of prosperity and of children.
*
Later the son studies law.
The daughter marries a junior lawyer.
The son passes the bar examinations.
The daughter produces the first grandchild.
The son marries.
*
The period of children has passed.
Therefore Heinz and Irene Keller decide to rent a three-room apartment in the high-rise housing development
at the edge of the city.
At the same time the daughter-in-law furnishes a dining room in teak.
The son passes the civil service examinations.
He is happy and enters government work.
Like his father.
The father has conformed his life to it and doesn’t earn badly at it.
In the apartment building his wife Irene furnishes the living room. She too chooses teakwood. The trimmings
on her couch surpass by far those of her daughter-in-law.
And Heinz Keller attended a classical secondary school.
The son produces a grandson. He comes from good stock and carries on the name Keller.
The family will not die out.
Heinz Keller and his wife have lived in the apartment building at the edge of the city for almost five years now.
The son turns twenty-nine.
The daughter twenty. Irene says:
“She married too early.”
She loved her children like knick-knacks in a display case.
The period of children has passed.
She is always a good wife to her husband.
They live on the seventh floor among three rooms with bath, kitchen, and loggia.
Once a week Irene goes into the city to make purchases.
For example, she buys dolls.
Dolls?
The neighbor women are fond of Irene.
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And in the Kellers’ life nothing else unpredictable has happened since the war.
Stalingrad is hardly even worth a recollection any longer.
Only during the summer, with bare legs, do Heinz Keller’s scars from hunger edemata show.
Others lost a leg.
That satisfies the Kellers.
*
You can count off the high-rise development by the rows of windows.
By the nameplates.
Six apartments per floor.
Fourteen floors.
One flat roof.
By the strung-out balconies.
Irene spends her time, which is no longer filled up with children, with dolls.
Irene counts off.
Inter, mitzy, titzy, tool.
Eighty-four tenants in one building.
Ira, dira, dominu.
Ten blocks of apartment buildings are situated around a man-made lake. Swimming in the lake is prohibited. .
Eight hundred and forty tenants.
Irene survived the nights unscathed thirty years ago, in which neighbors were carried off. She didn’t see
anything wrong with it.
Out goes you.
Heinz Keller says: Man is the measure of all things.
Irene rejects cruelty.
Now she dismembers dolls and organizes the association of the neighbor women in the apartment building.
Otherwise she would feel lonely.
And she sees nothing wrong in removing the arms and legs from the bodies of the dolls.
In the first years after the war she tried to live by sewing dolls herself, until they let her husband come home
from the Crimea.
For Heinz Keller it is inconceivable that he would ever again be encamped before Stalingrad.
It wouldn’t be the fear of death.
But rather the brutality to which he was subjected there.
They both believe in the goodness of man.
If she were asked, Irene would not be able to explain why she severs the dolls’ heads from their torsos.
They both love the beautiful things in life.
“A healthy individual,” Heinz Keller says, “cannot torture.”
He knows what’s what.
“A person,” he says, “who grows up in orderly circumstances will not lean toward brutality.”
His wife shares his opinion and piles up ravaged parts of dolls in the pantry.
She clasps the bare body of a doll. With two fingers she gently strokes the belly, until she slashes it open.
She has tender hands.
She had hoarded old dolls even as a child.
*
On the opposite shore of the lake the last mothers push their baby carriages home.
“This evening,” Heinz Keller says, “we can sit on the balcony.”
“We should be thinking about our vacation,” Irene says.
In the spring they always make plans for the summer.
She prepares the evening meal in the kitchen. He sets the table on the balcony.
He is a good husband.
Also in the evening they drink tea or apple juice. They buy the apple juice by the case.
They open up travel folders on the tabletop. Irene unfolds the glossy sheets and grabs at the colorful pictures
with both hands.
“To lie in the sand,” she says, “at the age of fifty-five.”
“Or to view Pompei,” he says.
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Now they can get the nicely arranged slides of the last fifteen years from the drawer and observe the
illuminated joy of their children.
Irene Keller always smiles when she is photographed.
“When we go on a trip,” she says, “I’ll need a new dress.”
Her wedding dress still hangs m the closet.
With two fingers she strokes the bald half of her husband’s head, remembers, and says:
“Your hair.” She has tender hands.
“How can you be so cruel?” he says, when she reminds him of his loss of hair.
“Am I cruel?” she asks, and conscientiously waters her flowers in the boxes on the balcony.
She doesn’t spare the water.
Like the neighbor women, who make a tranquil impression and nod their greetings over the railings.
They are thinking about still taking care of their geraniums ten years from now just as today.
They are good neighbors and have beautiful, flower-filled windows.
Once a week they get together in one of their living rooms.
They trade secrets.
Or they tell stories.
They arrange weddings and births.
Or they read together.
They are cultured women.
For example, Fontane’s Journeys through the Brandenburg Marches.\fn{One of the travel books of Theodor Fontane
(1819-1898), German author}
Or, between coffee and cake and gentle hand gestures, they talk about Thomas Mann and Buddenbrooks.\fn {A
tale about the decline of a family; it was published in 1901 by Thomas Mann (1875-1955), German author }
They have been reading it for three months.
Another family is moving in on the second floor.
A few weeks later the woman from the second floor takes the elevator up to one of the ladies on the seventh
floor.
When asked, she replies that she has just come from work.
“That’s a shame,” Irene Keller says, “she won’t have any time to spend an afternoon with us.”
Curious, she inquires what kind of work the woman does, and learns that she works in a doll factory.
“In an apartment building like this,” the neighbor women say, “you get all kinds of people.
“These high-rise developments just don’t make any distinctions any longer.
“But we can avoid all contact.”
Never do they seriously consider inviting the woman up from the second floor.
Such women are simply born to work in a factory, is their opinion.
Heinz Keller could open a large cardboard box in the pantry and find ravaged parts of dolls.
Irene Keller is a good wife.
Fortunately dolls feel no pain.
And Heinz Keller relishes the peaceful hours at home.
*
This summer they have decided to take a trip to Greece.
His wife’s smile on the slides that Heinz Keller will bring back from Greece will not have changed.
Souvenirs of Crete or the Acropolis.
Man is the measure of all things.
Once in a while a report about the Greek prisons also falls into their hands.
Irene is preoccupied with the queen in exile.
They reject eye-witness reports of tortures.
“I do not concern myself with political turmoil in the country where I spend my vacation,”Heinz Keller says.
And Irene asks her husband, as she waters flowers on the loggia:
“What acts of cruelty do you know about?”
He drinks a glass of apple juice.
“There are said to be married couples,” she says, and pinches a wilted geranium leaf from the stem, “who
strike each other.”
When it isn’t raining, they sit on the balcony every evening now, and read the letters from their son and from
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their daughter, which arrive weekly.
“Acts of cruelty,” he says, “are absurd.”
He claims to have never struck his children, and for their granddaughter’s birthday, they give her a doll that
says eight sentences.
*
Irene pulls the nylon string that hangs from the doll’s neck.
“I want to be a good girl,” the recorded voice says.
The doll is immaculately and smartly clothed.
The neighbor women, who spend this afternoon in Irene’s living room, take turns pulling the nylon string.
“I want to go to sleep,” the good doll says.
The women are enchanted. Irene meets the woman from the second floor and asks her:
“Do you also make talking dolls in your factory?”
“I put in the voice,” the woman says, “at a piece rate.”
Irene holds the bare half of the body in her hand.
The arms and legs hang on rubber bands. The head is missing and the back.
With her right hand she grips the voice box and removes it through the sound-holes in the belly.
She puts the torso aside.
*
In three weeks the Kellers will travel to Greece. They have booked a prepaid tour. In her shopping bag Irene
brings home another talking doll.
“What do you want with that,” her husband asks.
“I like it,” Irene says and pulls the string at the back of the neck.
“Play with me,” the recorded voice says.
“You’re too old for that,” her husband says.
Irene smiles and forgets to water the geraniums on that evening.
The neighbor women have also bought dolls.
They pretend that they are thinking of their grandchildren, even of those not yet born.
“She puts in the voice,” Irene says, and the woman from the second floor has gained in importance. But she
says:
“What am I supposed to tell you? I do my work.”
In one hour she puts the voices into thirty dolls.
Sobered, the group again turns to arranging births and weddings.
In this manner Irene is able to direct the interest of the ladies to doll parts.
Dismantling dolls is not cruel. She convinces the neighbor women. It is not cruel. The ladies agree. Other
people hunt rabbits. And that is a bloody business.
Plastic doesn’t scream.
Six women dismember thirty dolls in one hour. They pitch the doll parts into the garbage chute for the floor.
*
Every Sunday afternoon the Kellers take a walk around the lake.
The gravel paths are neatly raked. Swimming in the lake is prohibited. Irene has taken Heinz’ arm with her left;
she carries her purse on the right.
Heinz Keller does not believe in the trace of brutality that is concealed behind his wife’s smile on all the color
photographs.
She’s from a good family.
On Monday afternoon six neighbor women sit around a table, at which they also indulge in Fontane or Mann,
and place themselves at Irene’s disposal.
Irene counts off.
Inter, mitzy, titzy, tool.
Ira, dira, dominu.
“And who are you?” Irene asks, as she carries the head of a doll on the palm of her hand.
The ladies are ready and willing.
They go to work with knife and fork.
“Please, ladies,” Irene says, not with everyday utensils. “I’ll get my silver.”
She hands out white damask napkins.
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“Another piece of cake?” one of the women asks.
The knife in the right hand, the fork in the left, the napkin on the lap, they dig in and eagerly stab at it.
*
On the evening of their departure the Kellers will have lived on the seventh floor of the apartment building
exactly five years to the day, and their bags stand packed in the entrance hall.
Crete and the Acropolis.
Irene has thought to pack food—bananas, hard-boiled eggs, oranges, and sandwiches. After an hour of train
travel he will want to eat. Irene is conscientious.
They take a taxi to the train station.
“The new dress,” he says, “looks nice on you.”
With two fingers she strokes his receding hairline.
“How can you be so cruel?” he says.
“Am I cruel?”
*
After they have gotten into the taxi, the fire alarm goes off. The sprinkler system sprays water into the stairwell
of the fourteen floors. Eighty-four tenants flee onto the raked gravel paths.
And five women stand on their balconies on the seventh floor. They water geraniums.
The newspaper reports speak of arson.
Parts of dolls had been found in front of an apartment door, doused with gasoline and ignited.
The woman who puts the voices into thirty dolls in an hour escaped with minor burns.
There is no proof, Heinz Keller says, that a person who mutilates dolls would also be capable of torturing
humans.
For Irene Keller the period of dolls has passed.
She says: Man is the measure of all things, and wants a textbook on anatomy for Christmas.
58.445 Car-Crash While Hitchhiking\fn{by Denis Johnson (1949-

)}

Munich, Bavaria, Germany (M) 2

A salesman who shared his liquor and steered while sleeping … A Cherokee filled with bourbon … A VW no
more than a bubble of hashish fumes, captained by a college student …
And a family from Marshalltown who head-onned and killed forever a man driving west out of Bethany,
Missouri …
… I rose up sopping wet from sleeping under the pouring rain, and something less than conscious, thanks to
the first three of the people I’ve already named—the salesman and the Indian and the student—all of whom had
given me drugs. At the head of the entrance ramp I waited without hope of a ride. What was the point, even, of
rolling up my sleeping bag when I was too wet to be let into anybody’s car? I draped it around me like a cape. The
downpour raked the asphalt and gurgled in the ruts. My thoughts zoomed pitifully. The traveling salesman had fed
me pills that made the linings of my veins feel scraped out. My jaw ached. I knew every raindrop by its name. I
sensed everything before it happened. I knew a certain Oldsmobile would stop for me even before it slowed, and
by the sweet voices of the family insider of it I knew we’d have an accident in the storm.
I didn’t care. They said they’d take me all the way.
The man and the wife put the little girl up front with them, and left the baby in back with me and my dripping
bedroll. “I’m not taking you anywhere very fast,” the man said. “I’ve got my wife and babies here, that’s why.”
You are the ones, I thought. And I piled my sleeping bag against the left-hand door and slept across it, not
caring whether I lived or died. The baby slept free on the seat beside me. He was about nine months old.
… But before any of this, that afternoon, the salesman and I had swept down into Kansas City in his luxury
car. We’d developed a dangerous cynical camaraderie beginning in Texas, where he’d taken me on. We ate of his
bottle of amphetamines, and every so often we pulled off the interstate and bought another pint of Canadian Club
and a sack of ice. His car had cylindrical glass-holders attached to either door and a white, leathery interior. He
said he’d take me home to stay overnight with his family, but first he wanted to stop[ and see a woman he knew.
Under midwestern clouds like great gray brains we left the superhighway with a drifting sensation and entered
Kansas City’s rush hour with a sensation of running aground. As soon as we slowed down, all the magic of
traveling together burned away. Hew went on and on about his girlfriend. “I like this girl, I think I love this girl—
but I’ve got two kids and a wife, and there’s certain obligations there. And on top of everything else, I love my
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wife. I’m gifted with love. I love my kids. I love all my relatives.” As he kept on, I felt jilted and sad. “I have a
boat, a little sixteen-footer. I have two cars. There’s room in the back yard for a swimming pool.” He found his
girlfriend at work. She ran a furniture store, and I lost him there.
The clouds stayed the same until night. Then, in the dark, I didn’t see the storm gathering. The drive of the
Volkswagen, a college man, the one who stoked my head with all the hashish, let me out beyond the city limits
just as it began to rain. Never mind the speed I’d been taking. I was too overcome to stand up. I lay out in the
grass off the exit ramp and woke in the middle of a puddle that had filled up around me.
And later, as I’ve said, I slept in the back seat while the Oldsmobile—the family from Marshalltown—
splashed along through the rain. And yet I dreamed I was looking right through my eyelids, and my pulse marked
off the seconds of time. The interstate through western Missouri was, in that era, nothing more than a two-way
road, most of it. When a semi truck came toward us and passed going the other way, we were lost in a blinding
spray and a warfare of noises such as you get being towed through an automatic car wash. The wipers stood up
and lay down across the windshield without much effect. I was exhausted, and after an hour I slept more deeply.
I’d known all along exactly what was going to happen. But the man and his wife woke me up later, denying it
viciously.
“Oh—no!”
“NO!”
I was thrown against the back of their so hard that it broke. I commenced bouncing back and forth. A liquid
which I knew right away was human blood flew around the car and rained down on my head. When it was over I
was in the back seat again, just as I had been. I raises up and looked around. Our headlights had gone out. the
radiator was hissing steadily. Beyond that, I didn’t hear a thing. As far as I could tell, I was the only one
conscious. As my eyes adjusted I saw that the baby was lying on its back beside me as if nothing had happened.
Its eyes were open and it was feeling its cheeks with its little hands.
In a minute the driver, who’d been slumped over the wheel, sat up and peered over at us. His face was smashed
and dark with blood. It made my teeth hurt to look at him—but when he spoke, it didn’t sound as if any of his
teeth were broken.
“What happened?”
“We had a wreck,” he said.
“The baby’s O.K.,” I said, although I had no idea how the baby was.
He turned to his wife.
“Janice,” he said. “Janice, Janice!”
“Is she O.K.?”
“She’s dead!” he said, shaking her angrily.
“No she’s not.” I was ready to deny everything myself now.
Their little girl was alive, but knocked out. She whimpered in her sleep. But the man went on shaking his wife.
“Janice!” he hollered.
His wife moaned.
“She’s not dead,” I said, clambering from their car and running away.
“She won’t wake up,” I heard him say.
I was standing out here in the night, with the baby, for some reason, in my arms. It must have been raining, but
I remember nothing about the weather. We’d collided with another car on what I now perceived was a two-lane
bridge. The water beneath us was invisible in the dark.
Moving toward the other car I began to hear rasping, metallic snores. Somebody was flung halfway out the
passenger door, which was open, in the posture of one hanging from a trapeze by his ankles. The car had been
broadsided, smashed so flat that no room was left inside of it even for this person’s legs, to say nothing of a driver
or any other passengers. I just walked right on past.
Headlights were coming from far off. I made for the head of the bridge, waving them to stop with one arm, and
clutching the baby to my shoulder with the other.
It was a big semi, grinding its gears as it decelerated. The driver rolled down his window and I shouted up at
him. “There’s a wreck. Go for help.”
“I can’t turn around here,” he said.
He let me and the baby up on the passenger side, and we just sat there in the cab, looking at the wreckage in
his headlights.
“Is everybody dead?” he asked.
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“I can’t tell who is and who isn’t,” I admitted.
He poured himself a cup of coffee from a thermos and switched off all but his parking lights.
“What time is it?”
“Oh, it’s around quarter after three,” he said.
By his manner he seemed to endorse the idea of not doing anything about this. I was relieved and tearful. I’d
thought something was required of me, but I hadn’t wanted to find out what it was.
When another car showed, coming the opposite direction, I thought I should talk to them. “Can you keep the
baby?” I asked the truck driver.
“You’d better hang on to him,” the driver said. “It’s a boy, isn’t it?”
“Well, I think so,” I said.
The man hanging out of the wrecked car was still alive as I passed, and I stopped, grown a little more used to
the idea now of how really badly broken he was, and made sure there was nothing I could do. He was snoring
loudly and rudely. His blood bubbled out of his mouth with every breath. He wouldn’t be taking many more. I
knew that, but he didn’t, and therefore I looked down into the treat pity of a person’s life on this earth. I don’t
mean that we all end up dead, that’s not the great pity. I mean that he couldn’t tell me what he was dreaming, and
I couldn’t tell him what was real.
Before too long there were cars backed up for a ways at either end of the bridge, and headlights giving a nightgame atmosphere in the steaming rubble, and ambulances and cop cars nudging through so that the air pulsed with
color. I didn’t talk to anyone. My secret was that in this short while I had gone from being the president of this
tragedy to being a faceless onlooker at a gory wreck. At some point an officer learned that I was one of the
passengers, and took my statement. I don’t remember any of this, except that he told me, “Put out your cigarette.”
We paused in our conversation to watch the dying man being loaded into the ambulance. He was still alive, still
dreaming obscenely. The blood ran off of him in strings. His knees jerked and his head rattled.
There was nothing wrong with me, and I hadn’t seen anything, but the policeman had to question me and take
me to the hospital anyway. The word came over his car radio that the man was now dead, just as we came under
the awning of the emergency room entrance.
I stood in a tiled corridor with my wet sleeping bag bunched against the wall beside me, talking to a man from
the local funeral home.
The doctor stopped to tell me I’d better have an x-ray.
“No.”
“Now would be the time. If something turns up later …”
“There’s nothing wrong with me.”
Down the hall came the wife. She was glorious, burning. She didn’t know yet that her husband was dead. We
knew. That’s what gave her such power over us. The doctor took her into a room with a desk at the end of the hall,
and from under the closed door a slab of brilliance radiated as if, by some stupendous process, diamonds were
being incinerated in there. What a pair of lungs! She shrieked as I imagined an eagle would shriek. It felt
wonderful to be alive to hear it! I’ve gone looking for that feeling everywhere.
“There’s nothing wrong with me”—I’m surprised I let those words out. But it’s always been my tendency to lie
to doctors, as if good health consisted only of the ability to fool them.
Some years later, one time when I was admitted to the detox\fn{ The detoxification unit.} at Seattle General
Hospital, I took the same tack.
“Are you hearing unusual sounds or voices?” the doctor asked.
“Help us, oh God, it hurts,” the boxes of cotton screamed.
“Not exactly.” I said.
“Not exactly,” he said. “Now what does that mean?”
“I[‘m not ready to go into all that,” I said. A yellow bird fluttered close to my face, and my muscles grabbed.
Now I was flopping like a fish. When I squeezed shut my eyes, hot tears exploded from the sockets. When I
opened them, I was on my stomach.
“How did the room get so white?” I asked.
A beautiful nurse was touching my skin. “These are vitamins,” she said, and drove the needle in.
It was raining. Gigantic ferns leaned over us. The forest drifted down a hill. I could hear a creek rushing down
among rocks. And you, you ridiculous people, you expect me to help you.
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46.90 Excerpt from Farbe Bekennen: “Suddenly I Knew What I Wanted”\fn{by Angelika Eisenbrandt (1953?“grew up in the village of E, near Kassel,” Hesse, Germany (F) 1

)}

… My family lives in E——, a small town near Kassel. I grew up there with my brother and sister with my
grandparents. My brother and I did not know our father, who was an American soldier. My sister’s father was
white. All three of us are illegitimate. My brother had the easiest time as he was given the most support. I suffered
most at the things adults said. For example, at my girlfriend’s house they would always tell me:
“You have to go now, Angelika—we’re expecting company.”
The fact that my brother and I looked different only became apparent when we started school. When we played
with other kids in our large garden it wasn’t noticeable. But whenever visitors came we were dressed up and our
hair brushed. We were always supposed to look pretty and cute.
Sometimes my brother would put down my sister. He would say she was different from us and that anyway
there were two of us. I didn’t understand this and would cry. Later on I felt more and more that I looked different,
and my grandmother seemed to dress me in particular clothes. I only wore light colors like white and yellow. She
used to say:
“Red doesn’t suit you; it doesn’t go with the color of your skin.”
I didn’t say anything but it would make me annoyed. Once I had some red checked trousers. I thought they
were great and that they suited me. My grandma took them away.
My mother didn’t interfere with any of this. She was too exhausted from working all day. She cleaned in a
bakery from 4 a.m., came home at 7 a.m. and from 8 a.m. she worked in a photographic laboratory.
Funny, though, when I became independent and while I was married I only bought red things. I never really
gave it any thought. Up till now I still love the color.
I could never understand why Granny said my brother and I shouldn’t have vaccinations. She said our blood
was different and that it could be dangerous for us. Only my sister was vaccinated. Later my brother was
vaccinated for a boat trip and nothing happened. That surprised me.
I believe my Granny loved us but simply had difficulty with our being different. She was afraid that people
would talk about us. When my daughter S—— was born Granny was very disappointed and said:
“She isn’t all that dark.” She could somehow accept the skin color in an infant but she became uneasy about it
as the child grew older.
During my school days I never went out to discos or things like that with the others. I was allowed to, but
lacked the self-confidence to go out by myself. My sister took me along sometimes and I found it quite normal
that she went out and coped. I liked it best when my brother took me along. I worshipped him at that time, thought
he was the greatest because he always did so much and had such a large circle of friends. I only found him
irritating within the family. He was admired and spoiled by everybody. What was so unfair was that if he wanted
something different to eat rather than what was cooked for us, he got it and we didn’t …
I met my husband through my sister. He was a friend of her boyfriend. I liked him from the first moment that I
spoke to him. Probably because he was six years older than me and was more experienced. Lots of people told
him that he couldn’t marry me as there would be too many problems, such as finding a home. He said:
“That’s not true at all.” I was very impressed by that.
After a while I thought my husband had married me just so he could feel special. He wanted someone he could
show off with. That’s how I felt, above all when he would say things like:
“Do your hair differently—you know, like the Africans who have it all curly.”
I myself found short straight hair great. He wanted me to look African, so that people could see that I was
different.
I married to get away from my mother. As long as we had lived together we had serious disagreements. I had
looked forward to living with her as I had almost always lived with my Granny. I thought that I could finally
establish a relationship with my mother. To start with, when I was still going to school it worked quite well. We
talked a lot and got to know each other well. Later on, when I wanted to speak of my problems at work or made
more demands on her, things got more difficult. Even though I was working I had to ask her first if I wanted to
buy anything.
We lived together for six years. My sister stayed with us in the beginning and again much later. She never got
on well with our mother but she was still allowed to do more that I was. She simply demanded more and achieved
what she wanted, whereas I had to ask over and over again. Nowadays she has a better relationship with my
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mother than I do.
My mother is a woman who can’t show her emotions. As long as I lived with my Granny I knew I was loved.
My grandparents were kind and tender. When I had to deal with my mother directly I thought that she didn’t love
me. In spite of all that, I really liked my mother and loved her.
I came into contact with other women through my daughter S—— and realized that there was a lot that I
hadn’t done and didn’t understand …
While I was at school and since S—— went to kindergarten I’ve always had to work. I often argued with my
husband about things we had to buy, but as I wasn’t strong enough he got his way most times. Now I live alone
with my daughter and feel great.
I still haven’t managed to get rid of all the problems to do with my color. I notice that I’m not always taken
seriously when I say something, even when I mean it seriously. I still discover that my appearance is unusual at
my daughter’s school. They are amazed and ask her:
“That’s your mum? You look quite different.”
I find it hard to go to the school and to cross the playground during the break. My daughter doesn’t have these
problems …
46.103 Excerpt from Farbe Bekennen: “Departure”\fn{by May Opitz (1960-1986)} Hamburg, Hamburg State,
Germany (F) 2
… On the day I was born, stories about my life were born too. Each one contains its own truth and wisdom.
Those who experienced my childhood may tell a different story of it than I would. I can only tell the story in the
way that it left impressions on me. I don’t need to apologize if negative occurrences are clearer in my memory
than positive ones. That’s the way it is. Here I shall surrender some of myself, without accusing or forgiving,
without any claim to reality and in the experience of truth, and in the certainty that whoever reads my story will
understand it differently.
When I was born I was neither black nor white. The name I was called most of all was “half-caste.” It is hard
to surround a child with love when the grandparents say that the child does not fit in. It is hard when the child
doesn’t fit in with the mother’s plans and when money is short. It becomes even harder when a white mother
doesn’t want her child kidnapped to a black world. And German laws don’t allow African fathers to take their
German daughters to an African mother. It’s not easy to put a child into an orphanage. The child stays there for
eighteen months.
I hear on the radio about couples with children like me: about children who don’t find parents because they are
“GI children,”\fn{Children whose fathers are American soldiers } because they are handicapped or not blond enough or
because they were born in prison. I became the planned child of a white German family and forgot the months in
the orphanage. My foster parents’ stories are all that remain from that time:
“You couldn’t even stand. You had rickets as a result of the unbalanced diet. Your body was fat and overfed
and your little legs so crooked that the doctor thought they’d never straighten out.”
There are no “cute” baby photos from that period. I remember my foster parents’ repeated warnings:
“Be careful. A fat baby will be fat later on. Take care what and how much you eat.”
My fear of getting fat and old has stayed with me ever since, reinforced by the stereotype of the “black
mamma” that was pointed out to me in the movies.
Childhood is a time when a child thinks about many things but the words a child uses are not understood.
Childhood is when a child wets its bed and so gets a spanking. Childishness is when the child does everything
wrong, is naughty, doesn’t understand, is dull and makes the same mistakes again and again. Childhood is when a
child repeatedly wets the bed and no one understands that the child isn’t doing it to punish the parents. Childhood
is living in fear of being beaten and not being able to come to terms with it. Childhood is getting bronchitis every
year and being sent away to convalesce. Years later I was astonished that my chronic bronchitis disappeared when
I was 15. A doctor told me:
“Didn’t you know that bedwetting is a psychosomatic problem?”
Fear blocking the respiratory tract? There was enough fear. Probably claustrophobia. Or fear of exploding.
Fear of dissolving as a result of scoldings and beatings, and being unable to find my way back again. Don’t
protest—swallow it all—until it isn’t possible any more and it escapes into the bed or as vicious coughing spasms.
Spasms that would drive any normal person who heard it to insomnia and rage. That’s the way it is with
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suppression. As soon as you begin to bottle it up you can be sure that a limit will be reached sometime. The
bottom falls out or else it overflows. Then it’s a self-protective mechanism that is either not understood at all or
totally misunderstood. I can still hear my mother moan:
“This permanent cough is enough to drive one mad!”
Childhood is laughter too. Playing in the sand or going rollerskating, playing on a scooter or learning to ride a
bicycle. Laddering a thousand pairs of tights and accepting Mother’s anger as the price of a wonderful day. And
love.
Love is when Mother cooks something delicious or takes the child to town with her. When the kid gets a stick
of rock\fn{Rock-candy; peppermint} at the funfair, when Christmas casts a spell over everything and the child can go
to the pictures. Love is to get up early in the morning and set the breakfast table for Mum and Dad and think up
pretty little presents. Love is when we all set off on holiday in good spirits. Longing is the need to hear someone
say:
“Well, kid, are you OK? We love you. No matter if you’re black or white, fat or thin, clever or stupid, I love
you. Come to me!”
Longing is to know what you want to hear yet to wait in vain for it to be said. Sadness is when a child finds out
she is too black and ugly. Horror is when Mummy won’t wash the child white. Why not? Everything would be
much easier. The other children wouldn’t shout:
“Nigger!” The child wouldn’t need to be ashamed any longer and wouldn’t have to be extra well behaved.
“Always behave decently. Whatever people think of you they’ll think of all others with your color.”
Life is too hard for me.
*
This damned fear of doing everything wrong. The nights spent crying whenever I lost something at school.
“Please, God, don’t let Mum and Dad beat me when I tell them.” Constant trembling from fear of doing
something wrong, then dropping twice as much because of the tremble.
“No wonder no one likes me.”
The damned primary school with the damned homework. Mum supervises everything, especially maths, with a
wooden spoon. If the child doesn’t do her sums fast enough she gets rapped on the head, and if homework isn’t
written neatly enough the page gets torn out. Apart from the breaks and sports, I don’t really like school. Why
can’t I invite anyone round or visit anyone?
“Dear God, let Mum and Dad die and let us have other parents who are nice all the time.”
My parents often said that I can’t do anything, am nothing and do everything too slowly. I secretly take one of
my father’s razor blades and hide it under my pillow. The fear and the longing for suicide.
“The child is playing with razor blades in bed! You must be abnormal. Don’t you know how dangerous that is?
This child will drive me crazy!”
Once I decided to run away. I tell my baby brother and say goodbye to him. I was about nine and he was five
years old. He recognized how serious things were and began to scream and he squealed to my parents. Everyone
is a bit nicer to me.
“Dear God, let me go to sleep and never wake up.”
Who destroyed my dream? My dream of “being white” is shattered on my parents’ lack of will, the lack of
charming power in the soap. My dream of “being black” is shattered by my father’s physical appearance. But
first, my secret. When I grow up I shall go to Africa. Everyone there looks like me. When Mum and Dad and my
brothers and sisters come to visit me, people will point at them. I would comfort them and say:
“Don’t do that!”
And my parents would understand how I felt in Germany.
*
Look! That’s my Father! Completely black.
“You are white by comparison.”
“Are all people in Africa black?”
“Of course.”
You have destroyed my dream! Once when my father came to visit, all the children ran away—he had brought
sweets for us all. Maybe we had played “Who’s Afraid of the Black Man?” too often.
“What happens if he comes?”
“We’ll run away.”
Perhaps the inoculation of fear, of the black lies, black sins and black bogeymen sat too deep. My brother and I
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would have liked to run away too but we knew we couldn’t. Besides which he brought nice gifts.
My father was Uncle E. He was Uncle E because he was Uncle E for my white brother, and he was Uncle E for
me even when I began to write to him using “Dear Father.” My foster father wanted me to do it. He thought that
Uncle E would be happy about this. As I knew that he was far away and that bar a visit every two or three years
he would stay, I humored him and wrote
“Dear Father.” I wrote about my last holiday, about my next holiday, about school results and endlessly about
the weather. My foster father made sure that I did so for years.
I never asked myself if I should be proud of my father or if I should despise him. As far as I could gather from
all reports, he seemed to be a positive, intellectual man who happened to have a child whom he could not raise. I
once asked for a story about the woman who gave birth to me.
“What woman? She was a slut!”
I never asked again. The feeling of being excluded caused my head to spin. Especially my foster parents’ fear
that I could drift from the straight and narrow held me in its clutches. The fear that I would come home pregnant
was the reason for forbidding me to go out. Their worries and fears strangled me. Before I left home I spent a year
of silence and this finalized the split that then came.
On reflection I know that my parents loved me. They took me in and cared for me in order to counteract the
prejudice in society. To give me a chance in life that I would not have had in an orphanage. My strict upbringing,
the beatings, and being imprisoned by my foster parents was done out of love, responsibility and ignorance.
Knowing the prejudices that existed in German society, they unwittingly adapted my upbringing to these
prejudices. I grew up with the same feelings that they had—the need to prove that a “half-caste,” a “nigger,” an
“orphan child” could be a whole person. Alongside all that there was hardly time for me to discover my “me.”
It took a long time for me to become aware that I had a value. As soon as I was able to say “Yes” to myself
without secretly wanting to transform myself, it was possible for me to see the cracks in myself and my
surroundings, to come to terms with them and learn from them. The fact that I couldn’t duck away from things
forced me actively to tackle them and I found that it was no longer a burden but rather a challenge to be honest.
The fact that I always had to explain my situation and words helped me towards the recognition that I owed no
one an explanation. I hold no grudge against those to whose power and helplessness I was exposed, to whom I
subjugated myself or by whom I was subjugated. I have often allowed myself to be made into something; and it’s
up to me to make something out of what they made out of me.
I’m on my way.
44.158 Pass The Word And Break The Silence\fn{by Sheila Mysorekar (1961Westphalia, Germany (F) 3

)}

Dusseldorf, North Rhine-

Germany, Autumn 1991. Sitting in front of the television, I’m witnessing the first post-war pogrom. In the
small town of Hoyerswerda in Eastern Germany, a racist mob is attacking a foreign workers’ hostel. The night is
illuminated by the fire of the burning house. Through a splintered glass pane, we catch a glimpse of a Black face,
one of the Africans who live there. Outside, a howling mob is gathering, more people are coming, “ordinary”
people from the area, spectators of an attempted mass murder. And not only spectators: they clap hands, they
laugh, they agree, they encourage. The police don’t stop the attackers. Buses come in, to evacuate the foreign
workers. They hurry outside—Vietnamese, Angolans, Mozambiquans—followed by a hail of stones and screams.
The mayor of Hoyerswerda states:
“This town is now free of foreigners.”
I switch off the TV. Only then do I notice that I’m trembling, my heart is racing. I’m overwhelmed by the
pictures I’ve just seen, by fear and rage—and the feeling of an imminent threat by my “fellow citizens.” I’m also
German.
Black German. Since this first pogrom against foreigners, the violence has increased. In 1992, the average
number of foreigners killed was more than one per month; and worse is expected. We know who the potential
victims are: non-white foreigners, especially refugees, including Turkish people, Sinti\fn{ The name of the Gypsies in
Germany} and Roma, to some extent also Jews, homeless people and Black Germans.
As Black Germans, we are painfully aware that in times of danger we have no community to turn to. There is
no area in town where we can feel safe because our people control the streets, because they own the shops and run
the business there—except, maybe, for the Turkish areas. We have no infrastructure, no radio stations, no schools,
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no churches, no Black cultural centers. Nor do we have money or weapons. There does not even exist an older
generation who could teach us how to survive in a white society. The prominent feature of Black German life is
its complete isolation.
Most of us are of “mixed race” origin. Many of us grew up without the Black parent (that is, generally without
the father), and therefore without contact with an Asian or African or Caribbean culture. As Black people, we have
had to create ourselves; there was nobody to teach us, no place to go to. Considered as “foreigners” by definition
of our skin color, we do not easily come to terms with the fact that we have a right to call ourselves “German.” In
spite of never having been outside Germany, in spite of carrying a German passport, in spite of having German as
our mother-tongue, many of us grow up calling ourselves “Nigerian” or “Pakistani,” or whatever nationality our
father may have. The term “Black German” was coined only recently. In a country which legally defines its
nationality by the obscure and racist term “German blood,” Black Germans are simply a paradox for most people,
something impossible, a concept that can’t really exist.
Consequently, we grow up with the sensation that we are the only Black German person that exists or, even,
the only Black person in the world. On the other hand, we know very well there are Black majority countries,
countries where people of all races live, where skin color does not matter, and even where racism does not exist—
or so we hear. Many of us grow up with lonely dreams about New York, Brazil or, most of all, Cuba—dreaming
of a society where we would blend in, where nobody would consider us as something rare. In real life, though, we
feed on the snatches of non-white cultures we have access to, whatever they may be.
A typical example is a young man who today is very active in the Black German movement: a Black German
of Afro-Argentinian origin, who grew up with white adoptive parents, as a child he had close contact with a
Korean family and through them, for the first time in his life, realized the possibility of living in a non-white
culture. To this day, he feels very close and loyal to Korean culture.
The most popular traits of other cultures, those that are exported or are of some value to white societies, reach
us first and give us the chance to connect. For instance, African-American music and Asian cuisine offer us the
possibility of leaving the surrounding, all-white culture for a moment, and taking a little, solitary walk towards
our roots. Through Muddy Waters or Lester Bowie or Public Enemy, Afro-America is talking to us; with spicy
Indian masala or Vietnamese lemon grass, Asia is feeding us.
Much of the spiritual nourishment, though, comes through books. Pushed by the hunger to know more about
the “others,” guided by instinct based on vague information found in the bibliography of some history book—an
instinct that also turns to certain names mentioned in left-wing flyers picked up at some demonstrations—we turn
to the Word. Some of us start to read about Africa, until by chance we come across books by Cheik Anta Diop,
which completely change our outlook on history. There exists a German translation of Walter Rodney’s How
Europe Underdeveloped Africa. Although there was no teacher at high school who could guide us further,
although there was no fellow student to share the joy of the discovery with us, our world had changed—Africa
was no longer a continent without history.
Others of us may have started with listening to Bob Marley, become involved with reggae and started to read
everything available about Jamaica, beginning with travel guides, carrying on with New Age books that included
a chapter on Rastafari, until, one day, we hit on the name of Marcus Garvey\fn{ Black nationalist leader (1887-1940) who
created in the United States a “back to Africa” movement }—there are many ways to become aware of Black politics, even
without having anybody to guide us.
Black Germans who grew up in the German Democratic Republic\fn{ As East Germany was called} at least knew
about Angela Davis\fn{A self-described American radical of African ancestry who rose to political prominence during the 1960s };
and the officially pronounced solidarity with the down-trodden minorities of the capitalist world for us turned into
something else: the realization that we, too, belong to a minority, and, more important, that we, too, may fight.
I remember one day, aged 17, I was browsing in the public library through books on Black American politics—
books that attracted me, not knowing exactly why, not being able to draw the parallel between Black life in
Germany and the United States. I picked up a book at random and started leafing through. When I turned over a
page, there was a photo of a red-haired Black man, with 60s-style glasses, a non-smiling, serious face looking
straight at me, The caption read “Malcolm X.”\fn{ Malcolm X aka Malcolm Little (1925-1965), radical Black American leader }
“X” as a surname? I took the book back home, compelled by an instinctive feeling that this was something
important. And then lived with the frustration of not having anybody to share my discovery with.
More than anything else, books on African-American politics gave us a clue as to what was happening to us,
by calling the problem by its proper name: racism. Black writers spelled out the subtleties of race relations, every
cruel shade, the bitter details, and more than that: they told us how to fight. In Germany, where the word “racism”
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is hardly used—usually only in connection with South Africa—this was a great step forward. In Germany, they
talk about anti-semitism and xenophobia, but “racism doesn’t exist here,” they say.
“It’s a clash of cultures. Different religions. Mistrust of foreigners. But racism? No.”
As Black Germans, we knew very well that we were not being discriminated against because of our ever-sostrange culture or religion. It was the color; that much we knew. We needed books to spell out the word “racism.”
Of course, the experience of becoming conscious varied a lot, depending on family surroundings, on the intensity of the contact with the culture of the black parent, on education, and other factors. But in other ways our
experiences were similar. For instance, many of us share an interest in Black and “third world” literature; also
people who, by temperament or education, are not used to reading.
Novels by Black authors were rare, but they existed. In high school, James Baldwin\fn{ James Arthur baldwin
(1924-1987), American author} was mentioned; Salman Rushdie\fn{ Indian author (1947- ) } became famous. Those of us
who went to London for a holiday came back with a bag full of books, all from the Heinemann African Writers
series. But most of all, it was the Black women writers of the United States who talked to us in a way nobody had
before. In the mid-1980s, the first books were translated: Alice Walker,\fn{ 1944- } Toni Morrison,\fn{1931- }
Maya Angelou,\fn{1928- } Paule Marshall;\fn{1929- } more recently, Ntozake Shange,\fn{ 1948- } and the
Asian-American writers Bharati Mukherjee\fn{ 1940- } and Amy Tan.\fn{1952- }
These authors gave us an insight into Black life and Black struggle in another country, gave us the chance to
identify and, furthermore, envisage a future where a Black culture would surround us, where loneliness and
isolation would be a thing of the past. These books connected us less with our roots in Africa or Asia but
introduced us to the international community of the Black diaspora. Among other things, the African-American
writers spoke about life in a hostile, racist society, about the art of survival; and the Asian-American writers
reflected the experience of immigrants and the struggle for identity of the following generations. These were
topics that touched our most secret, unshared feelings.
And these writers talked to us as Black women. Since most of the Black German women have white mothers,
no knowledge about the relation between racism and sexism was transferred from mother to daughter. We didn’t
have words for the experience of sexist, racist oppression. The images that existed of Black women were images
of prostitutes or mail-order brides. These books showed us there was more to life than this—something that we
knew, looking at ourselves, but, without a positive context of other, especially older, Black women, we had
hitherto missed the point that we were the rule, not a rare exception. Here it was: the novels pictured a rich
experience, varied lives and self-assertion for Black women.
I remember very well, at the age of 22, reading for the first time a book by a Black woman writer: Meridian by
Alice Walker.\fn{Published in 1976} I had always been an eager reader, but this book hit me; I felt as if I had never
read a book before. Though the story of the novel—the civil rights struggle in the American South—was miles
away from my experience as an Indo-German in the Rhine area of (at that time) West Germany, there were many
things I could understand and identify with. For example, the relations between Black and white women and men
that featured in the book explained some of the things I had experienced or witnessed, without being able to
understand what was happening. It needs a Black woman writer to capture the interweaving of sexism and racism,
of struggle and survival on more than one level of life. It slowly dawned on me that, despite many books I had
read before, I had always read books by white male (and a few white female) authors, in which my experience as
a Black woman was not reflected and never could be.
As Black Germans, we are surrounded by silence; surrounded by a society that denies our existence and
negates the fact of racism; surrounded by white peers who shut their mouths in incomprehension when we talk
about humiliation and anger; surrounded by a wall of silence when we start to ask about our roots. This isolation
was broken by the books that reached us, that connected us to the international Black community. Some of us did
have other connections, via music, or travels, or meeting other Black people. But even if some of us didn’t need to
be introduced to Black life via literature, books remained an important connection to Black thinking and Black
politics, that otherwise would not have reached us.
Now, that a Black German movement exists, in which Germans of African and Asian descent have started to
work together on Black German politics, we no longer depend on word-of-mouth to hear news. Still, in a country
without a cohesive Black community, information from Black communities outside remains very important; films,
videos or books, anything that is easily available and not too expensive. We need to pass the Word. We owe very
much to Black literature—African, or Asian-American, Caribbean, African and Asian novels, essays, drama,
poetry, everything. And it was Black women writers who taught us to assert ourselves as Black German women.
Whenever Black European women meet—be it an Angolan German with a Tibetan-Swiss, or an Afro-Cuban577

Russian with an Egyptian-Hungarian (and I tell you, all of these exist!)—we realize that many of us were initiated
into the Black world by a book written by a Black American woman.
A special tribute must be paid to the novel Quicksand\fn{1928} by the Afro-Danish author Nella Larsen, who
talks about Black experience in Europe (in this case, Denmark) in the 1920s, that is, the generation of our
grandparents. Since very, very few of us have Black European grandmothers who could tell us of their experience
as Black women in Europe, Nella Larsen stands in to talk to us as one of the older generation of Black Europeans,
generations that we know existed, but whose wisdom and experience has been lost, who died in German
concentration camps, whose presence was wiped from the European history books. Thus, literature not only
connects us to the present Black diaspora, but also preserves our past.
In countries with a large Black community, such as the United States, Great Britain or France, Black literature
serves as a mirror to reflect and intensify and transcend experience. In countries without a cohesive Black
community, such as Germany, Switzerland or Norway or, for that matter, any other northern European country,
Black literature serves as a spiritual connection with other Black people, breaking the silence and isolation of the
individual Black man or woman. Now that we have started to write ourselves, we do not only feed on the books
that reach us, but we send out messages as well.
Now it’s our turn to help spreading the Word.
99.24 Excerpt from Lessons Of Darkness\fn{by Helena Janaczek (1964-

)}

Munich, Bavaria, Germany (F) 3

… The other evening on television some woman claimed she was the reincarnation of a Jewish girl killed in a
death camp. My friend Olek phoned me from Rome to tell me this, and as he spoke he kept following the stages,
reconstructed God knows how, of that prior life, the precise recollection of prenatal memories, and kept repeating:
“How bizarre.”
So I hung up at once, saying I too was interested in the program, though it wasn’t true, and turned on the TV. I
saw a woman of about thirty, a psychologist according to the caption that appeared chest-high on the screen, who
now was no longer talking about her other self named Anna or Hannah Baumann or Naumann, but explaining to
the studio audience and the vast, invisible viewing audience the meaning and conclusions she had drawn from this
experience. Then they turned to the experts: psychologists, para-psychologists, priests, Buddhist lamas with
monks as their interpreters, as well as a Jewish psychiatrist who took the side of science, but also that of what he
defined “non-dogmatic” religion, admitting that, yes, the Jewish mystical tradition did consider the idea of
metempsychosis, but it involved a reincarnation of an anonymous, unfathomable sort. I doubt he knew anything
more about it or understood the subject very well at all. Then an elderly lady, also Jewish, spoke of the
concentration camp as a sublime experience—that’s exactly how she put it: “Look, the concentration camp was
also a sublime experience”—and at that moment her pure white dress and wooden necklace visibly stood out, as
she went on about some man, the favorite pupil (does one say pupil? follower? adept?) of the Indian guru Sri
Aurobindo, anyway a man with an Indian name who became holy from his stay in a Nazi camp, offering him as
an example to the young woman psychologist, who welcomed the advice and confirmed this by saying: “What
you are telling me is very beautiful,” a smile on her lips.
I continued watching that program on reincarnation for a little while, repeating to myself, just to lessen the
irritation and a vague sense of desecration,
“Who are you to laugh at the good faith of these people? What do you know about it, really?”
I, actually, have been wanting for some time to know about something else. I would like to know if it is
possible to pass on knowledge and experience not through a mother’s milk, but even earlier, through the fluids of
the placenta and I don’t know how else, since I wasn’t breast-fed by my mother and actually have an atavistic
hunger, a desperate, starvation hunger, which she no longer has. It’s all I ever talk about, this particular and
obviously neurotic hunger that rises up at certain moments in front of a piece of bread, any kind of bread, good,
bad, fresh, chewy, dry. I even sometimes maul hard crusts of bread and never throw any away, not even a little,
even going so far as to collect crumbs from the tablecloth to eat them. I suffer from a kind of mild bread bulimia,
the main reason, or perhaps the only reason, for my physical heft, which my mother often criticizes. But even
absent these uncontrollable outbursts, I always have to eat the entire roll I get at the cafeteria. It was she who
taught me that bread is sacred, and that when she sees a piece of bread on the street, she picks it up and places it
somewhere higher up, just so as not to leave it there, on the ground. I learned my lesson all too well, maybe that’s
it.
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As a little girl, my mother was not a big eater like me. She never liked anything. She has told the story many
times, just to criticize those modern parents who comply with their children’s whims by cooking only their
favorite dishes, specially for them. She says her lack of appetite was cured only by the war and elicits
complicitous looks from those of her generation who remember the heroism of hunger. She doesn’t say what sort
of hunger she suffered from, but that there are many meanings to the statement,
“There was nothing to eat.” She doesn’t say that it was purely by chance, or by some miracle, that she didn’t
die of hunger or, which would have been more likely, wasn’t killed by malnutritional asthenia or gas.
After the war, my mother got hungry; she ate, and ate seriously. Her clothes from that time fit me well, even
though I’m four inches taller and twenty-two pounds heavier than she. I don’t understand how this is possible,
since in photographs of the period she looks only slightly plump. I actually have to put them on—to wear, for
example, the waist-fitted white polka-dotted silk dress—to experience her different appetite, to get an idea of the
hunger that finally abated with the passing years.
Now that she’s old, and has left behind the caprices of adolescence, she has resumed a strict control of her own
nutrition and displays a certain mistrust of foods she hasn’t known all her life, a habit she keeps in check so as not
to seem like a difficult person or, worse, an ignorant plebeian who, like the peasant in the German proverb, “eats
only what he knows.”
Now she claims to eat “with her head” and reproaches me for not doing the same, for not weighing myself
each day to do something about the half-pounds before they become a whole one and then two and then a
misshapen physical mass offensive to good taste and aesthetic ideals and who knows what else. She chides me for
stuffing myself with bread and deposits only half of her own portion on my plate, because she absolutely cannot
eat more than this, while I nurse resentment for an old woman’s mania for watching her own waistline so severely
and talking so often about it as if it were a moral question. She notices I’m a bit bulimic, while I, with my halfbaked notions of psychology, think that she, since childhood, has had a tendency toward anorexia that has reemerged with increasing force over the years. We are at opposite poles, I think with satisfaction and shame for my
body and my hunger. Perhaps this is why I would like to know if it might be she who stuck me with that hunger, if
she passed her own hunger on to me, the same way that today, even while calling me “her chubby girl,” she passes
me her half-cutlets, potatoes, half-dishes of pasta, I would like to know if she passed on to me her near-death
starvation in order to overcome that near death and recapture the character, personality, and individual psychology
she had before the hunger.
This is what I ask myself. And I ask myself this so I won’t have to think that not only was the concentration
camp experience not “sublime,” but it wasn’t even an experience, that one learns nothing from it, that one
becomes neither better nor worse, and once it’s over it’s over, withdrawn into the remotest recesses of the soul
where it undermines, oppresses, persists. And perhaps it undermines, oppresses, and persists because it doesn’t
want to vanish entirely, but, formless as it is, formless as it will always be, it does not bear upon the behavior and
personality of one who has returned to the norm, returned to the social fabric, returned to the world of the living
and the sated who have the right to be alive and sated.
My mother, a little girl who didn’t eat, a girl who stole silk stockings and lipstick, to beautify herself without
her mother’s knowing, who was always “more charming than you and paid more attention to my appearance,” my
mother who used to read Scandinavian novels to the very last page even though she found them extremely boring,
because you were supposed to read them and “I was a bit of a snob back then,” my mother who never tolerated fat
or ugly people, who had always been an “aesthete,” is the same one I know, the one who irritates me, the one who
seems the opposite of me because I want to be the opposite of her. But the one who fled the ghetto with two coins
in her pocket, knowing it was about to be liquidated and knowing the meaning of those words, and saying to her
mother, “I’m leaving, I don’t want to be burned up in the ovens!”—who was she?
She weeps, fifty years later, in Poland, shouts that she abandoned “my mother, my mother.” She shrieks like an
eagle in the museum established at Auschwitz I, that solid hotel complex where neither she nor any of those Jews
had ever been, in front of a showcase displaying a sample of Zyklon B, she cries, “Mama, Mama,” like a baby. I
loved her with a full, proud love for that “public” scene she made. I love the surviving mother who picks up bread
in the street, and much less the other mother who climbs onto the scale every morning, and I am unable to put
them together and know that I am up against an unsolvable mystery, I know that I will never succeed in knowing
my mother and I also know that I know her all too well and that all our quarrels are only—no more, no less—the
usual, common conflicts and follies of family life.
*
My Mother in a brown hotel room in Warsaw, large, ugly and dark as all upper-level and not terribly new hotel
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rooms are, except that it is a bit gloomier, a bit darker, a bit browner than similar rooms in the West. It’s the first
thing we saw calmly since arriving in this country, exactly fifty years later, for her. I didn’t know it was exactly
fifty years, just as there were many other things I didn’t know: for example, I didn’t know—since even before
leaving, and later on the airplane, she had been so tense and taciturn (I might have imagined it, of course, since I
too had been agitated for days by fear, fear of this very journey)—that for her, more than a journey, it was a
return. This I could have understood.
Instead, I understood almost nothing, nothing, until she, in that hotel room, burst-into tears, crying hard,
shouting, “It’s fifty years today,” repeating it each time she managed to catch her breath to speak, while I kept
asking, “What is?” and trying to embrace her and caress her like a child to whom something terrible has
happened, like losing a doll or finding some small animal dead, and I said, “It’s all right, Mama, it’s all right,” or
something similar, because it’s possible I’m making up some of these details.
“It’s exactly fifty years from that day,” she finally said, and in my embrace, or pulling away from my embrace,
she told me about the time she told her mother she didn’t want to go off with them to die.
It was the evening of that same day, at supper with her mother, father and brother, who, much braver than she
—“He was much braver than I,” my mother shouts, “Jerzy was much braver”—had put the potatoes on the stove,
very few I imagine, or done something of the sort, I don’t remember, when she had shouted,
“It’s not true that they’re taking us somewhere else, I know where they’re taking us, I don’t want to burn in the
ovens!”
That’s how she said it to me, shouting these words, I can’t forget them. Then she started crying, “Mama,
Mama,” and once again I tried to calm my mother down the way a mother tries to calm a small child screaming
and crying, “Mama, Mama,” but it was no use. A little later, however, she managed to stop and shout, “It was the
worst day of my life”—for it was worse than the rest, the day she decided to run away and leave her mother, who
was so good, to the fate she knew awaited her.
Only once did I open an enormous book entitled Calendar of Events in the Auschwitz-Birkenau Concentration
Camp, 1939-1945. For the date of August 27, 1943—fifty years before and one and a half days after our arrival in
Warsaw—a paragraph notes:
About 1500 Jewish men, women and children arrived from the Zawiercie ghetto on an RSHA transport. After
selection, 387 men, to whom were assigned the numbers 140334 to 140720, and 418 women, given numbers 56520 to
56937, were interned in the camp. The roughly 700 remaining people were killed in the gas chambers.

It is the only page commemorating those whom, during my trip to Poland with my mother, I forced myself for
the first time to call grandparents and aunts and uncles. Zawiercie is about twenty miles away from Auschwitz,
and even an overloaded freight or livestock train doesn’t take long to get there. No point in imagining in which
half they ended up after “selection.” I know that my grandfather wasn’t immediately gassed, that he went through
strange and various vicissitudes. I’ve heard rumors about Jerzy’s shoes—Jerzy, my mother’s younger brother—
shoes which he no longer had in the camp, but I don’t know where or when. I no longer know anything about my
grandmother.
Those railroad cars also deported my paternal grandparents and aunts and uncles. I know even less about them.
I can no longer ask my father anything, and I’ve never mentioned it to my mother. I can’t ask her about the others
unless it is she who first indicates she wants to tell me something. But she, too, knows almost nothing about them:
and “almost” means some rumor like that about the shoes, some rumor that is impossible to verify, but then what’s
the difference, since the result remains the same.
*
“Write,” says my mother as she reads this page, “write that they were Wehrmacht boots, that they took them
from him before putting him on the railroad car.”
“What?”
“Before the deportation, he had worn them for work. He was left barefoot, on the train.”
On the night of August 25-26, 1943, my mother escaped from the Zawiercie ghetto with ten zloti in her pocket.
Or maybe it was five or seven or twenty, I can never remember figures, especially when they concern currencies
I’m unfamiliar with. She was about twenty years old.
At her age, it cost me great effort to do anything I thought would be unpleasant for her. I would never openly
oppose her. I succumbed to her attacks, which were aimed at punishing some sin of mine, usually of omission,
and always ended with an accusation of disproportionate egotism, for which I atoned by crying and apologizing.
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But I never thereby achieved forgiveness or an end to the quarrel; in fact, very often the violence would increase,
seeming to augment with my words, especially with my weeping. And so she would keep yelling at me, and I
would keep crying. At twenty, with saving my own life as my only reason for leaving, I would never have had the
strength to abandon my mother; I would have accompanied her. I cannot know this with any certainty, but the
contrary seems inconceivable to me. Perhaps this is also why—that is, to win this absolute loyalty—she always
attacked me with such passion at every little slip-up on my part …
54.44 Lascia\fn{by Judith Hermann (1970-

)}

Berlin, Germany (F) 2

A few years ago I was traveling through Sicily with my boyfriend David. Our trip was coming to an end, as
was our relationship; in Catania\fn{A town in Sicily at the foot of Mt. Etna, founded in 729BC .} our car broke down and
was not going to be in a driveable state again for three or four days. We put up with it because we had no other
choice, rented a room in some cheap guest house and roamed aimlessly up and down the streets with their black
lava stone paving—daggers drawn to the point where all communication had ceased, we did not exchange so
much as a glance. It was incredibly hot and we were utterly exhausted, but we could just about tolerate each other
only when we were walking.
In this state we fell prey to Francesco, who spoke to us on the cathedral square and who then proceeded to
pursue us relentlessly through the streets because we did not fend him off firmly enough. For a tip, for almost next
to nothing, he would drive us to Taonnina. Or anywhere. Up Mount Etna. He shouted it:
“Volcano!”
It would never have occurred to us to go up Mount Etna but now this opportunity appeared to us like a sign, a
stroke of fate, possibly salvation. We agreed a fee of 200,000 lire, paid a deposit of 50,000 lire for petrol and went
back to his car, which he had parked near the cathedral.
Francesco was a Romanian, a small, fat, white-haired man; he knew the essential phrases in every language.
He seemed cunning but not really dangerous. He charged ahead and we followed him; David almost reached for
my hand. He got into the passenger seat in Francesco’s decrepit Fiat, because he would have felt sick otherwise;
Francesco noticed this, but misunderstood it and gave me a meaningful look; I looked away and got into the back.
The passenger seat had a huge hole in it which had been packed with newspapers and other stuff Francesco started
the car, put his foot down on the accelerator and drove oft; and David gradually sank deeper into the hole,
becoming smaller and smaller until he looked like a child from the back.
Francesco insisted on us smoking his Romanian cigarettes, he held an open cigarette packet under David’s
nose.
“No, grazie,” said David shaking his head. Francesco replied very firmly:
“Smoke. Romania. Cigarettes good.” And so we smoked one after the other until we were shrouded in thick,
yellowish smoke. When David moved his left leg to the right in order to leave him enough room to change gear he
gently moved it back again, he said “easy, easy,” and added lascia,\fn{Italian for “Give up.”} which sent him into
prolonged laughter for some impenetrable reason. David tried from time to time to pull himself up and sit up
straight, but then gave up. We got stuck in a traffic jam and Francesco let us look at an album which contained
fifty photos of women who all looked like prostitutes and transsexuals; I was at a loss; David politely took time
over each photograph, but never enough time for Francesco, who kept turning the pages back again, pointing and
tapping with his fingers while he rocked his torso back and forth.
It was stifling in the car and we had nothing to drink with us. David said that he would like to stop at a petrol
station to get some water and Francesco shook his head and fished out an opened water bottle from under his seat
from which we all drank, he first. He often gave lengthy yawns, opening his mouth wide in a grotesque manner. I
could not refrain from saying,
“Do you have trouble sleeping?”
He said he actually could sleep well, but that he was afraid of sleeping. He knew the German word Angst. He
said if he slept he would have terrible dreams and with that he turned round and looked me in the face, and for a
split second I felt as if I was in a terrible dream, that very moment, for ever helpless and in a state of surrender:
and then he turned round again.
When we had almost left the town and had started to go faster, David wanted to put his seat belt on. Francesco
said “Lascia,” this time with decided menace, took the safety belt clasp and bent it behind the seat. David tried
again a little later but then gave up, even when Francesco started to overtake\fn{ To pass another vehicle} in the most
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reckless manner. If he did not speak we did not speak either. I was fighting enormous fatigue. I could not see how
David was, he seemed to have shrunk into the hole completely. At one time Francesco was talking for quite a
while; I was not listening properly; I understood perhaps that he was saying that there was something like an
elementary, deep satisfaction, a happiness which had no regard for what comes after. He talked himself into a
frenzy—“Capisci? Capisci?” he interrupted himself again, gesticulating with his hands in front of David. David
said, “Si, si, si. Capito. Yes.” He sounded weak and I sensed that he was in difficulty and yet I was glad just to
hear his voice at all. “Non capisci,” shouted Francesco, “Non capisci.” He sighed, fell silent and then started all
over again, happiness, regard, what comes after, you know. If I am not mistaken his hand was resting on David’s
leg for a few seconds. David turned round to me and tried to look at me. He looked strange and I touched his
shoulder briefly.
Somewhere on the slopes of Mount Etna we stopped, after some hours it seemed.
“Andiamo,”\fn{Let’s go} said Francesco and got out. When we did not follow immediately he hit the
windscreen hard with his fist. We got out, I felt as if I was paralyzed, although there was a cool, refreshing wind
blowing. Francesco was pointing in a particular direction, in which David then simply set off, shuffling, as if in a
daze; Francesco followed him. David and I no longer sought proximity, but I was feeling close to him, perhaps for
that very reason. Francesco heaped black stones into our hands which we carried like children.
At a height of about 2000 meters the road ended at a tourists’ stop and the beginning of a cable railway, which
was out of service. The wind was now strong and we could no longer understand Francesco’s incessant chatter. At
a kiosk he bought us a 27-picture camera and told David what he should take photos of. David took photos;
Francesco had exchanged glances with the kiosk salesman which I found extremely unsettling.
We climbed on to the small, extinct side craters made up of tiny brown stones, which slipped from under us.
Francesco, walking between us, grasped my wrist with his left hand and David’s with his right; his grip was hard.
The edge of the crater was hardly wider than a footpath, I felt dizzy, the wind took my breath away and I felt
feverish. As we climbed down Francesco loosened his grip and took us by the hand instead; I stared at my feet,
beneath which the ash was sliding downhill.
It was early afternoon when we headed back by a different route. In a completely uninhabited, deserted village
Francesco stopped, climbed over some fences and plucked a whole armful of flowers which he stuffed in next to
me on to the back seat; insects came crawling out of the leaves. David was asleep. The country road became
wider, changing into a fast road, the signs were showing all sorts of places, Catania was not one of them.
I hoisted myself up, rallying the few ounces of strength left within me in order to ask Francesco the way. He
did not answer but instead pushed one of the many cassettes lying around between his feet into the cassette player,
Romanian music, absolutely unbearable, he turned the volume up so high that he would not have understood me
had I gone on asking, but I did not ask again any more.
We stopped at a petrol station, David woke up and rubbed his temples. We could have got out, run away; we
did not get out, we remained seated; motionless until Francesco came back, got in and drove off. We left the fast
road and I had the impression that we were approaching Mount Etna again from a different side. We stopped in a
kind of lunar landscape, Francesco got out of the car and no longer bothered with us; he ran across heaps of ash
smoking incessantly; even at a distance I could see that his hands were shaking. The Romanian music broke off. I
could hear the wind and the grating, sandy noise of the ash blowing away; I closed my eyes. When I woke again
or came round at some point we were in the streets of Catania.
Nothing happened. We paid Francesco the agreed sum, the money for the camera, for petrol and goodness
knows what else. We now wanted to get rid of him; we were arrogant enough.
We were back in town, safe, we paid an absurd sum, a kind of ransom money, as David later called it,
Francesco disappeared, nothing had happened.
During the night in the Holland International guest house I woke up. David was lying next to me, motionless,
at the window the curtains were moving in the draught. There was no more sound coming from the neighboring
rooms, but from far below in the yard came a noise like the splattering of water. I went to the window and leant
out. First I saw the cats on the roofs of the cars and then the water which had nearly flooded the whole of the yard;
it seemed black under the diffuse yellow fog of light. I knew there was a University Institute of Communication
Studies opposite on the ground floor. Early in the morning students had been sitting there, talking quietly,
drinking coffee and reading. The air seemed to be clean and clear, that much I remembered. I could not see where
the water was coming from.
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265.46 Excerpt from Me And Kaminski\fn{by Daniel Kehlmann (1975- )} Munich, Bavaria, Germany (M) 10
1
I awoke as the conductor knocked on the door of the compartment. It was a little after 6 a.m., we’d be there in half
an hour, had I heard him? Yes, I muttered, yes, and dragged myself up into a sitting position. I had been lying across
three seats, alone in the compartment, my back hurt and I had a stiff neck. My dreams had been shot through with the
persistent racket that comes with any journey, voices in the corridor, announcements about platforms: they were
unpleasant dreams, and I was jolted out of them repeatedly; once someone had yanked open the compartment door
from outside in the corridor and coughed, and I had to get up to shut it. I rubbed my eyes and looked out the window:
raining. I put on my shoes, took my old shaving kit out of my suitcase, yawned, and went outside.
The mirror in the toilet showed me a pale face, a mess of hair, and a cheek still imprinted with the pat tern of
the seat upholstery. I plugged in the shaver, nothing happened. I opened the door, saw the conductor still down at
the other end of the car, and called out that I needed help. He came and gave me a look and a thin smile.
The shaver, I said, wasn't working, clearly there was no current. Of course there’s current, he replied. No, I said.
Yes, he said. No! He shrugged, perhaps it's the wiring, but in any case there's nothing he can do. But surely, I said,
it's the very least one can expect from a conductor. He wasn't a conductor, he said, he was a train escort. I said I
really didn't care. He asked me what I meant. I said I really didn’t care what the job was called, it was superfluous
anyway. He said he wasn’t going to let himself be insulted by me, I should watch out, he might just bust me in the
chops. He could try, I said, I was going to file a complaint in any case, and I wanted his name. He wasn’t going to do
any such thing, he said, and what’s more, I stank and I was getting a bald spot. Then he turned around and went
away cursing.
I shut the door to the toilet and took a worried look in the mirror. Of course there was no bald spot; where on earth
did that ape get an idea like that? I washed my face, went back to the compartment, and put on my jacket. Outside
the window railroad tracks, electricity poles, and wires began to form a tightening grid, the train was slowing
down, and the platform was already in sight: billboards, telephone booths, people with luggage carts. The train
braked and came to a halt.
I pushed my way along the corridor toward the door. A man jostled me, and I pushed him aside. The conductor was
standing on the platform. I handed down my suitcase. He took it, looked at me, smiled, and let it fall smack onto the
asphalt.
“Sorry,” he said, and grinned. I climbed down, picked up the suitcase, and walked away.
I asked a man in uniform about my connecting train. He gave me a long look, then fished out a crumpled little book,
tapped his forefinger thoughtfully against his tongue, and began to thumb the pages.
“Don’t you have a computer?” He gave me a questioning look.
“Doesn’t matter,” I said. “Keep going.” He thumbed, sighed, thumbed again.
“Intercity 6:35. Track 8. Then change.”
I moved on quickly, I had no time for his chatter. Walking wasn’t easy, I wasn’t used to being awake at such an
early hour. My train was standing at track 8. I boarded it, entered the carriage, pushed a fat lady aside, worked my
way to the last free window seat, and let myself fall into it. A few minutes later we were on our way.
Straight opposite me was a bony man wearing a tie. I nodded to him, he returned the greeting and then turned his eyes
away. I opened my suitcase, took out my notepad, and laid it on the narrow table between us. I almost knocked his book
off, but he was able to grab onto it in time. I had no time to lose, my article was already three days overdue.
Hans Bahring, I wrote, who has made many … no! … numerous attempts to bore us to death … yes, that’s it
… with his insights, no, badly researched insights into lives of important, no, prominent, no, that’s even worse. I
thought for a moment … historical personalities, has come up with another one. To call his just-published
biography of the artist, no, painter Georges Braque a failure would probably to overpraise a book that …
I stuck the pencil between my teeth. Now I needed something really to the point. I pictured Bahring’s face when he read the
article, but that didn’t give me any ideas either. This was less fun than I’d thought it would be.
I was probably just tired. I rubbed my chin, the stubble felt unpleasant, I simply had to get a shave. I put down the
pencil and leaned my head against the windowpane. It was starting to rain. Drops were hitting the glass and streaming in
the opposite direction from the one we were traveling in. I blinked, the rain got heavier, the raindrops seemed to make
little exploded puddles full of faces, eyes, and mouths. I dosed my eyes, and while I listened to the drumming of the
water, I dozed off: for a few moments. I didn’t know where I was; I felt I was floating through the huge emptiness of
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space. I opened my eyes: the glass was covered with a film of water, and trees were bowed under the force of the rain. I
closed my notepad and put it away.
Then I noticed the book the man in front of me was reading: Picasso’s Last Years by Hans Bahring. I didn’t like this.
I had the feeling I was being mocked somehow.
“Lousy weather.” I said. He looked up for a moment.
“Not very good, is it?” I pointed to Bahring’s hash-up.
“I find it interesting,” he said.
“That’s because you’re not an expert.”
“That’ll be why,” he said, and turned the page.
I leaned my head against the neck rest, my back was still hurting from the night in the train. I took out my cigarettes.
The rain was easing up, and the first mountains were becoming visible through the haze. I used my lips to pull a
cigarette out of the pack. As I clicked the lighter, I flashed on Kaminski’s Still Life of Fire and Mirror: a flickering
dazzle of bright colors out of which a lance-like flame came leaping, as if it were trying to shoot clear of the canvas. What
year? I didn’t know. I had to prepare better.
“This is a nonsmoking carriage.”
“What?” The man didn’t look up, just pointed to the sign on the window.
“Just a couple of quick puffs!”
“This is a nonsmoking carriage,” he said again.
I dropped the cigarette and ground it out with my foot, clenching my teeth with fury. Okay, if that’s how he wanted it,
I wouldn’t talk to him. I pulled out Komenev’s Some Thoughts on Kaminski, a badly printed paperback with an
unattractive thicket of footnotes. It had stopped raining, blue sky could be seen through gashes in the clouds. I was still
very tired, but I couldn’t allow myself to go to sleep again, I was going to have to get off any time now.
Very shortly afterward, I was wandering shivering through the main hail of a station, a cigarette in my mouth and a paper
cup of steaming coffee in my hand. In the toilet I switched on my shaver; it didn’t work. God—no current here either. The
bookstore had a revolving paperback holder outside: Babring’s Rembrandt, Babring’s Picasso, and of course the window
display had a pile of hardcover copies of Georges Braque, or the Discovery of the Cube. In a drugstore I bought two
throwaway razors and a tube of shaving cream. The local train was almost empty, the upholstered seats were soft, I
leaned into them and immediately closed my eyes.
When I woke again, there was a young woman sitting opposite me, with red hair, full lips, and long. narrow hands.
I looked at her, she pretended not to notice. I waited. When her eyes crossed mine, I smiled. She looked out the
window. But then she hastily smoothed back her hair, she was having trouble concealing her nervousness. I looked at
her and smiled. After a minute or two, she stood up, took her purse, and left the carriage.
Silly creature, I thought. Most likely she was waiting for me in the dining car, but so what, I had no desire to get
up and follow her. The heat was sticky now: the haze was making the mountains seem close for a moment, then
distant again, the soaring cliffs were draped in shreds of clouds, villages flew by, churches, cemeteries, little
factories, a motorcycle crawling along a path between the fields. Then more meadows, woods, meadows again, men
in overalls smearing steaming tar on a road. The train stopped, I got out.
A single platform, an arched canopy outside, a little house with shutters, a stationmaster with a mustache. I
asked about my train, he said something, but it was in dialect and I didn’t understand. I asked again, he tried
again, we looked helplessly at each other. Then he took me to the big wall display with all the departure times.
Naturally I had just missed my train and the next one wasn’t for another hour.
I was the only guest in the station restaurant. Up there? That’s quite a long way, said the proprietress. Was I going
to spend my vacation up there?
On the contrary, I said. I was on the way to Manuel Kaminski.
It wasn't the best time of year, she said, but I’d surely have a couple of good days at best. She could promise
me.
To Manuel Kaminski, I said again. Manuel Kaminski!
Don’t know him, she says, he's not from around here.
I said, he’s been living here for twenty-five years.
Exactly, she said, not from around here, she knew she was right about that. The kitchen door flew open, a fat
man set a plate of greasy soup in front of me. I looked at it uneasily, swallowed a little, and said to the proprietress
how beautiful I thought it was to be here. She smiled proudly. Here in the countryside, in nature, even here in this
station. Way away from everything, among simple people.
She said what did I mean.
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Not among intellectuals, I explained, overeducated posturing types with university degrees. Among people who were
close to their animals, their fields, and the mountains. Who went to sleep early and got up early. Who lived, instead of
thinking!
She stared at me as she frowned, and went away; I counted out the money on the table. I shaved in the wonderfully
clean toilet: I had never yet been good at it, the shaving-cream got mixed with blood, and when I'd washed it off, dark
stripes were suddenly spreading across my red, naked-looking face. Bald spot? Where on earth did he get that idea? I
shook my head and my mirror image did the same.
The train was tiny. Just two carriages behind a little engine, wooden seats, nowhere to put your suitcases. Two
men in rough overalls, one old woman. She looked at me, said something incomprehensible, the men laughed, and
we set off.
Straight up the mountain. The force of gravity pushed me against the wood, as the train leaned into a bend, my
suitcase tipped over, one of the men laughed, I glared at him. Another bend. And another. I began to feel faint. A ravine
yawned next to us: a vertiginous slope of grass sprouting the strangest thistles and way below them contorted evergreens.
We went through a tunnel, the ravine opened to our right, then another tunnel and it was back on our left. The air
smelled of cow shit. A dull pressure made itself felt in my ears, I swallowed, and it disappeared, but a couple of
minutes later it was back to stay. Now even the trees had run out, and there was nothing but fenced pastures and the
outlines of mountains on the other side of the void. Another bend, the train braked, my suitcase fell over one last
time.
I got out and lit up a cigarette. The dizzy feeling gradually subsided. Behind the station was the village street, and behind
that a two-story house with a weathered wooden front door and open shutters: Belview Boardinghouse, breakfast, good
cooking. A stag’s head stared at me gloomily from one of the windows. No help for it, this was where I’d reserved, everything
else was too expensive.
The reception desk was staffed by a large woman with her hair in an elaborate beehive. She spoke slowly,
articulating every word, but I still had to concentrate in order to understand her. A shaggy dog was snuffling around
on the floor.
“Take the suitcase to my room,” I said, “and I need an extra pillow, a coverlet, and paper. Lots of paper. How do I
get to Kaminski’s house?”
She set her sausage hands on the reception desk and looked at me. The dog found something and ate it noisily.
“He’s expecting me,” I said. “I’m not a tourist. I’m his biographer.”
She seemed to be thinking this over. The dog pushed his nose against my foot. I suppressed the urge to kick
him.
“Behind here,” she said, “up the path. Half an hour, the house with the tower. Hugo!” It took me a moment to
grasp that this was aimed at the dog.
“Do people often ask for him?”
“Who?”
“I don’t know. Vacationers. Admirers. Anyone?” She shrugged her shoulders.
“Do you have any idea who this man is?”
She said nothing. Hugo grunted and let something drop out of his mouth; I made myself not look. A tractor
chugged past the window. I thanked her for her help and went outside.
The path began behind the semicircle of the main square, went up in a double spiral above the roof tops, and
then through some brownish field of rubble. I took a deep breath and set off.
It was worse than I’d expected. A few steps and my shirt was already sticking to my body. A warm mist was rising
off the meadows, the sun was blazing, sweat poured down my forehead. When I stopped to catch my breath, I had cleared
the first two turns.
I took off my jacket and put it over my shoulders. It fell to the ground; I tried tying the sleeves around my hips. Sweat
was getting into my eyes, I wiped it away. I made it up another two bends, then I had to rest.
I sat on the ground. A mosquito buzzed, high-pitched, then suddenly stopped somewhere close to my head;
seconds later my cheek began to itch. The wet grass was beginning to soak my pants. I stood up.
The main thing was obviously to find the right rhythm between walking and breathing. But it didn’t come to me, I
kept having to stop, my whole body was soon wet, I was having to pant and my breath rattled, my hair was stuck to my
face.
Then there was a rumble, I leapt sideways in fright, a tractor overtook me. The man driving it looked at me with
indifference, his head bobbing to the rhythm of the engine.
“Can I hitch a ride?” I yelled.
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He didn’t pay any attention. I tried to keep pace with him and almost managed to jump on. But then I fell back and
couldn't catch up with him, and watched as he climbed the hill away from me, grew smaller, then disappeared around
the next curve. His diesel smell hung in the air for quite some time.
Half an hour later, I was at the top, breathing heavily and hanging on to a wooden post. As I turned around, the
slope seemed to plunge in one direction as the sky soared away in the other, and I clung to the post till the rush of
vertigo eased. I was surrounded by sparse tufts of grass mixed with shale, and the path ahead of me fell away
gently. I followed it slowly, and after ten minutes it ended in a small south-facing bowl of rock that held three
houses, a parking place, and a black-topped road leading down to the valley.
Yes: a wide, tarred road! I had made a great big detour, not to mention the fact that I could have done the whole
thing by taxi. I thought about the proprietress: this was going to cost her! The parking place held nine, I counted them,
cars. The first nameplate said Clure, the second said Dr. Glinzh, the third said Kaminski.
I looked at it for a while. I had to get myself used to the idea that he really lived here.
The house was large and graceless: two stories and a pointy decorative tower in an elephantine approximation of
art nouveau. There was a gray BMW parked in front of the garden gate; it made me envious, I would love to have
driven a car like that just once. I smoothed back my hair, put on my jacket, and fingered the mosquito bite on my
cheek. The sun was already low in the sky, my shadow on the lawn in front of me was narrow and long. I rang the
bell.
2
Approaching footsteps, a key turned, the door flew open, and a woman in a dirty apron was giving me the
once-over. I said my name, she nodded, and the door slammed. Just as I was about to ring again, the door
reopened: another woman, mid-forties, tall and thin, black hair, narrow, almost oriental eyes. I said my name, she
made a brief gesture that meant: Come in.
“We weren’t expecting you until the day after tomorrow.”
“I was able to get here sooner.” I followed her through a bare hall, at the other end of which a door stood open,
emitting a babble of voices.
“I hope it wont cause you any problems.” I gave her time to confirm that it wouldn’t indeed cause any, but she
didn’t take me up on it.
“You could have told me about the road. I came up here on the path, I could have gone right over the edge. You’re the
daughter?”
“Miriam Kaminski,” she said, quite coolly, and opened another door.
“Please wait.”
I went in. A sofa, two chairs, a radio on the windowsill. On the wall, an oil painting of a dark hilly landscape,
probably Kaminski’s middle period, early fifties. The wall above the heating unit was streaked with soot, in a couple of
places dust hung down from the ceiling in threads that moved in some air current that was otherwise undetectable. I
was going to sit down, but right then in came Miriam and, I recognized him at once, her father.
I hadn’t expected him to be so small, so tiny and shapeless compared with the slim figure in old photographs. He was
wearing a pullover and impenetrable dark glasses, one hand was on Miriam’s arm and the other on a white walking cane.
His skin was brown, creased like old leather, his cheeks sagged loosely, his hands seemed enormous, his hair a chaotic
halo. He was wearing threadbare corduroys and gym shoes, the right one was undone and the laces dragged behind him.
Miriam led him to a chair, he groped for the armrests and sat down. She remained standing and watched me.
“Your name is Zoilner,” he said.
I hesitated, it hadn't sounded like a question, and I was struck, quite inexplicably, by a momentary shyness. I held out my
hand, met Miriam’s stare, and pulled it back again; of course, stupid mistake! I cleared my throat.
“Sebastian Zoilner.”
“And we’re waiting for you.” Was that a question?
“If it’s okay with you,” I said, “we can start right now. I’ve done all the preparation.”
Literally, I’d been traveling for the better part of two weeks. I had never spent so much time on a single project.
“You’ll be amazed how many old acquaintances I’ve found.”
“Preparation.” he repeated, “acquaintances.”
I felt a stirring of unease. Did he understand what I was saying? His jaws were working, he laid his head to one side and
seemed, but this was obviously a mistake, to be looking past me at the picture on the wall. I looked at Miriam for help.
“My father has very few old acquaintances.”
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“Few is misstating things,” I said. “Let’s just take Paris …”
“You must excuse me,” said Kaminski. “I’ve just got out of bed. I spent two hours trying to get to sleep, then I took a
sleeping pill, and then I got up. I need coffee.”
“You’re not allowed coffee,” said Miriam.
“A sleeping pill before you get up?” I asked.
“I always wait till the very end, in case I can do it on my own. You’re my biographer?”
“I’m a journalist,” I said. “I write for several major newspapers. Right now I’m working on your life story. I’ve
got a couple more questions, then as far as I’m concerned we can start tomorrow.”
“Article?” He lifted one of his enormous hands and ran it over his face. His jaws worked. “Tomorrow?”
“You’ll be working mostly with me,” said Miriam. “He needs his peace and quiet.”
“I don’t need peace and quiet,” he said.
Her other hand laid itself on his other shoulder. She smiled at me over his head.
“The doctors see it differently.”
“I’m grateful for any help,” I said cautiously, “but naturally your father is the most important person to talk to.
The source, quite simply.”
“I’m the source, quite simply,” he said.
I rubbed my cheeks. It wasn’t going well. Peace and quiet? I needed my own peace and quiet, every one needs
peace and quiet! Ridiculous!
“I’m a great fan of your father, his paintings have changed art … the way I see it.”
“Rubbish,” said Kaminski.
I began to sweat. Of course it was rubbish, but I’d never yet met an artist who didn’t believe this sentence.
“I swear it!” I laid a hand on my heart, reminded myself that such a move would have zero effect on him, and quickly
yanked it away again. “You have no greater admirer than Sebastian Zoilner.”
“Who?”
“Me.”
“Oh, right.” He lifted his head, then let it droop again, for a second I thought he’d really looked at me.
“We’re glad you’ve taken over this project,” said Miriam. “There were several applicants, but—”
“Not that many,” said Kaminski.
“Your publisher recommended you highly. He thinks a lot of you.”
*
Hard to believe. I had met Knut Megelbach precisely once in his office. He had walked up and down, wringing his
hands, when he wasn’t using one hand to pull books out of the bookcase and stick them back again while the other
was groping the coins in his pants pocket. I had been talking about the imminent Kaminski Renaissance: new
dissertations were going to be written, the Pompidou Center was working on an exhibition, and there was also the
sheer documentary value of his memories, one mustn’t forget everything he’d seen and whom he’d known; Matisse
had been his teacher, Picasso his friend. Richard Rieming, great poet, his mentor. I was, I told him, well acquainted
with Kaminski, a friend of his, actually, there was no doubt he would talk to me candidly. Only one small thing was
lacking to ensure that everyone’s interest would land on him, there would be articles in all the magazines, the price
of his paintings would soar, and the biography would be a surefire success.
“And what is that?” Megelbach asked.
“You mean, what’s missing? He needs to die, of course.” Megelbach walked back and forth, thinking. Then he
stood still and smiled at me.
*
“I’m glad,” I said. “Knut’s an old friend.”
“What’s your name again?” asked Kaminski.
“We need to get a couple of things straight,” said Miriam. “We’d like—”
The sound of my cell phone interrupted her. I pulled it out of my pants pocket, saw who was calling, and
switched it off.
“Who was that?” asked Kaminski.
“We would like you to show us everything you want to publish. In return for our cooperation. Agreed?”
I looked her in the eyes. I was waiting for her to look away, but oddly she didn’t blink. After a few seconds I
looked down at the floor and my dirty shoes.
“Naturally.”
“And as for old acquaintances, you will not use them. You have us.”
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“Got it,” I said.
“Tomorrow I have to be away.” she said, “but the day after tomorrow we can start. You will put your questions to me, and
if necessary, I’ll get further information from him.”
For a few seconds I didn’t say anything. I heard Kaminski’s whistling breath, his lips smacked as they moved. Miriam
looked at me.
“Agreed,” I said.
Kaminski bent forward and had a coughing fit, his shoulders shook, he pressed a hand to his mouth, and his face went red.
I had to restrain myself from giving him a thump on the shoulder. When it was over, he sat there stiffly, seemingly drained.
“Then everything’s settled,” said Miriam. “Are you staying in the village?”
“Yes,” I said vaguely. “In the village.”
Did she want to invite me to spend the night in the house? Nice gesture.
“Good. And now we must get back to our guests. We’ll see you the day after tomorrow.”\
“You have guests?”
“People from the neighborhood and our gallerist. Do you know him?”
“I spoke to him last week.”
“We’ll straighten that out,” she said.
I had the feeling her mind was already on something else. Her grip as she shook my hand was surprisingly strong, then
she helped her father onto his feet. The two of them moved slowly to the door.
“Zoliner.” Kaminski was standing still. “How old are you?”
“Thirty-one.”
“Why are you doing this?”
“What?”
“Journalist. Several major newspapers. What do you want?”
“I find it interesting! You learn a lot and you can get involved in things that …”
He shook his head.
“I wouldn’t want anything else!”
He banged his stick impatiently on the floor.
“I don’t know, I—I fell into it somehow. Before, I was at an advertising agency.”
“That explains it.”
That had sounded odd; I looked at him, trying to understand what he’d meant. But his head was nodding down
onto his chest and his expression was blank. Miriam led him out, and I heard their footsteps fade into the distance.
I sat down in the chair the old man had just been sitting in. Sunbeams were slanting in through the window, and
motes of dust were dancing in them. It must be nice to live here. I pictured it: Miriam was roughly fifteen years older
than me, but I could live with that, she still looked good. He wasn’t going to be around much longer, we’d have the
house, his money, and there’d certainly be a few remaining paintings. I would live here, administer the estate, maybe
set up a museum. I would finally have the time to write something really big, a fat book. Not too fat, but fat enough
for the fiction shelves in the bookshops. If possible one of my father-in-law’s paintings on the cover. Or maybe better
to use something classical. Vermeer? Title in dark type. Stitched binding, heavy paper. Given my connections. I would
get a couple of good reviews. I nodded, stood up, and went out.
The door at the end of the hail was now closed, but you could still hear the voices. I buttoned my jacket. It was
time for decisiveness and being a man of the world. I cleared my throat and walked in fast.
A large room, table laid, and two Kaminskis on the walls: one pure abstract and the other a misty city view.
People were standing around the table and at the window with glasses in their hands. As I came in, silence fell.
“Hello!” I said. “I’m Sebastian Zollner.”
That broke the ice right away; I felt the mood ease. I held out my hand to each of them in turn. There were two
elderly gentlemen, one of them obviously a village dignitary and the other a banker from the capital. Kaminski
muttered something to himself; Miriam looked at me thunderstruck and seemed to want to say something, but then
stayed silent. A dignified English couple introduced themselves to me as Mr. and Mrs. Clure, the neighbors.
“Are you the writer?” I asked.
“I guess so,” he said. And then of course there was Bogovic, the gallerist to whom I’d talked ten days before. He
gave me his hand and looked at me thoughtfully.
“Are you still working?” I said to Clure. “Anything new?” He threw a glance at his wife.
“My new novel just came out. The Forger’s Fear.”
“Brilliant,” I said, giving him a slap on the upper arm. “Send it to me, I’ll review it!”
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I smiled at Bogovic, who for some reason was behaving as though he didn’t remember me, then I turned toward
the table, where the housekeeper, with raised eyebrows, was laying another place.
“Do I get a glass too?” Miriam said something quietly to Bogovic. he frowned, she shook her head.
We sat down at table. There was a totally tasteless soup made of apple and cucumbers.
“Anna is an expert in my diet!” said Kaminski.
I began to tell them about my journey, the insolent conductor this morning, the clueless railroad employees, the
incredibly changeable weather.
“Rain comes and goes,” said Bogovic. “That’s what it does.”
“Keeps it in training,” said Clure.
Then I told them about the proprietress at the boardinghouse, who really didn’t know who Kaminski was. Could
they imagine? I banged the table, glasses jingled, my mood was infectious. Bogovic slid his chair back and forth, the
banker talked quietly to Miriam, I spoke louder, he fell quiet. Anna brought peas and cornbread, very dry, almost
impossible to swallow, evidently the main course. There was a wretched white wine to go with it. I couldn’t
remember ever eating so badly.
“Robert,” said Kaminski in English, “tell us about your novel.”
“I wouldn’t dare call it a novel, it’s a modest thriller for unspoilt souls. A man happens to find out, by mere
chance, that a woman who left him a long time ago …”
I began to tell them about my difficult climb. I imitated the man driving the tractor and the way he looked, and
how the engine had made him shake from head to foot. My acting made everyone merry. I described my arrival, my
shock when I discovered the road, my investigation of the mailboxes.
“Imagine! Glinzli! What a name!”
“What do you mean?” asked the banker.
“Listen, nobody can have a name like that!” I described Anna opening the door to me. At that very moment, she
came in with the dessert; of course I jumped, but I knew instinctively that it would have been a major mistake just to
stop talking. I imitated her gaping, and how she had slammed the door right in my face. I knew for sure that the person
being imitated is always the last to recognize the imitation. And indeed, she set the tray down so hard that everything
clattered, and left the room. Bogovic was staring out of the window, the banker had his eyes closed, Clure rubbed his
face. Kaminski’s lip-smacking seemed deafening in the silence.
Over dessert, a chocolate cream that was far too sweet, I told them about a piece I’d written on Wernicke, the artist who
died so spectacularly.
“You know Wernicke, surely?”
Curiously, none of them did. I described the moment when his widow threw a plate at me, just like that, in her living
room, it hit me on the shoulder, and it hurt quite a lot. Wives, I explained, were the absolute nightmare for any biographer,
and one of the reasons this new job was such a pleasure to me was the absence of … well, you know!
Kaminski moved his hand, and as if on command, everyone stood up. We went out onto the terrace. The sun was
sinking on the horizon, and the mountainsides glowed dark red.
“Amazing,” said Mrs. Clure, and her husband stroked her gently across the shoulders. I finished the wine in my
glass and looked around for someone to refill it. I felt pleasantly tired. I should really go home now and replay the
tapes with the conversations of the last two weeks. But I didn’t feel like it. Maybe they’d invite me to spend the night
up here. I went to stand next to Miriam and inhaled.
“Chanel?”
“Excuse me?”
“Your perfume.”
“What? No.” She shook her head and moved away from me. “No!”\
“You should leave while there’s still light,” said Bogovic.
“I’ll be fine.”
“You won’t be able to find your way back!”
“Do you know that from experience?” Bogovic grinned.
“I never go anywhere on foot.”
“The road isn’t lit,” said the banker.
“Someone could drive me,” I proposed. There was silence for a few seconds.
“The road isn’t lit,” the banker said again.
“He’s right,” said Kaminski hoarsely. “You need to start down.”
“It’s much safer,” said Clure.
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I held my glass tighter and looked from one to the next. They were silhouettes against the sunset. I cleared my
throat, now was the moment when someone would have to ask me to stay. I cleared my throat again.
“Well then … I’ll be going.”
“Follow the road,” said Miriam. “After a kilometer or so there’s a signpost, you go left and you’ll be there in twenty
minutes.”
*
I glared at her, put the glass on the ground, buttoned my jacket, and set off. After a few steps, I heard them all burst out
laughing behind me. I listened, but already I couldn’t catch what they were saying; the wind carried only snatches of words.
I was cold. I walked faster. I was glad to be out of there. Disgusting little brownnoses, repellent the way they sucked up to
you! I felt sorry for the old man.
It really was getting dark very quickly. I had to narrow my eyes and squint to see where the road was going; I felt grass
under my feet, stopped, and groped my way very carefully back onto the asphalt. In the valley, the pinpricks of streetlights
were already visible. And here was the signpost, though it was too dark to read, and that must be the path I had to take.
I lost my footing and fell flat. I was so furious I picked up a stone and flung it into the blackness of the valley. I
rubbed my knee and imagined the stone collecting other stones as it fell, more and more of them until finally it
turned into a rockslide that buried some innocent walker. The thought pleased me and I threw another stone. I
wasn’t sure if I was still on the path, I could feel the shale shifting under my feet, and almost fell again. I was
cold. I bent down, groped around on the ground, and felt the hard-packed earth of the path. Should I just sit down
and wait for daybreak? I might freeze, though not before I’d died of boredom, but either way it wouldn’t be a fall
that killed me.
No—out of the question! Blindly I set one foot in front of the other, inching forward by sheer willpower, clutching
bushes as I went. Just as I was wondering whether I shouldn’t in fact call for help, I saw something that formed itself
into the contours of the wall of a house, and a steep roof. And then I could see windows, light glowing through c.osed
curtains and I was on a regular lit street. I came around a corner and found myself on the village square. Two men in
leather jackets looked at me curiously, and a woman in curlers on the balcony of a hotel clutched a whimpering poodle
to her bosom.
I pushed open the door to the Belview boardinghouse and looked around for the proprietress, but she was nowhere
to be seen, the reception area was empty. I took my key and went upstairs to my room. My suitcase was next to my bed,
the walls were hung with watercolors of cows, an Edelweiss, and a farmer with a shaggy white beard. My pants were
filthy from the fall I’d taken and I didn’t have another pair with me, but the mud could be brushed off. What I needed right
now was a bath.
While the tub was filling, I unpacked my tape recorder, the satchel with the taped conversations, and the book with the
complete images, Manuel Komniski, His Paintings. I listened to the messages on my cell phone: Elke asked me to call back
right away. The culture editor of the Evening News needed the Bahring hatchet job ASAP. Then Elke again: Sebastian, call
me, it’s important! Then a third time: Sebastian, please. I nodded, though I really wasn’t paying attention, and switched off the
phone.
In the bathroom mirror I eyed my naked self with a vague feeling of dissatisfaction. I set the book of collected
Kaminski paintings down next to the tub. The foam made little popping sounds, and smelled pleasantly sweet. I slid
slowly down into the water, lost my breath for a few moments because it was so hot, and felt I was swimming in a vast,
motionless sea. Then I groped for the book.
3
First there were the botched drawings of a twelve-year-old: humans with wings, birds with human heads,
snakes, and swords swooping through the air: absolutely zero evidence of talent. And yet the great Richard
Rieming, who had lived with Manuel’s mother in Paris for two years, had used several of them to illustrate his
volume of poetry Roadside Words. After war broke out, Rieming had to emigrate, found passage on a ship to
America, and died of a lung infection during the voyage. Two childhood photographs of a chubby Manuel in a
sailor suit, one of them showing him wearing glasses that grotesquely enlarged his eyes, the other one showing
him blinking as if he couldn’t tolerate bright light. Not a good-looking child. I turned the page, the paper swelling
in the damp.
Now came the exercises in symbolism. He had painted hundreds of them, soon after leaving school and his
mother’s death, alone in a rented apartment, protected by his Swiss passport during the German occupation. Later he
burned almost all of them, the few that survived were bad enough: gold backgrounds, clumsily painted falcons
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above trees with gloomy heads growing up out of them, a crudely rendered blowfly on a flower, looking as if it were
made of cement. God knows what would have brought him to paint such a thing. For a moment, the book got away
from me and sank into the foam; the glistening white seemed to climb up the paper, and I wiped it away.
Taking a letter of recommendation from Rieming, he went to Nice to show his work to Matisse, but Matisse
advised him to change his style, and, helpless, he went home again. A year after the end of the war, he visited the salt
mines of Clairance, got separated from the guide, and wandered for hours through the empty passageways. After
he’d been located and brought back out, he locked himself away for five days. Nobody knew what had gone on. But
starting from then, he began to paint quite differently.
His friend and patron Dominik Silva paid for him to get a studio. There he worked, studied perspective,
composition, and the theory of color, destroyed all his sketches, began again from scratch, destroyed, began again. Two
years later Matisse arranged his first exhibition at the Théophrasce Renoncourt Gallery in Saint-Denis. That was where he
showed for the first time (I was thumbing my way further) a new series of paintings: Reflections.
Today the series hung in the Metropolitan Museum in New York. The paintings were of mirrors that faced one another at
different angles. Silvery gray passageways opened into infinity, slightly crooked, filled with otherworldly, cold light. Details
of the frames or impurities on the glass multiplied and formed rows of identical copies that shrank away into the distance
until they disappeared altogether out of the field of vision. A few of the pictures contained, as if by oversight, traces of the
painter himself: a hand holding a brush, the corner of an easel, captured accidentally in one of the mirrors and repeated
endlessly. Once a candle sparked a fire of dozens of flames licking upward together, another time the surface of a table
stretched away, strewn with papers, and in one corner a postcard reproduction of Velázquez's Las Meninas, between two
mirrors that met at right angles so that the reflection of one in the other produced a third mirror that instead of showing
things in reverse showed them the right way around, creating a miraculously symmetrical chaos: the effect was of
enormous complexity.
André Breton wrote an ecstatic article, Picasso bought three of them, it looked as if Kaminski was going to
become famous. But it didn’t happen. Nobody knew why; it just didn’t happen. After three weeks the exhibition
ended, Kaminski took the paintings back home with him and was as unknown as he’d been before. Two
photographs showed him with large glasses that gave him something of the air of an insect. He married Adrienne
Nalle, the owner of a successful paper business, and lived for fourteen months in a certain comfort. Then Adrienne
left him with the newborn Miriam, and the marriage was dissolved.
I turned on the hot-water tap; too much, I suppressed a cry, a little bit less, that’s it. I propped the book on the edge
of the bath. There was a lot I needed to talk to him about. When did he learn about his eye disease? Why didn’t the
marriage hold up? What had happened down in the mine? I had other people’s opinions on tape, but I needed quotes
from him himself, things he hadn’t yet said to anyone. My book should not come out before his death and not too long
afterward either, for a short time it would be at the center of all attention. I’d be invited to go on TV, I would talk
about him and at the bottom of the screen it would show my name and biographer of Kaminski. This would get me a
job with one of the big art magazines.
The book was now getting quite wet. I skipped over the rest of the Reflections and leafed to the smaller oil and
tempera paintings of the next decade. He had lived alone again, Dominik Silva gave him money regularly, sometimes
he sold a few paintings. His palette brightened, his line got crisper. Pushing to the very boundaries of the recognizable,
he painted abstract landscapes, cityscapes, scenes of busy streets that dissolved into a viscous mist. A man walked
along, pulling his own dissolving contours behind him, mountains were swallowed up in a pulp of clouds, a tower
seemed to turn transparent under the fierce pressure of the background; you struggled in vain to see it clearly, but what
had been a window a moment ago turned out to be a trick of the light, what had looked like artfully decorated
stonework turned out to be a strangely shaped cloud, and the longer you looked, the less of the tower you found.
“It’s quite simple,” said Kaminski in his first interview, “and damned difficult. Basically I’m going blind. That’s
what I paint. And that’s all.”
I leaned my head against the tiled wall and balanced the book on my chest. Chromatic Light at Evening, Magdalena
Daydreaming at Prayer, and above all Thoughts of a Sleepy Walker, after Rieming’s most famous poem: an almost
imperceptible human figure, wandering through a pewter-gray darkness. The Walker, apparently solely on the basis of
Rieming’s poem, was included in an exhibition on the Surrealists, where by chance it caught the eye of Claes
Oldenburg. Two years later Oldenburg arranged for one of Kaminski’s weakest works, The Interrogation of S.Thomas,
to be shown in a Pop Art show at the Leo Castelli Gallery in New York. The title was expanded to include the tag line
painted by a blind man, and the picture was hung next to a photo of Kaminski in dark glasses. When he was told about
this, he got so angry that he took to his bed and ran a fever for two weeks. When he was able to get up again, he was
famous.
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I stretched out both arms cautiously and shook first my right hand, then the left; the book was quite heavy.
Looking through the open door, my eyes fell on the picture of the old farmer. He was holding a scythe in his
hands, looking at it proudly. I liked the thing. Actually, I liked it better than the pictures I had to write about every
day.
Because of the rumors about his blindness, Kaminski’s paintings suddenly went all around the world. And as his
protests that he could still see gradually gained credence, it was too late. No way back. The Guggenheim Museum put on
a retrospective, his prices shot up into the stratosphere, photos showed him with his fourteen-year-old daughter, a really
pretty girl back then, at openings in New York, Montreal, and Paris. But his eyes were getting steadily worse. He bought a
house in the Alps and disappeared from view.
Six years later Bogovic organized Kaminski’s last show in Paris. Twelve large-format paintings, once again in
tempera. Almost all bright colors, yellow and light blue, a stinging green, transparent beiges; streams of color that
tangled and merged into one another, yet, when you stepped back or narrowed your eyes, suddenly were sheltering
wide landscapes: hills, trees, fresh grass under summer rain, a pale sun that dissolved the clouds into a milky haze. I
leafed more slowly. I liked them. A couple of them kept me looking for a long time. The water slowly grew cold.
But it was better not to like them, because the critical reaction to them had been annihilating. They were called kitsch, a
painful blunder, evidence of his illness. A last full-page photograph showed Kaminski with a cane, dark glasses, and a
strangely cheerful expression, wandering through the rooms of the gallery. Shivering with cold, I shut the book and laid it
down next to the tub. Only too late did I notice the big puddle. I cursed: I couldn't sell it at the church flea market in a state
like that. I stood up, pulled out the plug, and watched a little worm of water drain everything away. I looked in the
mirror. Bald spot? No way.
Almost everyone I talked to about Kaminski reacted with astonishment that he was still alive. It seemed
unbelievable that he should still exist, hidden in the mountains, in his large house, in the shadows of his blindness and
his fame. That he should follow the same news that we did, listen to the same radio programs, was part of our world.
I’d known for quite a while that it was time for me to write a book. My career had begun well, but now it was
stagnating. First I had thought maybe I should do a polemic, an attack on a famous painter or movement; a total
trashing of photorealism, maybe, or a defense of photorealism, but then suddenly photorealism was out of fashion. So
why not write a biography? I hesitated between Baithus, Lucian Freud, and Kaminski, then the first of them died and
the second was reported to be already in conversations with Bahring. I yawned, dried myself off, and put on my
pajamas. The hotel telephone rang, I went into my bedroom, and picked up without thinking.
“We have to talk,” said Elke.
“How did you get this number?”
“Who cares? We have to talk.”
It must be really urgent. She was on a business trip for her advertising agency, and normally she never called
when she was on the road.
“Not a good tine. I’m very busy.”
“Now!”
“Of course,” I said, “hang on.”
I put down the receiver. In the darkness outside the window, I could make out the mountaintops and a pale half-moon. I
breathed deeply in and out.
“What is it?”
“I wanted to talk to you yesterday, but once again you managed to fix things so that you didn’t get home till after I’d
left. And now—” I blew into the receiver.
“There seems to be a bad connection.”
“Sebastian, it’s not a cell phone. There’s nothing the matter with the connection.”
“Excuse me,” I said. “Just a moment.”
I let the receiver sink down. I could feel the soft panic rising. I could guess what she wanted to say to me, and I
absolutely must not allow myself to hear it. Just hang up? But I’d done that three times already. Hesitantly I raised the
receiver again.
“Yes?”
“It’s about the apartment.”
“Can I call you tomorrow? I’ve got a lot to do, I’ll be back next week, then we can—”
“No you won’t.”
“What?”
“Come back. Not here. Sebastian, you don’t live here anymore.”
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I cleared my throat. Now was the moment I needed an idea. Something simple and convincing. Now! But I
couldn’t think of anything.
“Back then you said it was only temporary. Just a few days, till you found something.”
“And?”
“That was three months ago.”
“There aren’t many apartments.”
“There are enough, and it can’t go on like this.”
I said nothing. Maybe that was the most effective tactic.
“Besides, I’ve been getting to know somebody.”
I said nothing. What was she expecting? Should I cry, scream, plead? I was perfectly prepared to do all three. I
thought of her apartment: the leather armchair, the marble table, the expensive couch. The wet bar, the stereo setup, and
the big flat-screen TV She’d really met someone who was willing to listen to her carrying on about the agency,
vegetarian food, politics, and Japanese movies?
“I know it isn’t easy,” she said with a break in her voice. “I didn’t want … to tell you over the phone. But
there’s no other way.”
I said nothing.
“And you know it can’t go on like this.”
She’d said that already. But why not? I could see the living room in front of me: four hundred square feet, soft
carpets, views of the park. On summer afternoons a gentle southern light played on the walls.
“I can’t believe it,” I said, “and I don’t believe it.”
“You have to. I’ve packed your things.”
“What?”
“You can collect your suitcases. Or actually when I get back I’ll have them delivered to you at the Evening
News."
“Not in the newsroom!” I cried. That was all I needed. “Elke, I’m going to forget this conversation. You didn’t call and
I haven't heard a word. We’ll talk about it all next week.”
“Walter says if you come back one more time, he’s going to throw you out himself.”
“Walter?”
She didn’t reply. Did he have to be called Walter?
“He’s moving in on Sunday,” she said quietly. Ah, now I got it: the apartment shortage was driving people to do the
most astonishing things.
“And where am I supposed to go?”
“I don’t know. To a hotel. Or a friend.”
A friend? The face of my tax accountant rose in front of me, followed by the face of someone I’d been at school
with, and whom I’d bumped into on the street the previous week. We’d shared a beer and hadn’t known what to
talk about. I spent the whole time racking my brains for his name.
“Elke, it’s our apartment!”
“It isn’t ours. Have you ever paid anything toward the rent?”
“I painted the bathroom.”
“No, painters painted the bathroom. You just called them up. I paid.”
“You’re keeping count now?”
“Why not?”
“I can’t believe it.” Had I said that already? “I would never have believed you were capable of it.”
“Yes, I know,” she said. “Me neither. Me neither. How are you getting on with Kaminski?”
“We hit it off right away. I think he likes me. The daughter’s a problem. She shields him from everything. I
have to get rid of her somehow.”
“I wish you all the best, Sebastian. Maybe you still have a chance.”
“What does that mean?”
She didn’t reply.
“Hang on. I want to know. What do you mean?”
She hung up.
I immediately dialed her cell phone, but she didn’t answer. I tried again. A calm computer voice invited me to
leave a message. I tried again. And again. After the ninth attempt I gave up.
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Suddenly the room didn’t look so comfortable anymore. The pictures of the Edelweiss, the cows, and the wildhaired old farmer were vaguely threatening, the night outside too close and unsettling. Was this my future?
Boardinghouses and sublet rooms, spying landladies, cooking smells at lunchtime, and the early-morning racket of
unknown vacuum cleaners? It must not come to that!
The poor girl was completely off the wall, I almost felt sorry for her. If I knew her, she’d be regretting it already;
by tomorrow at the latest she’d be calling me in tears to say she was sorry. She couldn’t fool me. Already feeling a
little calmer, I picked up the recorder, stuck in the first tape, and closed my eyes so as to be able to remember
things better. …

The Berlin Cathedral, Berlin, Berlin State, Germany

594

The Cathedral of Aachen, North Rhine-Westphalia State, Germany

The Cathedral of Sts. Peter and Mary, Cologne, North Rhine-Westphalia State, Germany: three views

595

596
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The Cathedral at Dresden, Saxony State, Germany: two slightly different views
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The Cathedral at Ulm, Baden-Württemberg State, Germany: two views
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The Cathedral of Peter and Paul, Bremen, Bremen State, Germany. Below: detail of the front entrance
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The Cathedral at Speyer, Mainz, Rhineland-Palatinate State, Germany
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The Church of St. Nicholas, Hamburg, Hamburg State, Germany. It was destroyed in World War II.
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The Church of St. Paul at Strasbourg, Mecklenburg-Vorpommern State, Germany. Below: the Cathedral.
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Basilica Church of St. Wendel, Sankt Wendel, Saarland State, Germany. Below: the upper tower and roof
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